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Chapter 152 
The Inquisition (1) 


After two more days passed, Eugene finally got out of bed. Although 
he hadn’t completely recovered, after five whole days of complete bed 
rest, his body had now recovered enough that he was able to move 
haltingly. 


“Don’t you need me to give you some support?” Mer approached him 
with this offer. 


But Eugene just shook his head and said, “Don’t need it.” 
Standing in front of a mirror, Eugene dried his damp hair. 
“How does it feel to have a shower after five days?” Mer asked. 
Eugene just shrugged, “It feels about the same as ever?” 


“After all, oil has been accumulating in your hair for five days,” Mer 
pointed out. 


Eugene denied this with a frown, “But it hasn’t? Don’t you know I’ve 
been taking care of that every day by using magic?” 


“Then why did you even need to take a shower?” 
“Because I wanted to?” 


“Yes, yes,” Mer conceded with a giggle as she dragged a chair behind 
Eugene’s back. 


Then Mer stood on the chair and began combing Eugene’s hair. His 
hair, which had been wet just a few moments before, had already 
been dried by a warm wind blowing over it. 


“Tt doesn’t really need to be combed,” Eugene grumbled. 


“T’m doing this because I’m bored,” Mer explained. “Also, do you 
really think that it’s unneeded? You seem to think that unkempt hair 
suits you better, but I believe you would look much better with neatly 
combed hair.” 


“Know why that is? It’s because I have a handsome face,” Eugene 
bragged. 


“You’re so shameless...,” Mer muttered. 


While Mer was combing his hair, Eugene adjusted his outfit. He was 
wearing the black formal dress uniform of the Lionheart clan. It was 
neat, without any creases, but Eugene still felt the need to fiddle with 
his outfit by undoing a button and then re-fastening it. 


“What about your cloak?” Mer asked. 
“There shouldn’t be an issue with wearing it,” Eugene replied. 


With a soft smile, Mer wrapped the Cloak of Darkness around 
Eugene’s shoulders. After she was done, Eugene looked back up into 
the mirror, only to find that, for some reason, he didn’t really like the 
look of his cleanly combed hair. 


So he casually ruffled it with his hand. 


“Why would you do something like that!” Mer exclaimed, her cheeks 
puffing up with displeasure. 


However, she didn’t stubbornly insist on any more combing and 
immediately slipped into the cloak when Eugene held it open for her. 


“Don’t come out today unless I call you,” instructed Eugene. 


“Just what do you think of me?” Mer said with a pout. “I’m not 
tactless enough to cause you any trouble, Sir Eugene.” 


At the warp gate of the Black Lion Castle, there were so few people 
around that it felt strange. 


This was because the welcoming of today’s visitors wasn’t something 
to be proud of. The ones waiting at the Warp Gate along with Eugene 
were Genos, who had arrived soon after Eugene, and Ciel, who had 
spent the most time unconscious from among the sacrifices. There was 
also Klein, who had been newly appointed to the Seat of the Head of 
the Council. Furthermore, the only one in charge of personally 
manning the Warp Gate was the Captain of the Sixth Division, Diard. 


“The guests from Aroth will be the first to arrive,” Diard informed 
them. 


After checking the time, Diard raised his staff. 


Puff! 
The Warp Gate shone as the connection was established. 


Shortly afterward, the Warp Gate began to ripple. The first to walk out 
was Lovellian, wearing a black robe. Rather than Eugene, who was the 
first to meet his eyes, Lovellian approached Klein, the new Head of the 
Council, and extended a hand to the man. 


“Tt’s been a long time since we last met,” Lovellian said in greeting. 


“It would have been better if we could have reunited for a more 
pleasant affair,” Klein said with a wry smile as he shook Lovellian’s 
hand. 


Melkith, who had followed Lovellian through the warp gate, was 
wearing a surprisingly ordinary outfit today. She had on a glossy, 
black mink coat. However, she did have leather boots that were so 
high that they went up to her knees and made a creaking noise with 
each step she took. 


“Hi!” Melkith called out. 


A funeral had been held just a few days ago, and with how serious the 


recent incident had been, the atmosphere of the castle was sunk into 
depression, but... Melkith didn’t care about any of that. After glancing 
around at her surroundings, she spotted Eugene and waved at him 
with a wide smile. 


Melkith first addressed Ciel, “It’s been a while since we last met, 
hasn’t it, young lady? Do you remember me?” 


“’..Yes, of course,” Ciel reluctantly admitted. 


“So where’s that Captain who doesn’t know how to act her age? I’m 
talking about the woman who kept checking the time on her pocket 
watch even though she was wearing a wrist watch,” Melkith 
elaborated. 


“...Captain Carmen is currently stationed at the main estate.” Ciel 
eventually felt pressured to reveal the truth by the cheerfully smiling 
Melkith, even though she really wanted to say, ‘Who are you to accuse 
someone of being unable to act their own age?’ 


“This is my first time visiting Black Lion Castle. Is it okay if I take a 
little look around?” Melkith requested. 


“Why don’t we save that for later,” Klein interjected. “The Patriarch 
should also be arriving soon.” 


“Hm, well, he has it tough enough already. I’ll make sure to keep a 
hold of my facial expressions,” Melkith promised. 


But why did she have to stick to that guy like it was only natural for 
her to do so? Ciel furrowed her brows as she glanced at Eugene and 
Melkith. Was it something similar to maternal affection? Indeed, that 
was certainly a possibility. Eugene couldn’t know what a mother’s 
love felt like. So it might be that he was getting friendly with this 
woman who had a mature figure, a good amount of years, and was 
full of motherly affection. 


‘,..Although rather than a mother, isn’t she more like a grandmother?’ Ciel 
rudely speculated. 


Although she had the beautiful appearance of a twenty-year-old... Ciel 


didn’t allow herself to finish that thought. The moment she began to 
consider Melkith from that aspect, Ciel felt like she was about to have 
some rude thoughts about her own direct superior, Carmen 
Lionheart... As the Captain of the Third Division, a woman, while 
strong and beautiful, she left others with no choice but to respect 
her... 


“Connection has been established with Yuras,” Diard reported. 


At these words, Melkith leaned closer to Eugene and whispered, “So 
I’ve heard that an Inquisitor is coming? Have you ever met one 
before?” 


“T haven’t,” Eugene replied. 


“Let me just say, while I hate the Holy Empire, I hate Inquisitors even 
more. Do you know why?” Melkith asked. 


Eugene nodded and said, “I do. It’s said that in the distant past, the 
Holy Empire judged spirit worship to be a type of heresy and 
persecuted spirit summoners, right?” 


Melkith gasped, “Oh my, you’re quite knowledgeable, aren’t you? It 
seems that you also did a lot of study about the history of wizards?” 


“But wasn’t that all a really long time ago?” Eugene pointed out. 


“Well, that might be the case, but even now, they might still be 
secretly persecuting spirit summoners, no?” As she said this, Melkith’s 
eyes were filled with a cheerful playfulness. 


While staring directly into her eyes, Eugene snorted and muttered, 
“You're like a grandmother who enjoys frightening children by telling 
them scary stories...” 


“Hm? What did you say? I can’t hear you very well,” Melkith lied. 


While Melkith covered her ears and made an ‘Aaah’ sound to drown 
out any objections, the warp gate began to shine. 


Two people walked out of the warp gate. Both wore robes as red as 
blood, and beneath those, they were wearing the jet-black uniform 
that all priests of the God of Light wore, with black shakosl1!] on their 
heads. 


The man in the lead introduced himself, “My name is Atarax, and I am 
a member of the Maleficarum. And this is Hemoria, my disciple.” 


Atarax was a man with long blonde hair, but the woman, Hemoria, 
had shorter hair than Atarax and had covered her mouth with a black, 
metal mask. With her straight, bobbed hair that seemed to have been 
cut with a knife framing her face, Hemoria scanned her surroundings. 


Although Hemoria kept her silence apart from a short grunt in 
greeting, Atarax spoke up as if speaking in her place, “Isn’t the 
Patriarch here yet?” 


Klein assured him, “He’ll be arriving soon. We’ve just managed to 
connect to Kiehl.” 


Eugene blatantly stared at both Atarax and Hemoria. The 
Maleficarum, that violent and ruthless branch of the Inquisition, had 
also been around three hundred years ago. 


To be honest, Eugene didn’t harbor any misgivings toward them. What 
about their ruthlessness towards black wizards and demonfolk? That 
was precisely what Hamel had been like in Eugene’s previous life as 
well. In the chaotic world of three hundred years ago, the 
Maleficarum was also one of Hamel’s allies. 


“,..But aren’t they too old-fashioned an organization for the current era?’ 


This was a world where you could no longer hunt black wizards 
indiscriminately or show open hostility towards the demon folk. So for 
this branch of the Inquisition, which existed for the sole purpose of 
doing so, to still be in existence, Eugene couldn’t help but feel 
surprised. 


The warp gate rippled. 


Eugene straightened his back as he stared at the warp gate. Shortly 


afterward, the Patriarch of the Lionheart clan, Gilead, passed through 
the warp gate. The impression Eugene got from the current Gilead was 
markedly different from Gilead that Eugene had met just a few months 
ago. The Patriarch had deeply sunken cheeks and dark circles beneath 
his eyes. His beard was still neatly trimmed, but Eugene could see the 
cuts that had been left on Gilead’s cheeks and chin. 


“...For such a skilled warrior to allow himself to be cut by a razor,’ Eugene 
thought regretfully. 


His whole frame seemed to have shrunk over the past few months. It 
seemed that Gilead’s mental state had been shattered by Eward’s latest 
incident. 


“ ,.Patriarch,” Klein let out a sigh and approached him with this 
greeting. 


Only for Gilead to immediately fall onto his knees and say, “I am so 
sorry.” 


Klein was startled by this sight and quickly pulled Gilead up to his 
feet. 


“Hey now... you shouldn’t show such a pitiful appearance,” Klein 
chided him. 


“.,.Do I really have any choice but to do so? All of this happened 
because of my own ineptitude. This, this crisis... | don’t know how to 
even begin to take responsibility for this...,” Gilead trailed off guiltily. 


“,.Let’s discuss all that later. For now, stand up straight... Your 
children are watching, remember,” Klein reminded him. 


Letting out a deep sigh, Klein patted Gilead on the shoulder. At this 
reminder, the light belatedly returned to Gilead’s darkly over- 
shadowed eyes. He turned to look at Ciel and Eugene. 


Normally, she would have greeted her father with her smile, but the 
current Ciel couldn’t bring herself to do so. She quickly bowed her 
head towards Gilead while holding back the urge to burst into tears. 


“ ,.-Haaah...!” Gilead released a relieved sigh as he approached Eugene 
and Ciel. 


He pulled them into a tight hug and bowed his head over them. 


“’,.. heard the full story. It’s such a relief... that you’re all okay,” 
Gilead murmured softly. 


“...Father...,” Ciel whispered as she buried her face into her father’s 
chest and cried a little. 


Instead of letting out any tears, Eugene glanced at the arm that Gilead 
had wrapped around his shoulders. 


He hadn’t been mistaken when he got the feeling that Gilead’s whole 
body seemed to have gotten smaller. Gilead’s arms truly were thinner 
than they had been just a few months ago. It had only been five days 
since Eward’s incident had been dealt with, but it seemed that the 
distress Gilead had felt during these few days was enough to leave his 
cheeks sunken in and his arm muscles withered away. 


“’..-Thank you, Eugene,” Gilead addressed him gratefully. 
“’..I only did what I should have done,” Eugene responded evasively. 


“Tf it weren’t for you, then it would have been too late to do 
anything.” 


“’..1 was just lucky. It wasn’t just my strength either.” 


As he said this, Eugene glanced at the two Inquisitors from the 
Maleficarum — Atarax and Hemoria. They were blatantly staring at 
Eugene’s bare waist. 


“...The Holy Sword is in safe hands,” Eugene eventually assured them. 


“That’s a relief,” Atarax said with a smile as he put the shako he had 
taken off in greeting back on top of his head. “Well then... please lead 
the way. We need to see the place where that devil, Eward Lionheart, 
performed his forbidden, depraved, and almost calamitous ritual.” 


‘That devil.’ 


Gilead’s eyes shook at these words. However, he wasn’t in a position 
to show any reaction to this accusation. Gilead just let out a short sigh 
and released Eugene and Ciel from his embrace. 


“Please follow me,” Genos suddenly spoke up. 


Genos didn’t trust the Maleficarum as a whole. But even amongst 
them, Atarax’s name was especially famous for having a dirty 
reputation attached to it, of which Genos was well aware. 


‘...For the church to send the Punisher Atarax... and Guillotine Hemoria,’ 
Genos thoughtfully considered. 


Although he had known that someone of high status would be sent 
due to the significance of this incident, to think that they would really 
send the Punisher. And his disciple, Hemoria, was just as high-ranking 
as Atarax was. 


“What about the survivors?” Atarax brought up. 

“They are all safe,” Genos reported. 

“You mean that they didn’t suffer from any mental pollution?” 
“Fortunately, that was the case.” 


“Pollution can quickly spread from even the smallest grain. After 
inspecting the site of the ritual, we will interview each of the survivors 
individually,” Atarax declared. 


“You know, your tone doesn’t sound like someone who’s asking for 
permission,” Genos pointed out aggressively. 


“Tt needs to be done. You don’t want any more of your clan to fall to 
corruption, do you?” Atarax responded. 


Klein’s expression stiffened at Atarax’s words. He glared at Atarax 


with an uncharacteristic hostility in his eyes. Hemoria reacted to this 
gaze by placing her fingers on the mask that covered her mouth and 
glaring back at Klein. 


“We are not here to sympathize with the Lionheart clan’s unfortunate 
incident, nor are we here to assist in discovering the truth,” Atarax 
said as he raised a hand and grabbed Hemoria’s shoulder. “This 
incident is an unprecedented and bizarre case of the remnants of the 
Demon Kings, who were subjugated three hundred years ago, 
returning to cause chaos. In the current Maleficarum, we may not be 
allowed to hunt black wizards or demonfolk, but... should we discover 
the breaking of any taboos, particularly the committing of any crimes 
that involve the ‘use’ of humans, the Maleficarum will not hesitate to 
hunt the perpetrators, no matter who they may be.” 


“... Therefore?” Klein prompted. 


“We are here to do what needs to be done,” Atarax stated with 
determination. “As such, we will not ask for permission. Council Head, 
we understand that you might want to cover up your clan’s 
embarrassment, but... what if any seeds of the devil were to remain in 
the heads of the sacrifices? What if this leads to them falling into 
madness and one day performing the same demonic ritual that Eward 
did?” 


“Alright, I see the necessity,” Klein reluctantly admitted as he sighed 
and shook his head. “... However, allow me to correct just one thing. I 
have no intention of covering up our clan’s embarrassment. Because if 
we blindly attempt to conceal it, all we will do is cause ourselves to 
rot from within. However, what I was concerned about is that your 
methods of interviewing the sacrifices might be too harsh.” 


“Our interviews will be gentle and polite,” Atarax promised. 
“In that case, you won’t mind me watching,” Klein requested. 
Atarax conceded, “Yes, please watch as you like.” 


They headed into the depths of the forest. Finding the place where the 
ritual had been performed wasn't difficult as several Black Lions were 
guarding the forest so no demonic beasts could damage the site. 


“Hm,” Melkith hummed thoughtfully. 


For this entire time since they had entered the forest, Melkith had 
stayed focused without saying a word. She stopped walking for a few 
moments, then bent down and touched the soil with her hands. 


“Hm,” Melkith hummed again, her eyes narrowing. 


The soil she swept her hands over trembled, and clay people [2] the 
size of a finger climbed out of the ground. 


“,.Indeed, it does seem... like there truly was a spirit of darkness... 
This is quite unusual,” Melkith muttered as she patted the clay people 
on the head with a finger. “The spirits of this land... aren’t really in 
harmony with the soil here. They were pushed over from a different 
patch of land to this one. And over there... hmmm... the number of 
primal spirits is lower than it should be.” 


Melkith scooped up a heap of soil with her hands. Then she spread her 
fingers and let the soil trickle down like grains of sand. 


“Perhaps, once this season passes, there won’t even be a blade of grass 
left in that area? It’s quite curious... This is... rather than the land 
being dead... Hmm, that’s right... so that’s the case. It seems like the 
primal spirits of the land were actually transformed into spirits of 
darkness?” Melkith hypothesized. 


“Ts something like that even possible?” Eugene asked her. 


“For me? Of course, it’s impossible. I don’t have any contracts with 
the spirits of darkness, nor do I want to make a contract with them. 
Even so, it's not like I need to know the spirits of darkness firsthand, 
no? No spirit can interfere with or obstruct other spirits of completely 
different elements. Even if they’re a Spirit King,” Melkith said with a 
chuckle as she straightened up.” So a normal spirit of darkness 
shouldn’t have the power to forcibly assimilate the primal spirits of 
another element. On top of that... didn’t you say that it was able to 
block the eyes and ears of the prestigious Knights of the Black Lion? 
Haha! That’s impossible.” 


“That’s because it wasn’t just any ordinary spirit,” Eugene explained. 


“Yep, that’s why it’s so curious... how intriguing,” Melkith said with 
excitement. “The remnants of the Demon Kings who were defeated 
hundred of years ago lingered on in their weapons... that much I can 
understand. However, for these remnants to then become spirits? 
There are already several papers written on the close relationship 
between mana and spirits, but for a Demon King to become a spirit is 
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“Tt could also mean that spirit worship truly is a type of heresy,” 
Atarax muttered. 


“You're still spouting such nonsense,” Melkith said with a snort as she 
raised her hands. 


The clay people crawled back into the soil, causing the ground to 
tremble and rise. It was the wave of dirt that Melkith had shown them 
back in the Lionheart clan’s forest. 


“For someone like you, who spouts such bullshit, you don’t deserve to 
ride this amazing dirt wave of mine,” Melkith declared proudly. 


“Instead of doing something so embarrassing, let’s just go already,” 
Lovellian scolded her. 


“This is it,” Eugene said as they arrived at the site where the ritual 
had taken place. “Over there... that’s where the ritual was held. 
Maybe there are a few traces of it left? A magic circle was drawn all 
over the ground... parts of it were also painted in the air, but those 
have disappeared.” 


He was met with silence as the others examined the site. 


“Also, there was a black... tree over there. I don’t know if it really 
should be called a tree, but well, it at least looked like one. The 
sacrifices were hung from branches that were wriggling like tentacles. 
And everything was swallowed up by a dark gloom,” Eugene said as 
he glanced at Ciel. “Since I wasn’t captured as a sacrifice, if you want 
to know how it felt, you’ll want to ask Ciel instead of myself. She was 
able to keep partly conscious even in that situation.” 


“.,.Really now, this is...,” Lovellian muttered quietly as he looked 


around at the surroundings, then let out a snort. “This is even worse 
than I thought.” 


“Tt was quite the horrifying ritual,” Eugene agreed. 


“No, I’m not talking about the ritual,” Lovellian clarified as he lifted a 
finger and pointed at something. “It can even be considered fortunate 
for there to be only one innocent casualty. 


Lovellian was pointing at the traces of the battle. He looked down at a 
large hole so deep it looked as if it had pierced all the way into the 
bedrock. Melkith also whistled as she took a look around. 


“This is huge. How bad was it that there aren’t even any spirits in the 
ground?” Melkith marveled. 


“How terrible,” Atarax growled as he narrowed his eyes and raised a 
hand. 


He ‘grabbed’ at the air with his white-gloved fingers and rubbed his 
fingers together. After doing so, his gloves were instantly dyed black. 


“’..To think that I would be able to see such vicious, ominous demonic 
power in a place outside of the Devildom...,” Atarax muttered. 


“Five days ago, it was even worse than it is now,” Eugene spoke 
casually, then flinched and held his cloak open. “...Without the power 
of the Holy Sword and Akasha, I also wouldn’t have been able to 
survive.” 


Although he had already received quite a lot of attention, Eugene 
didn’t want to attract even more attention and suspicion from these 
outsiders. 


So he took out the Holy Sword and Akasha and showed them to the 
group. Akasha didn’t receive much attention, but everyone’s eyes 
shone as they looked at the Holy Sword that Eugene was holding in 
his hands. They couldn’t help but do so. This Holy Sword was part of 
the Great Vermouth’s legend and was said to be the legendary sword 
that had cut down three Demon Kings. After Vermouth had passed, 
only the Patriarch had been able to carry the Holy Sword during 


family ceremonies, and not a single person had been recognized by 
the Holy Sword as its master. 


“..Whoah...,” Atarax breathed out in awe as he, too, looked at the 
Holy Sword with admiring eyes. 


Hemoria, who hadn’t uttered a single word so far, also stared at the 
Holy Sword with alarmed eyes. 


Atarax muttered, “...It’s really Altair...!” 
“Yes, that’s right,” Eugene confirmed. 


“At first, I thought that the report was wrong... but to think that a 
new master of Altair has truly been found...!” Atarax exclaimed in 
amazement. 


Eugene began to say, “My apologies for hiding it—” 


“There’s no need for you to say such a thing,” Atarax interrupted 
Eugene with a shake of his head. “There was good reason for you to 
not be able to announce that you are the master of the Holy Sword, 
and weren’t the Saintess Candidate Kristina and the Holy See already 
made aware of your status as the new master of the Holy Sword, after 
all?” 


Atarax raised his hands. 


“Hemoria! Applause for the master of the Holy Sword!” Atarax 
instructed. 


Hemoria silently raised her hands and began clapping. But the sound 
of Atarax’s clapping was much louder than Hemoria’s. 


“Enough,” Atarax said as their applause abruptly stopped. “Now then, 
master of the Holy Sword, please, tell us the story of how you 
heroically slew the devil who attempted to descend here!” 


“Tt died because I swung the Holy Sword at it,” Eugene simply 
explained. 


Atarax and the others were struck dumb. 


“Well, it also made a ‘Kaagh’ sound before biting it,” Eugene muttered 
as he walked over to the altar where parts of the magic circle 
remained. 


Chapter 153 
The Inquisition (2) 


Although the color had faded, the magic circle itself could still be seen 
on the ground. The Tower Masters, Lovellian and Melkith, approached 
the magic circle with their eyes shining. 


“This, this is Ancient script, isn’t it?” Melkith turned to Lovellian for 
confirmation. 


“But at first glance, these look like Gelsel1],” Lovellian pointed out. 
“The wavering does resemble it.” 


“As long as there are systematic similarities, we might be able to 
translate them.” 


“Well, there are more than a few Ancient characters...” 


“This might be the Ancient script of the demonfolk,” Lovellian 
remarked. 


“As expected, this is knowledge passed on by the remnants of the 
Demon Kings, right? But isn’t this... something that we should call 
Balzac for?” Melkith hesitantly asked. 


“There’s no way we can call such a suspicious expert over,” Lovellian 
refused. “If it’s the Ancient script, ’m also quite well-versed in it, so 
for now, let’s continue looking for a bit longer.” 


Lovellian and Melkith were caught up in their own personal 
conversation as they examined the magic circle. After staring at the 
two of them for a few moments, Eugene lifted up Akasha, which he 
had been holding in his left hand. 


“These are the remaining parts of the magic circle that I can 
remember,” Eugene informed them. 


The rest of the magic circle, which now remained solely in his head, 
was drawn in the air. Because mana wasn’t infused into it, the magic 
circle wasn’t activated. However, his actions goaded Hemoria into 
movement before he could say anything. 


Hemoria was now standing between Eugene and the magic circle that 
he had drawn in mid-air, glaring at Eugene with narrowed eyes. 
Eugene could feel a simmering hostility directed at him deep within 
those ruby-red eyes. 


“_,.What is it?” Eugene asked cautiously. 


Hemoria was quite a strange woman. That black, metal mask that 
completely covered her mouth from corner to corner reminded Eugene 
of the muzzle placed around the jaws of vicious dogs. Wasn’t it 
uncomfortable to wear something like that over her own mouth? You 
would have to spend quite some time taking it off every time you 
wanted to eat and drink. 


“If you have something to say, then just say it to my face,” Eugene 
demanded. 


However, Hemoria remained completely silent. Instead, a ‘grk-grk’ 
sound could be heard coming from inside her metal mask. Was she 
grinding her teeth? Or was there really some kind of gag on the inside 
of the mask that she was biting on? Now that Eugene thought about it, 
from the moment Hemoria had passed through the warp gate, she had 
never once spoken a single word. 


“Excuse me,” Atarax called out as he grabbed Hemoria by the 
shoulder and pulled her away. 


Eugene noticed Atarax’s fingers were digging deep into Hemoria’s 
shoulder. However, there wasn’t any change in Hemoria’s expression. 
She simply continued to glare at Eugene like she had done before. 


“In some ways, my disciple is even more fervent than I am,” Atarax 
admitted with a smile as he patted Hemoria on the shoulder. “But as 


the hero chosen by the Holy Sword—” 


Eugene interrupted him, “I would prefer it if you didn’t call me by 
that title.” 


“Alright, I also felt that it might be a bit inconvenient to address you 
like that during a private conversation,” Atarax agreed as he turned 
his head to look at the magic circle. “...I know that it can’t be helped, 
but... sharing the knowledge of this terrible magic circle with two of 
Aroth’s Tower Masters and the fact that you have it memorized in 
your head, Sir Eugene, it’s... all of that is difficult for us to accept.” 


“Did you hear that, Red Tower Master? That good Sir Inquisitor seems 
to think that you and I might study this shitty magic circle and come 
up with some bad ideas,” Melkith said with a sneer. 


“To be fair, it’s not impossible,” Atarax argued. “As far as I know, if 
it’s for the sake of their interest and goals, wizards would not hesitate 
to do such crazy things.” 


“T can’t deny that, but if it’s a wizard on the level of us Tower Masters, 
then they must already be pretty crazy. My own brand of insanity 
means that I don’t have any attention to spare for this sort of 
unorthodox magic circle,” Melkith shot back with a snort and a 
dismissive wave of her hand. “It should be the same for the Red Tower 
Master, who’s just quietly kept his mouth shut beside me. Hmm? Do 
you feel that? Ahbh...! All of my hair is standing on end, and I feel 
like trembling in terror at this killing intent...! Want to know why that 
is?” 


Although the way that Melkith was shivering was highly exaggerated, 
she wasn’t lying. Eugene could also feel a faint killing intent. This 
killing intent was coming from Lovellian, who was gritting his teeth so 
tightly it seemed like his molars were about to be crushed into pieces. 


Melkith continued excitedly, “It’s because of how furious the Red 
Tower Master is! Do you know just how great of a hatred for black 
magic writhes within him behind that gentle and handsome mask of 
his? This is the Red Tower Master, Lovellian Sophis! Although he has 
grown docile in his old age, just up until thirty years ago, he was 
known as the Mad Dog of the Red Tower of Magic and had a truly foul 
temper.” 


Lovellian finally spoke up, “Let’s not bring up my shameful past, Spirit 
Princess of the White Tower of Magic.” 


This was a nickname from Melkith’s youth that she had hoped to 
never hear again. 


Melkith covered her ears and shrieked like a crow, “Kyaaaah!” 


Ignoring this, Lovellian continued, “... However, it’s also true that my 
fury has indeed been stoked. Inquisitor Atarax, I will absolutely never 
use or even research this magic circle for my own self-interest. If you 
wish, I can even swear this on my mana.” 


“The Holy Empire is an ally of Aroth,” Atarax said with a smile as he 

shook his head. “I’m only expressing my view from my position as an 
Inquisitor. I have no intention of insisting on something like an Oath. 
Red Tower Master, I’m already aware of why you hate black magic so 


0 


Grrk. 


The sound was heard once more, coming from behind Hemoria’s 
mask. 


Trying to draw attention away from this, Atarax turned to Eugene, “... 
As for the Lionhearts, the descendants of the Great Vermouth... 
believing in the purity and righteousness of their bloodline... might be 
foolish to do so in light of how this incident occurred, but there is no 
way that Sir Eugene, who has been acknowledged by the Holy Sword, 
would be corrupted by black magic.” 


Tap, tap. 


Atarax’s fingers, still holding onto Hemoria’s shoulder, tapped on her 
shoulder in reminder. The grinding sound could no longer be heard 
from behind Hemoria’s mask, and the hostility also disappeared from 
her red eyes. Hemoria bowed her head to Eugene and stepped back to 
stand behind Atarax. 


“Hemoria. Don’t say anything, don’t do anything, and just stand here 
watching while the Tower Masters inspect the magic circle,” Atarax 


ordered. 
Hemoria nodded in acknowledgment. 


‘Is he having her act as surveillance?’ Eugene thought as he glanced 
towards Gilead. 


Upon arriving here, Gilead’s complexion had become even paler, and 
he had chewed on his trembling lips so hard that they were covered in 
blood. 


“...Patriarch,” Klein called out as he approached Gilead, looking at 
him with pity. “...A diary was discovered in Eward’s rooms within 
Count Bossar’s mansion.” 


Klein pulled out a fancy diary with a leather cover from the inside of 
his pocket. 


“..According to the Black Lions who searched the mansion... this 
diary was found in the top-most drawer of Eward’s desk as if he 
intended it to be found,” Klein revealed. 


“Isn’t that cute?” Atarax commented before bursting into laughter. 
“He must have been dreaming up quite a cool future for himself inside 
of his own head. After finishing the ritual here... having sacrificed all 
those who had mocked and looked down on him... and having gained 
such strength from this, he must have imagined himself being able to 
escape leisurely. However, if he did that, he wouldn't be able to tell 
you why he did all of this in person, so he deliberately left a diary for 
you to find.” 


That could be the only explanation for why Eward had left behind 
something so important as his diary. Eugene also had the same feeling 
as Atarax. That idiot must have wanted to reveal the ‘why’ and ‘how’ 
pretty badly, so he must have done something like this. 


Gilead silently took the diary and opened it. Eugene had thought that 
Atarax would disagree with them reading the diary, but surprisingly, 
Atarax allowed Gilead to read it without any interference. 


It didn’t take long for Gilead to read the entire diary. 


“ ,.Haaah...,” Gilead gave a long sigh and shook his head a few times. 
Then he lifted his chin and looked up into the sky. 


“| ,.Father...,” Ciel called out in a sorrowful voice as she embraced one 
of Gilead’s arms. 


After letting out a few tears, Gilead handed the diary to Eugene. 
“Ts it alright for me to read it?” Eugene checked. 


“’..Since you were the last one to speak to him, I think that you 
deserve to read it as well,” Gilead said. 


There was no reason to refuse the offer. Eugene was also quite curious 
about the inner workings of this incident. 


‘,..Really now...,’ Eugene muttered to himself once he was done 
reading. 


The first half of the diary didn’t have any reading value. It was full of 
lamentation, rage, and self-hatred. Unable to even put his thoughts 
down in coherent sentences, it was all just a stuttering stream of 
words. There were only details about how much he was despised by 
Count Bossar and how many rebukes he was forced to hear from his 
mother, Tanis. 


Although the contents were bound to leave Eward’s father, Gilead, in 
great regret, they meant nothing to Eugene. He wasn’t interested in 
any of these thoughts. Nevertheless, Eugene continued to flip through 
the diary. 


Where the content changed abruptly— 
[Dominic Lionheart came to me.] 
—was at this point. 


Why had Dominic approached Eward? Even Dominic himself couldn’t 


really explain the exact reason for it. It was just an impulse. 


That was all it must have seemed like to Dominic, but Eward could 
uncover the precise reason for this. 


It was none other than the remnants of the Demon King. 


The whispering of the darkness spirit had led Dominic to approach 
Eward. Their existence was nestled deep within Dominic’s 
Annihilation Hammer, and they held an interest in the ‘blood of the 
main family’ flowing through Eward’s body. 


[The spirit said that I was special. After they became a spirit, they had 
possessed several people, but I was the first to have ever heard their 
voice. | 


[When I asked them about when they first came into existence, they 
said they became a spirit one hundred years ago. As a spirit of 
darkness, I asked them if they could become as powerful as a Demon 
King? As the remnant thoughts of the defeated Demon Kings... with 
just that, they wouldn’t be able to become a Demon King. But at the 
same time, they aren’t just some trivial existence either. The spirit said 
that I was special, and they, as a special spirit, matched well with 

me. | 


[I want to become a great wizard, not a spirit summoner. ] 


[The spirit told me it didn’t want to remain as just a spirit either. So if 
that was the case, what should we do? The spirit said that he would 
show me the way. ] 


[All that the ritual requires is the blood of their enemies. So how 
about Ciel and Cyan? If it’s those twins, they should make for a great 
offering. Since so much time has now passed, the power of using 
Vermouth’s bloodline for the ritual must have faded, but the spirit 
says that with how special I am, I can serve as their vessel and that 
offering my brother’s blood as a sacrifice will give it significant 
meaning. Magic really is amazing. ] 


[The more sacrifices there are, the better. ] 


[I’ll be leaving this house tomorrow. Mother, grandfather, and 
everyone else are all giving their blessings for my future. Once the 
ritual is completed, I will become an Archwizard that no one can look 
down on anymore. ] 


[I haven’t decided where I should go once this is all over. The Pride 
say that I should make a new Lionheart clan to symbolize the main 
family's downfall, but... Dominic doesn’t seem to care for that idea. 
The same goes for me. I hate the Lionhearts. ] 


With that, the diary ended. Eugene closed the book and handed it over 
to Atarax, who had been waiting patiently. 


“,.1 knew that he had gone insane when he fought, but it seems that 
he was already insane before he even started writing that diary,” 
Eugene observed. 


From the day before Eward finally left the mansion, Eward was the 
only living human left in the Count’s estate. Count Bossar, Tanis, and 
the servants were all killed by Eward before he left. 


“Tt seems that the power of this black magic ritual is amplified by the 
extent to which it breaks taboos.” Flipping through the diary, Atarax 
continued speaking, “The Demon Kings' enemy was the Great 
Vermouth, who subjugated them three hundred years ago. As the heir 
to his blood... they wanted that exiled son... to sacrifice his own 
siblings. If they had succeeded, there should be no better condition 
than that for performing this black magic ritual. It seems that it was 
true that Eward’s ‘blood’ was quite special.” 


The blood of their enemy. 


Instead of forcefully activating the ritual somehow, Eward had been 
obsessed with obtaining Eugene as a sacrifice. 


‘It seems that wasn’t just Eward’s stubbornness,’ Eugene thought. 


Vermouth wasn’t the only enemy of those Demon Kings. For the Spirit 
of Darkness, Eugene must have been a great potential sacrifice they 
couldn’t give up on. 


“This term, ‘The Pride,’ is frequently mentioned throughout this diary. 
Is this referring to cancer within the Lionheart clan?” Atarax deduced. 


“Right after this incident occurred, of the many collateral branches of 
the Lionheart clan that have spread across the continent, four families 
have suspiciously disappeared. In addition, a few members of other 
branches have also disappeared,” Klein explained. “They are most 
probably a Lionheart splinter group that led Dominic astray and tried 
to make use of Eward.” 


“Are they still a threat?” Atarax inquired. 


“Not at all,” Klein replied without any hesitation. “If Dominic had 
successfully managed to steal the Demon Spear and the Annihilation 
Hammer, they could have become a dangerous organization. And if 
Eward... had completed the ceremony, their group would have 
become a true terror. However, they weren’t able to accomplish 
anything. They might have claimed a fancy and grand name for 
themselves as ‘The Pride,’ but they are nothing more than a bunch of 
losers who ran away, abandoning all they had to preserve their own 
lives.” 


“However, if they manage to emigrate to Helmuth, the Lionheart 
clan’s prestige may fall to the ground,” Atarax warned. 


“Do you think our prestige really has any more room to fall?” Klein 
scoffed with a chuckle as he shook his head. “Should they manage to 
emigrate to Helmuth, we may instead be grateful for it. Should 
Helmuth really make public the news that descendants of the great 
hero’s clan have willingly walked into Helmuth’s embrace on their 
own two feet... then we will leave it up to the Black Lions to take care 
of them.” 


“They might emigrate to Nahama or even hide in the Samar 
Rainforest,” Atarax murmured a reminder as he closed the diary. 


“.,.We’ve finished our inspection of the magic circle,” Lovellian said 
as he stood up. “Excluding the help of a black wizard or a high- 
ranking demonfolk from Helmuth, our interpretation of its purposes 
should be the best available.” 


“Please give us your expert opinion,” Klein requested. 


“The purpose of this ritual is a reconstitution of the soul and the 
creation of a body,” Lovellian declared as his face twisted into a 
scowl. “The basic gist of the spell is similar to summoning magic. 
Though it has been twisted into an obscene mess.” 


“Did you say that it was intended to create a body?” Atarax 
confirmed. 


“Tf the sacrifices had been made successfully, this magic circle would 
have summoned a large number of demonic beasts from Helmuth. 
Then he would have probably constructed a new body by using a 
mixture of those demonic beasts,” Lovellian theorized. 


“..What about the reconstruction of the soul?” Atarax asked after 
processing the previous answer. 


Melkith answered this question, “It’s literally what it sounds like. The 
thing that died here was a spirit of darkness born from the remnants 
of the Demon Kings, not a Demon King itself. But if the ritual had 
been completed... then it could have become a higher-ranking ‘Spirit 
King.” 


Melkith stopped talking for a moment to burst into laughter. 


“T have to say that this is quite a surprise! To think that a spirit of 
darkness was trying to raise its own status through independent and 
artificial means. Should I say, as expected from the remnants of the 
Demon Kings? They attempted a method that an ordinary spirit would 
definitely never even think of,” Melkith reluctantly admired. 


“’,.So they’d be a Spirit King without a body...,” Eugene muttered. 


“Although they might not be able to reach the heights of a Demon 
King right away, they were close to becoming an existence that would 
likely reach the heights of a Demon King in time,” Lovellian said as he 
turned to look at Eugene. “Saying that, fortunately, they didn’t 
succeed.” 


“Tt’s all thanks to the blessings placed on the Holy Sword and the 


Hero,” Atarax praised. 

With a pleased chuckle, he applauded Eugene. 

Atarax’s applause suddenly cut off as he began, “However...” 
Grrk. 


The metallic sound leaked out from behind Hemoria’s mask once 
more. 


“,.It seems that not everyone who was here died that night,” Atarax 
concluded. 


Booom! 


Atarax’s foot stomped on the ground. As his body was surrounded by a 
soft brilliance, a mass of the dead and blackened soil rose as one. 


Shashashak! 


The floating soil flowed forth like a wave of sand. Slowly, very slowly, 
the soil advanced forward toward the huge hole that had been created 
during the fierce battle. As the soil neared the entrance to the hole, it 
suddenly began to whirl around. 


“ ..Hrm...!” Lovellian let out a low grunt of surprise. 


He hadn’t been able to detect any traces of magic at that spot. Even 
when holding Akasha, Eugene also hadn’t been able to see anything. 


However, as a department of the Holy Empire’s Inquisition, the 
Inquisitors of the Maleficarum were expert hunters who had received 
training in eliminating black magic and hunting down demonfolk that 
had been passed down over hundreds of years. 


Atarax was one of a handful of the most talented members of the 
Maleficarum. He had examined all the remaining demonic power in 
this area and found traces of the black magic that had been cast here 


five days ago. 


“Although it’s impossible to reproduce the exact technique...” Atarax 
tightened his control over the soil hanging in midair and continued 
speaking, “...This was... some kind of spatial transportation. It wasn’t 
Blink, but instead some kind of long-distance... technique that allows 
one to teleport without going through a gate...” 


“Hector,” Eugene growled as his face contorted into a scowl. “It looks 
like he managed to get away.” 


“You didn’t allow him to run away, did you?” Atarax asked, turning to 
look at Eugene with a grin. 


Glaring back into those seemingly amiable eyes, Eugene shrugged and 
replied, “What reason could I have for allowing him to escape?” 


“You might have a reason you don’t want others to know about,” 
Atarax insisted. 


Eugene growled, “Me? Someone who’s been recognized by the Holy 
Sword?” 


“T just want to explore all the possibilities. Because the Holy Sword 
does not necessarily prove one’s innocence,” Atarax stated calmly. 


“T thought that Hector was dead,” Eugene shrugged once more. “For it 
to turn out that he ran away, it seems like he was much more talented 
than I expected.” 


“Why didn’t you confirm it?” Atarax asked with disapproval. 


Adopting an insolent tone, Eugene asked, “What if I tell you that it’s 
because I didn’t want to?” 


“Sir Eugene, your carelessness allowed this rat to run away,” Atarax 
accused. “We don’t know if this rat might manage to sneak away to 
hide in a shed, where he can devour some grain before continuing to 
spread disease—” 


“Hold on, I don’t think I fucking get what you’re trying to say,” 
Eugene tried to respond calmly before giving in and losing his temper. 
“Are you really trying to say that I fucking let him get away on 
purpose? The motherfucker who tried to kill me? I told you, I didn’t 
know that he was fucking alive! I was busy keeping my eyes on the 
Demon Spear trying to stab me and the Annihilation Hammer trying 
to crush my head in, all while the bastard who I called my older 
brother joined hands with a spirit of darkness to try and sacrifice me! 
So how the fuck was I supposed to check if that bastard who should 
have been out for the count had either escaped or was swept away by 
our attacks and had died?” 


“Please don’t be upset,” Atarax tried to calm him. 


“T’m not upset. I’m just irritated. No matter how much I think about it, 
it’s ridiculous and infuriating. Are you fucking making light of the 
Holy Sword? Do you think that you can hold the Holy Sword?” Eugene 
challenged them. 


“Grrrk.” 


“And is she a mute or what? Why has she just been making those grk- 
grk noises instead of speaking? If you’re going to question my words 
and fuck with me, then stop grking away over there and fucking say 
something. If you’re going to pretend like there’s nothing wrong, then 
just stop with those grk-grk noises already!” 


In the face of Eugene’s outburst, Atarax’s mouth snapped shut, and 
Hemoria also blinked in surprise as she stopped making those grk 
noises. 


“That’s enough,” Eugene stated as he took a deep breath, then planted 
the Holy Sword he was holding into the ground. “If you have any 
more complaints or just want to spout off some more bullshit, then 
before you say anything, you need to pull this Holy Sword out first.” 


Eugene folded his arms and stepped back from the Holy Sword. 


He then gave this ultimatum, “I’m not going to take this shit from a 
pious jerk who only pretends to be faithful if he can’t even draw the 
Holy Sword.” 


Momo’s thoughts: Melkith had me at “My own brand of insanity.” You 
do you, girl. And Eugene had me at “stop grking away.” 


Chapter 154 
The Inquisition (3) 


Gregrerk. 


A much louder sound than all the previously heard sounds emerged 
from within Hemoria’s mask. Her eyes had transformed into a much 
deeper shade of red than they had been at first; rather than just 
bloodshot, it felt as if something was burning within them. 


Unlike Hemoria, who was exhibiting intense emotions, Atarax’s 
expression was calm. He smiled as he looked between the Holy Sword, 
plunged into the ground, and Eugene, standing there with his arms 
crossed. 


ce 


....Pretends to be faithful’ you say... Haha! Sir Eugene, you might be 
the only person who would dare to say such a thing to an Inquisitor of 
the Maleficarum,” Atarax said with calm amazement. 


Eugene shot back, “I’m also the only one to be recognized by the Holy 
Sword as its master.” 


Atarax tried to defend himself, “I’m only trying to consider all the 
possibilities.” 


“Weren’t you the one saying earlier that there was no way that I, the 
master of the Holy Sword, would be corrupted by black magic?” 
Eugene reminded him. 


“Allowing Hector to escape is a different matter from being corrupted 
by black magic,” Atarax argued. 


“If we keep going back and forth like this, it will never end. Are you 
trying to somehow force me into making a confession?” Eugene asked 
with a smirk as he glared at Atarax. “It feels to me like you think that 
you’ve bitten onto the tail of a large catch, and now you’re racing 


ahead of yourself to reel it in.” 


“There’s no way that could be the case,” Atarax denied the accusation 
as he backed down with a shrug. “For now, I'll just choose to accept it. 
I will do my best to have faith that Hector Lionheart’s escape... truly 
had nothing to do with you, Sir Eugene. In fact, if you want to prove 
your innocence for certain, there is—” 


“You want to use Confession!!] on me, right?” Eugene interrupted. 
“Were you already aware of it?” 


“All I know is that it’s a cruel method of interrogation that tears the 
victim’s mind into pieces.” 


“Haha!” Atarax laughed. “There’s no need to worry about the danger 
of that. Because the experts of the Maleficarum are better than anyone 
else in the Holy Empire when it comes to ‘interrogation.’ It’s not like 
we intend on digging too deep, we only want the truth of what 
happened five days ago, so there should be no after-effects from the 
investigation.” 


“Have you already forgotten what I just said?” Eugene asked as he 
gestured with his chin, pointing to the sword embedded in front of 
him. “If you’re displeased with me or feel like you want to start an 
argument, then I’m telling you to come over here and pull out the 

Holy Sword first.” 


“...That’s quite an interesting proposal,” Atarax eventually muttered 
as his gaze turned towards Hemoria. 


Hemoria, who had been glaring at Eugene with her blood-red eyes, 
strode over to the Holy Sword until she was right within arm’s reach. 
The corners of Eugene’s lips twisted up in a smile as he met Hemoria’s 
intense glare. 


“ ,.Grk,” came the sound from behind Hemoria’s mask. 


Such a sound seemed too loud and sharp to be made just by grinding 
her teeth... Eugene tilted his head to the side in curiosity as he stared 
at Hemoria. 


“You don’t seem like a beastfolk, but could your teeth really be as 
terrible as a beast’s?” Eugene observed. 


“My disciple is currently serving a vow of silence, so she cannot use 
her voice,” Atarax explained in Hemoria’s stead. 


So she had taken a vow of silence. Eugene let out a snort and backed 
down. 


Hemoria’s hand, which was covered by a black glove, reached out 
toward the Holy Sword. But the moment when her long fingers were 
about to touch the hilt of the Holy Sword— 


Fwoosh! 
The Holy Sword’s flames engulfed Hemoria’s hand. 


However, Hemoria didn’t panic or even let out a scream. She calmly 
withdrew her hand and then shook off the flame that had wrapped 
around her glove. Hemoria’s skin was made visible through the cracks 
that the flame had burnt into the glove. Her coloring looked pale and 
bloodless. 


Hemoria felt Eugene’s gaze on her. She took off her glove and lifted 
her hand as if inviting him to take a closer look. Her skin was pale, 
but apart from that, there was nothing special to it. 


“Grk.” 


The grinding sound was heard once more as Hemoria began waving 
her hand between Eugene and herself. 


“..Is that sign language?” Eugene eventually realized. 
“She’s asking if you thought she was a vampire,” Lovellian translated. 


Without seeking to avoid Hemoria’s piercing glare, Eugene replied, 

“ ,.She’s just asking to be noticed with how loudly she’s grinding her 
teeth, and the sound is quite sharp. Her eyes are red, her skin is white, 
and she’s wearing a hat, cloak, and even gloves. Isn’t that enough 


reason to be suspicious of her?” 


“To suspect an Inquisitor of being a vampire,” Atarax murmured. 
“Unfortunately, the Maleficarum is a more conservative organization 
than you seem to think, Sir Eugene, so demonfolk like vampires 
cannot be accepted as Inquisitors.” 


Eugene noticed something, “Does that mean that they might be 
accepted for positions other than as an Inquisitor?” 


“That’s correct because even a demonfolk has the right to convert. If 
they truly desire to serve the God of Light as his priests, why not 
baptize them and allow them to serve as evangelists of the light?” 
Atarax said with a smile as he patted Hemoria on the shoulder. “Even 
Hemoria, whose faith is so strong, is unable to grasp the Holy Sword... 
As expected of the Holy Sword.” 


“How about you?” Eugene challenged. 


“Tf I pointlessly try to stretch my hand towards it, all I might end up 
with is a burnt hand. I’m afraid that I have no desire to be humiliated 
like that,” Atarax said as he turned and walked over to the place 
where Hector had disappeared. Then, while looking at the soil still 
floating in the air, he continued speaking, “...In any case, we’ve 
confirmed that Hector Lionheart escaped from here without dying.” 


“Such long-ranged teleportation... only an Archwizard would be 
capable of such a thing,” Lovellian chimed in with narrowed eyes. “To 
perform a Blink, you need to calculate the coordinates of an arrival 
point within your field of view and leap there. As long as you’re able 
to perform those calculations accurately, Blink isn't too difficult or 
complicated a spell. However, long-range teleportation is an entirely 
different matter.” 


Atarax slightly corrected him, “This was a warp that connected the 
gates on both sides of a teleport. It’s slightly different from a Teleport 
spell.” 


For this type of teleportation, the one being teleported needed a 
guidepost. If the World Tree, for example, was the guidepost, one 
would be able to teleport to the World Tree from anywhere in the 


world using one of its leaves. 


“Unless we’re able to figure out what Hector used as a medium for the 
warp, we have no way of knowing where he teleported to,” Atarax 
declared. 


“However, just how many wizards in the world can manage such a 
teleportation?” Melkith pointed out with a grin as she started counting 
on her fingers. “First of all... there’s Aroth’s five Tower Masters. Then 
there’s Trempel Vizardo, Commander of the Court Wizards Division. 
Then, as far as I know, none other should have reached the Eighth 
Circle among all the wizards belonging to other nations?” 


“,.I just left the Royal Palace of Kiehl this morning,” Gilead revealed. 
“Kiehl still has to have raised an Eighth Circle Archwizard.” 


This reply had the corners of Melkith’s lips shooting right up to her 
cheekbones. 


“TIsn’t that why Aroth is known as the Kingdom of Magic, no matter 
what? Including the Tower Masters, the kingdom has six Archwizards, 
after all! If war were to break out, wouldn’t it be possible for Aroth to 
unite the continent all on its own?” Melkith declared proudly. 


Lovellian spoke up, “The Tower Masters are not obligated to 
participate should Aroth choose to start any wars of conquest. If Aroth 
were to start such a war, then perhaps everyone in the Red Tower of 
Magic, including myself, would choose to leave Aroth. 


“That goes for me as well, but...” Melkith continued speaking with a 
snicker, “Setting aside Aroth... the only place with wizards capable of 
a teleportation like this is Helmuth. There’s the Staff of Incarceration, 
Edmund Codreth, and a few other high-ranking demonfolk.” 


Lovellian picked up the topic, “The Queen of the Night Demons and 
the Black Dragon... those are two most famous of the latter group.” 


While bringing up the Black Dragon, Lovellian spared Eugene a 
glance. Lovellian was the one responsible for investigating Raizakia on 
behalf of Eugene. As such, he was aware of the possibility that 
Raizakia, currently reigning over the Dragon Demon Castle in 


Helmuth, might not be the real Raizakia. 


Lovellian continued, “Amongst the high-ranking demonfolk, there 
might be other Archwizards capable of teleportation apart from those 
two. Demonfolk live many times longer than humans, and they are 
much better at casting black magic than humans.” 


“Isn’t there also an Archwizard in Nahama?” Atarax brought up with 
narrowed eyes. “The Dungeon Master of the Desert, Amelia Merwin. 
We are aware that the situation between Kiehl and Nahama has been 
unstable for several years now. Weakening Kiehl’s power by 
promoting internal division within Kiehl’s Lionheart clan... sounds 
like something that Nahama, who swallowed Turas while blaming it 
on the sandstorms, would do. On top of that, Amelia Merwin is also a 
black wizard who has signed a contract with a Demon King.” 


“That might be the case, but the Demon King of Incarceration 
shouldn’t be the one supporting Hector and giving him orders.” 
Eugene continued with a serious expression, “Because an affair like 
this is too trivial for a Demon King to even pay any attention to. In the 
first place, would the Demon King of Incarceration feel any need to 
resurrect the Demon Kings who died three hundred years ago out of 
loyalty to them?” 


Hesitantly, Atarax responded, “Well, don’t you think you’re being a bit 
too definite...?” 


“Sir Atarax. I have also been a diligent student of history since I was 
young. The Demon Kings have never cooperated with each other. 
From three hundred years ago until now, the Demon Kings have 
always been competing to see who can cause more nations to collapse 
and who can increase their territory and power the most,” Eugene 
stated confidently. 


Of course, Eugene hadn’t actually studied history. He had lived right 
in the middle of said history, so there wasn’t any need for him to study 
it. 


Even as the three Demon Kings were slain, the remaining Demon 
Kings had never once cooperated with each other. Although they were 
all collectively called the Demon Kings, there was no sense of 
camaraderie among them. 


“Would the Demon King of Incarceration really get involved 
personally, pulling this sort of scheme to revive the deceased Demon 
Kings and divide the Lionheart clan? What reason could a Demon King 
have for doing so? As an Inquisitor, particularly one from the 
Maleficarum, you should know this. A Demon King is an existence that 
doesn’t need to do something like this,” Eugene said with a sneer. 


Would the Demon King of Incarceration have any reason to try and 
split apart the Lionheart clan? Especially when, if he really bothered 
to take any action, he could just directly tear the clan into pieces 
himself? Similarly, was there any need for him to try to secretly 
perform this ritual to resurrect the deceased Demon Kings? After all, 
he could just perform the ritual openly while wiping out all who dared 
to interfere. 


“...S0 I don’t think that the Demon King has anything to do with this,” 
Eugene concluded. 


The ones who were currently under suspicion were the three black 
wizards who had signed a contract with the Demon King of 
Incarceration, Aroth’s Archwizards, and certain high-ranking 
demonfolk. 


“ ,.Having escaped from the consequences of this incident, Hector 
Lionheart should no longer be able to travel around the continent in 
peace,” Atarax reasoned. “However, if he has escaped to a place 
without any public order, that’s a different story. Even the Eyes of 
Light, spread across the continent, cannot fully grasp a lawless place 
like the Samar Rainforest.” 


Eugene asked doubtfully, “...So you’re saying that Hector could have 
fled to Samar?” 


“T think there’s quite a significant possibility that he did, yes. Sir 
Eugene, I’ve heard that you have developed a good relationship with 
the Zoran Tribe, one of the great tribes of Samar... Wouldn’t you be 
able to request some help for them?” Atarax proposed with a smile as 
he stared at Eugene. 


At this mention of the Zoran tribe, Eugene recalled Evatar, the heir to 
the tribe who had escorted him on his way out of Samar. 


“.,.Since that forest is so large, it should be very difficult to find 
someone specific,” Eugene pointed out reluctantly. 


“Tt’s up to you, Sir Eugene, on how to make such a request,” Atarax 
said with a shrug. “Depending on your desire, you can ask them to 
capture or kill the fugitive, Hector Lionheart.” 


“And what will the Maleficarum be doing?” 


“Since Hector Lionheart was involved in this ritual, we will, of course, 
also be doing our best to pursue him. And to do so, we will be using 
the Eyes of Light spread across the continent.” 


The God of Light did have a truly large number of followers. 


“My deepest regrets,” Atarax apologized as he took off the shako he 
was wearing and bowed his head toward them. “It seems that we 
weren’t actually able to clarify anything. However, we truly are sorry 
for the tragedy that took place here.” 


“_,.It’s quite a disgrace,” Klein admitted as he let out a deep sigh. “... 
Since there’s nothing more to investigate here, and you’ve checked 
everything that you can... why don’t we head back to the castle now? 
Since you also have to interview the children involved in this 
incident.” 


“Thank you for your understanding—” Atarax abruptly stopped 
talking and turned his head. Then, while staring at Hemoria, he let out 
a low chuckle and murmured, “...Hm... Indeed.” 


“What’s the matter?” Eugene inquired with a disingenuous expression. 


The truth was that he had already guessed what might soon be 
enfolding. While the conversation was going on, Hemoria had 
continued to stare at Eugene and the Holy Sword. While her gaze 
wasn’t as filled with hostility as before, Eugene felt a familiar 
motivation and desire for victory coming from Hemoria. 


Atarax said, “It appears that she wants to confirm for herself why you 
were acknowledged as the master of the Holy Sword, Sir Eugene.” 


“But it feels to me like you might also share that same desire, Sir 
Atarax?” Eugene prompted. 


“Haha... I won’t deny it. Because it’s not just in the Holy Empire, 
everyone on this continent has heard the fairy tales of the Holy Sword 
Altair and the hero chosen to wield it since they were young,” Atarax 
admitted with a low chuckle as he approached Hemoria. “Of course, 
there is also some dissatisfaction.” 


“,.Dissatisfaction?” Eugene repeated. 


Atarax explained, “The Lionhearts have kept the Holy Sword in their 
possession for the past three hundred years without ever returning it 
to the Holy Empire. Since the Great Vermouth, no one in the 
Lionheart clan has been able to become the Holy Sword’s master. 
However, what if the Holy Sword had been returned to the Holy 
Empire? Couldn’t it have been possible for one of our devout and 
exceptional youngsters to have become the Master of the Holy Sword 
during that time?” 


“That might have been possible, but I don’t think that devout and 
exceptional youngster would have been you,” Eugene said with a 
smirk as he tilted his head. “Also, the fact is that even Yuras’s Pope 
has acknowledged my identity as the master of the Holy Sword.” 


“However, Sir Eugene, you aren’t even a believer of the God of Light, 
nor are you a citizen of Yuras.” 


“So what do you propose to do about that?” 


Atarax responded calmly, “I’m not trying to say we should take the 
Holy Sword from you.” 


“Tt’s not like that would even be possible,” Eugene snorted. 


“_,.It’s just... I would like to ask if you would be willing to 
accommodate my disciple’s desire,” Atarax requested as he placed a 
hand on Hemoria’s shoulder. “Would you agree to a light spar?” 


“With me using the Holy Sword?” 


“If you need to.” 


“T don’t feel like there’s any need for that,” Eugene denied with a 
laugh as he took off the Cloak of Darkness. 


Mer hurriedly stuck her head out from inside the cloak at this move 
and protested, “Sir Eugene! Your body still isn’t—” 


“It’s fine, it’s fine. It’s only going to be a light spar, so...,” Eugene 
laughed off Mer’s concern as he dropped the cloak to the floor. 


Melkith, who had been quietly watching from the side, shrieked at 
this action and ran over to Eugene. 


“Don’t drop it on the ground!” Melkith cried out. “You'll get dirt on 
it!” 


Although there were still a few years left until Eugene had to return it, 
Melkith had no desire to see her precious cloak left lying on this dirty 
ground. 


Ignoring Melkith, Eugene asked Atarax, “What about weapons?” 
Atarax replied, “Hemoria doesn’t use any weapon in particular.” 


“Ahah... so her whole body is a weapon or some cliche thing like 
that? Hm, fine then. It seems like you’ve trained her well,” Eugene 
assessed. 


“...Please don’t underestimate my disciple too much,” Atarax warned 
him. 


“Aren’t you the one underestimating me?” Eugene countered with a 
broad smile as he shook his wrists loose. “It seems that you two 
haven’t fully realized this, but the one who you’re questioning the 
qualifications of is the greatest genius in the history of the Lionheart 
clan since the time of our founding ancestor. I am also the master of 
both the Holy Sword and Akasha and the one who defeated the 
remnants of the Demon Kings.” 


“...Hm, Sir Eugene, I do admit that you are quite impressive, but... as 
your familiar said just now, isn’t it true that your body hasn’t 
completely recovered yet?” Atarax reminded him. 


“Tt’s just a light spar, without even using any weapons. Won’t we just 
be crossing our fists a little, so what’s the matter with that?” Eugene 
asked rhetorically. 


“ ..If you get injured, we will make sure to offer treatment,” Atarax 
promised. “Even though it’s not to the same extent as the Saint 
Candidate Kristina, I’m still quite efficient at healing magic.” 


Grk. 


The sound was heard once more from behind Hemoria’s mask. She 
took off her hat and cloak, then raised her fists as she took a stance. 
On the other hand, Eugene just kept his arms relaxed as he faced 
Hemoria. 


“Aren’t you going to take off your mask?” Eugene asked her. 
Hemoria kept silent. 


“Hm... is that your way of asking me not to hit you in the face?” 
Eugene asked. 


Eugene had been feeling dislike towards her since earlier. 


“Tf you get hit in the jaw while wearing a metal mask like that... will 
it be my fist or your jaw that will hurt more...?” Eugene mused. 


Hemoria had glared at him pretty fiercely, leaking blatant hostility 
and dissatisfaction while also making that strange grinding sound 
from the inside of her mask. 


‘She’s also the one who picked this fight.’ 


While glaring black at Hemoria, Eugene unbuttoned the top button of 
his dress shirt. 


Chapter 155 
The Inquisition (4) 


Their confrontation began with a brief silence. Eugene couldn’t hear 
any more grinding noises coming from Hemoria’s mouth. Instead, she 
glared at Eugene with narrowed eyes, then unclenched her fist and 
showed her hand to him. 


Was she using sign language again? 


Soon, Eugene smirked wryly. He had correctly guessed that Hemoria 
had held her hand up to convey some sign language. However, this 
time, Lovellian’s help wasn’t needed to translate what she was trying 
to tell him. 


That was how explicit and easy to understand Hemoria’s current use 

of sign language was. Hemoria had just lifted up her index finger and 
then crooked it at him a few times. Eugene nodded in understanding 

as he stepped forward. 


“Tt might be because an Inquisitor is still a priest, in the end, but it 
seems she’s quite merciful,” Eugene muttered to himself. 


Thoughts such as desiring to check the skills of the new master of the 
Holy Sword, who had finally appeared after hundreds of years... were 
understandable. And as an Inquisitor, she must be confident in her 
battle skill. 


But could Hemoria really be thinking that she could win this fight? 
‘There’s no way that could be the case,’ Eugene thought dismissively. 


If Hemoria really did have such a thought, then there must be 
something wrong with her head. From the looks of it, her pride and 
stubbornness seemed quite strong, but it appeared that she had 
probably talked herself into a fight because she didn’t like the look of 


Eugene and couldn’t accept that he was the master of the Holy Sword. 


Of course, Eugene had no problems with accepting such a fight. 
Because he felt the exact same dislike that Hemoria, no, that both the 
Inquisitors did. From openly praising him as the master of the Holy 
Sword to trying to find fault where there wasn’t any to be found. 


“Careful of your face,” Eugene said suddenly. 


Then he moved without caring whether or not Hemoria had managed 
to process these words. 


He took a large stride forward, but it wasn’t just a simple step. A burst 
of mana pushed Eugene’s body forward. This allowed Eugene to cover 
that considerable distance with just one step. 


After that, he swung at his target just like he had warned. 
Swish! 


Hemoria’s short hair fluttered in the wind as she dodged, barely 
managing to avoid direct contact as Eugene’s foot passed right in front 
of Hemoria’s noise. 


Tap, tatap. 


After just one kick, Eugene took a few steps back, a grin on his face. 
Hemoria’s finger, which was still outstretched, returned to its former 
position as she once more clenched her fists. 


Hemoria sprang into action. She daringly charged forward with a 
short hook of her fist. 


Bam! 


The fist that was about to drive into his side was caught by Eugene’s 
hand. Hemoria’s fist instantly unclenched, and her fingers intertwined 
with Eugene’s. 


Eugene’s eyes lit up as he felt an immense strength push his fingers 
back. However, Eugene couldn’t feel any movement of mana within 
the fingers that were intertwined with his. Simply and barbarically — 
Hemoria was merely exerting her strength without using mana. 


‘To have such power with her physique. Could she have a special 
constitution that makes her similar to a monster?’ Eugene speculated. 


This wasn’t a strength that could be obtained through training. As he 
watched his fingers bend to the limits of their range of motion, Eugene 
calmly thought to himself. If things went on like this, his bones would 
be broken. 


Though that was only if he stayed still like an idiot. 
Baaaam! 


Eugene’s foot swept across the ground and struck Hemoria’s ankle, 
causing her to flinch and sway backward. 


‘She’s tough,’ Eugene observed. 


Once again, Eugene felt curious. Although he hadn’t intended to 
shatter her ankle, he had hoped to at least twist it with that strike. 
However, Hemoria’s foot hadn’t even shaken. Instead, it felt like he 
had kicked a whole piece of iron without any joints. 


Eugene realized something, ‘Her body’s density is different from a 
normal human’s.’ 


Was it drugs? Or perhaps it was a mixture of magic and surgical 
modifications? Either way, Hemoria’s body wasn’t entirely human. 
While clenching and unclenching his fingers that had almost been 
broken, Eugene kept an eye on Hemoria. 


However, Hemoria was just looking at Eugene with eyes full of 
disbelief. When his hand had descended to meet her fist, it had 
certainly been strong, but it had also been fast enough that she 
couldn't react in time. The same went for that first step he had taken. 
Hemoria had been able to read his movements, but they had been so 
fast that it had been difficult for her to respond to them. 


The same event had played out again just now. It had been Hemoria’s 
turn to try and read his movements and block his attack, but that 
peculiar acceleration... It couldn’t just be because of Eugene’s physical 
abilities. If that were the case, there was no way that Hemoria could 
have overpowered him earlier. 


Atarax narrowed his eyes as he watched the spar. Hemoria was 
actually being overwhelmed in close combat. All of Hemoria’s moves 
were blocked right before she could make them, and at the exact 
moment when Hemoria was unable to react, she was struck with 
precise counterattacks. 


‘There’s something mixed in,’ Atarax realized. 


The way that Eugene’s mana burst forth was simple yet peculiar. 
Something was mixed into his fighting style, but what...? Could it be 
something from the Lionheart clan’s White Flame Formula? No, this 
was different. Rather than on the technique side of things, something 
seemed to be mixed in with his mana. 


Baaam! 


Hemoria’s feet left the ground once more. There weren’t any cries of 
pain this time, either. She had already been hammered in the jaw 
several times by now, but Hemoria was always able to react like she 
hadn’t felt any pain. The same went for this time as well. Glancing at 
his opponent’s hands that were attempting to get close and grab hold 
of his body, Eugene used his other hand to grab one of Hemoria’s 
wrists. 


He immediately twisted Hemoria’s arm around behind her back. 
Although he had definitely dislocated her elbow, Hemoria’s arm didn’t 
seem to lose any strength. While twisting her dislocated arm, she tried 
to swing Eugene’s whole body around. 


As such, Eugene let go of her arm without any hesitation. Eugene then 
slammed his fist into the side that had been left completely open by 
Hemoria’s dislocated arm. He had already pounded that spot several 
times, but he couldn’t feel any of the cracking sensations that should 
have come because Hemoria’s ribs were so dense that they didn’t seem 
human. 


‘I’m sure of it now,’ Eugene thought as his brows furrowed. 


Apart from Eugene, most people wouldn’t have been able to notice 
something else was going on. Indeed, it was because of one of his 
specialties from his previous life that Eugene had been able to discern 
what was happening — the ability to perfectly recover the mana 
drawn from his core without wasting any of it. 


Thanks to this ability, Eugene could feel that his mana was seeping 
into her with every blow against his own will. This wasn’t just some 
coincidence. It had to be part of Hemoria’s plan. Since he wasn’t using 
sword-force or any type of spell, the mana flowing through Eugene’s 
body seeped into Hemoria whenever he came into contact with her 
body. 


‘Could it be a drain-type spell?’ Eugene wondered. ‘But it seems too subtle 
for something like that.’ 


The mana being stolen wasn’t strengthening Hemoria. Although there 
had to be some plan where it could be used after it had been stolen, 
Hemoria didn’t seem intent on using his stolen mana right now. 


‘How cheeky,’ Eugene thought to himself. 


They had asked him for a light spar. As such, Eugene had assumed 
both of them would be willing to hold back a little. If Eugene had 
really wanted to hurt Hemoria as much as he could, he could have 
finished her off immediately with just one blow. 


So Eugene didn’t really appreciate the way Hemoria seemed to be 
planning on taking advantage of him, stealing away bits and pieces of 
his mana while refusing to let out any cries of pain. 


Eugene didn’t know why she was called Guillotine Hemoria, but 
rather than wanting to find out why her nickname was the Guillotine, 
he wanted to hear moans and screams coming from behind that mask 
instead of that annoying grinding sound. 


Crackle. 


Lightning and sparks of flame erupted from Eugene, scattering around 


him. Atarax’s eyes trembled at the explosive burst of speed that 
Eugene showed next. Atarax wasn’t alone in his surprise. Gilead and 
Klein were also surprised by Eugene’s movements. Only Genos looked 
at Eugene with an unsurprised expression, even as the man felt his 
heart pounding in admiration. 


‘As expected of Sir Hamel,’ Genos thought proudly. 


The only ones here who knew Eugene’s true identity were Genos and 
Mer. He definitely must not reveal that Eugene was actually Hamel... 
so Genos quickly fixed his expression. 


As for Hemoria, she couldn’t feel the same sense of surprise as her 
spectators. The distance between them was too close, so she 
experienced his speed before she could even sense it. Then, 
incomparably faster than any attack that had come before it, a heavy 
blow impaled her side. 


Hemoria’s body shook violently as she almost fell. Unable to properly 
adjust her body, she still swung her arms in an attempt to 
counterattack. After calmly retrieving his hand from her side, Eugene 
slammed his other fist into the center of Hemoria’s unguarded chest. 


“Kahagh!” 


Although she managed to hold back from screaming, Hemoria couldn’t 
do anything about getting the breath knocked out of her. She tried to 
retreat as she staggered backward, but Eugene grabbed Hemoria’s 
collar and pulled her closer. 


Crunch! 


A rising knee strike into her ribcage caused Hemoria’s whole body to 
tremble. 


Eugene didn’t stop there, unleashing consecutive attacks. With each 
attack, Eugene checked where the mana that was being sucked from 
him was gathering. 


It wasn’t to the Core near her heart. Instead, the mana seeping into 
Hemoria’s body was gathering into the dantian below the navel. 


‘The dantian?’ Eugene thought in puzzlement. 


He had heard of some mana training scriptures that gathered mana to 
that area, but... Eugene examined Hemoria’s body. Hemoria already 
had a Core near her heart, and what was being collected in her 
dantian was solely the mana she was secretly stealing from Eugene. 


“You should have asked for permission first,” Eugene muttered as he 
grabbed Hemoria by the hair. 


Baaam! 


Aiming precisely at her dantian, Eugene slammed his fist straight into 
it. So far, Hemoria had never once released a groan of pain, but this 
time was different. Eugene heard a gasp coming from behind her 
metal mask. 


Her other reactions were also intense. Hemoria’s body twisted 
violently, its movements going far beyond a normal joint’s range of 
motion. As Hemoria fell to the ground, her fist rose upwards, aiming 
at Eugene’s face. Her fist had enough power behind it that, if it 
managed to land properly, his head would explode like a balloon 
popped by a needle. 


‘She’s furious,’ Eugene noted. 


Her strength was even stronger than before. Her speed had also risen. 
But all that said, the gap between Eugene and Hemoria still hadn’t 
been closed. Under these conditions, Eugene couldn’t imagine losing 
in a close-range battle. 


Hemoria’s spine shook with rage, but her rage wasn’t enough to 
successfully land a hit on Eugene. All of Hemoria’s moves were 
completely within the palm of Eugene’s hand!1], 


Eugene tenaciously aimed all of his attacks at one location, the place 
where his stolen mana was gathered. Each time he landed an attack 
there, a groan leaked out from behind Hemoria’s mask. 


“Kahagh!” 


After an unknown number of blows, when Eugene’s fist landed on her 
dantian again, Hemoria couldn’t endure it any longer. All the mana 
she had gathered in her dantian scattered as she tore off her mask in a 
coughing fit. Hemoria tried to stagger backward, but Eugene refused 
to just let her go like this and grabbed her by the hair once more. 


Then he slammed his fist into her dantian one more time. Hemoria’s 
body was lifted off the ground by the precisely landed blow. Her body 
folded over like a shrimp as she let out a moan of agony. Seeing 
Hemoria’s legs trembling shakily, Eugene clenched his fist again and 
drove in another blow. 


In the end, Hemoria wasn’t able to endure any longer and collapsed 
on the spot. 


Eugene didn’t continue striking her, clearly raising his hands and 
backing away. While covering her stomach with both hands, Hemoria 
was wracked with hacking coughs. The torn-off mask fell to the 
ground. 


“’,.Hm,” Eugene hummed consideringly as he openly stared at 
Hemoria’s revealed face as he lowered his raised fists. 


He had been wondering how she was making such a grinding noise. It 
turned out that Hemoria’s teeth were so sharp that they could hardly 
be recognized as human. After spitting out a mouthful of blood with a 
cough, Hemoria belatedly realized that she had removed her mask. 


At that moment, Hemoria’s eyes blazed with even more fury than 
before. No longer gasping in pain, she immediately rushed at Eugene. 
With her jaws wide open, she tried to bite into Eugene’s flesh with her 
sharp teeth like a wild beast. 


Of course, Eugene wouldn’t just offer up his flesh like Hemoria 
wanted. He immediately took a step back as he swung his palm 
around. 


Bam! 


Hemoria’s head spun to the side as she was thrown off her feet. 


After falling to the ground, Hemoria wasn’t able to get up and 
continue charging at him. Instead, her split and bleeding lips twisted 
into a grimace as her fingers clawed the ground. Her eyes were getting 
even redder. The blood dripping from her mouth boiled where it fell, 
and her wounds began regenerating. Drops of red blood started to 
gather in front of her churning lips. 


“Enough,” Atarax shouted. 
Pop! 


The drops of blood that had gathered in front of Hemoria’s lips 
disappeared with a soft burst. 


Eugene also heard his shout. However, he pretended not to hear him. 
While the drops of blood gathered in front of Hemoria’s lips, Eugene 
had already arrived at her side. 


Baaaaam! 
A merciless swing of his foot landed in Hemoria’s stomach. 
“Kahagh!” 


Blood sprayed out from between Hemoria’s lips as her body was sent 
flying from the impact of his kick. 


Eugene slowly lowered the foot that he had just swung to the ground 
as he laughed and said, “Sorry, you should have said that a bit 
quicker.” 


“Hack...! Kahagh! Kaaargh!” Having landed back on the ground, 
Hemoria let out pained moans as she wrapped her arms around her 
stomach. 


Blood and saliva dripped down from her wide-stretched lips. 


Atarax reluctantly accepted Eugene’s half-hearted apology, “...No, it’s 
because my disciple was so stubborn. Even after realizing that she 
wouldn’t be able to win, she still desperately tried to win somehow.” 


“But it seems like she’s not convinced of her defeat,” Eugene said as 
he glanced down at Hemoria. 


Having barely managed to catch her breath, Hemoria rubbed away the 
blood around her mouth and then picked up the metal mask that had 
fallen to the ground. 


Eugene goaded, “Sir Atarax if you let her off her leash, I don’t mind 
continuing.” 


“No, I'm afraid that we would be in a lot of trouble if we did so,” 
Atarax rejected. 


“Why would that be?” 


“Sir Eugene has enough spare ability to afford to do so, but I’m afraid 
Hemoria can’t keep this up. If we continue, Hemoria will surely cross 
the bounds of a light spar.” 


“Are you worried about me?” 
“How could that be? ’m worried about my disciple.” 


Having said this, Atarax approached Hemoria and placed her cloak 
back around her shoulders. 


“As expected of you, Sir Eugene,” Atarax acknowledged with a nod. 
“Although it was just a light spar, I couldn’t spot any flaws in your 
physical skills. It was only natural for my disciple to be overwhelmed 
like this, and even if it were me facing you, I would definitely have 
suffered helplessly.” 


Eugene waved off the praise, “You’re being too humble.” 


“One of my rare strengths is my modesty,” Atarax jokingly said with a 
laugh. 


“Wasn’t that blood magic just now?” Lovellian spoke up without any 
trace of amusement. While glaring at the metal mask covering 
Hemoria’s lips, he continued speaking, “That’s one of the ancient 


magics that were lost long ago. Even Aroth doesn’t have the complete 
record of that type of magic, so how...?” 


“To think that you were able to recognize such an old style of magic, I 
wouldn’t have expected anything less from the Red Tower Master,” 
Atarax said as he turned to Lovellian with a calm expression. “The 
Maleficarum is an organization that has been battling enemies of the 
faith ever since the church of light was founded. We are both priests 
and hunters, paladins and butchers. Is it really that strange that we 
use magic other than divine magic?” 


“...Of course, that is certainly possible, but it can’t be helped that it 
comes as such a surprise. Blood magic is an ancient magic that even 
Aroth has failed to restore. And the reason no complete record 
remains to this day is that the Holy Empire declared blood magic to be 
a type of heresy long ago and had persecuted its practitioners.” 


This purge of magic occurred in the Holy Empire a long time ago. At 
that time, the Holy Empire declared that all the various types of magic 
apart from divine magic were a form of heresy, so treating it like 
black magic, they attempted to erase all other types of magic. This 
indiscriminate and self-righteous persecution wasn’t only limited to 
wizards but also targeted spirit summoners, so countless spirit 
summoners and wizards were slain by the Inquisitors of the Holy 
Empire. 


“...That’s a story from long ago,” Atarax pointed out without 
agitation. “Also, the Holy Empire has already made amends for those 
crimes. In the temples of light we have raised all over the continent, 
there are facilities that care for children without parents, provide aid 
to those in need, supply free welfare, and much more. For such a long 
period following those witch hunts, the Holy Empire has...” 


Atarax’s boasts weren’t anything worth listening to. Although it might 
be true that they had done more good than harm, to Eugene, that still 
made them no different from the Demon King of Incarceration. Even 
now, the Demon King of Incarceration was also giving reparation to 
other countries as compensation for the war three hundred years ago. 


“Blood magic isn’t heretical,” Atarax continued his explanation with a 
cheerful smile. “That was all a misunderstanding based on its use of 
blood as a medium. The Holy Empire analyzed blood magic a long 


time ago and came to the conclusion that it isn’t inherently evil like 
black magic is.” 


“...SO now youre able to monopolize its use?” Lovellian questioned 
indignantly. 


“Calling it a monopoly is rather hurtful. After all, doesn’t Aroth claim 
sole possession of many amazing examples of magic?” Atarax argued. 


“Strictly speaking, it’s not possessing; it’s protecting. Since a long time 
ago, some bastards did something crazy like trying to purge all 
magic,” Melkith muttered with a derisive snort. 


Atarax shot a glance at Melkith before continuing to speak, “...That 
was... a regrettable incident. Everyone has things they regret from 
their immature childhood. If you are interested in learning blood 
magic... please feel free to visit the headquarters of the Maleficarum. 
We don’t put too many restrictions on what we teach or who we teach 
it to.” 


“As long as we consent to be baptized by the light, that is,” Melkith 
finished for him. 


“Tt’s not like you have to face a difficult choice on which god to serve, 
now do you?” Atarax asked with a wide smile. 


Grik. 


Once again, the sound of grinding teeth leaked from behind Hemoria’s 
mask. 


“You were far too reckless,” Atarax chided with a deep sigh as he took 
off his shako. “I never said you could expose your teeth, now did I?” 


Hemoria lowered her head as she stood there with her hands clasped 
behind her back. Atarax looked at his distraught disciple, then he 
slowly shook his head. 


“ ..Well... Judging by his insistence in aiming for your dantian, it 
seems that he saw through the ruse immediately, but... no matter how 
angry you were, you still shouldn’t have shown your teeth without my 
permission. Ah, but that restriction doesn’t apply if you truly need to 
defend yourself,” Atarax reminded her. 


In reply, Hemoria raised her hands. 
‘I’m sorry.’ 
Hemoria conveyed her apology through sign language. 


Atarax clicked his tongue and continued, “Since you’ve had to endure 
a lot, and you’ve already been beaten severely, I won’t punish you for 
the transgression. But still... is there really not even a little of his 
mana left?” 


‘That’s right,’ Hemoria signed. 


“No matter how focused he was on attacking your dantian... isn’t it 
strange that not even a little bit of it was left?” 


‘Eugene Lionheart’s mana is strange.’ 
‘He was also far too quick in noticing it.’ 
‘All of the mana I stole from him has disappeared.’ 


Atarax’s expression contorted as he read Hemoria’s sign language. 

Something was mixed into Eugene’s mana. He was able to tell that 
much just from watching the spar. The flames of the White Flame 

Formula and... that peculiar lightning. 


‘If Hemoria had only been able to sneak away some mana, I could have 
analyzed it,’ Atarax sighed in unavoidable regret. 


Eugene was the hero recognized by the Holy Sword. Although they 
weren’t too sure about his personality, his talent and skills were the 
real deal. Even though both participants in the spar had placed 
restrictions on themselves, Hemoria had still been completely 


overwhelmed. 
“...What if we get a hold of his blood?’ Hemoria proposed. 


“You really want to infiltrate the Lionheart clan’s territory?” Atarax 
shook his head with a laugh and said, “We might have used an 
aggressive method to try and test him, but the hero of the Holy Sword 
is not our enemy.” 


‘Master, do you really think that he is worthy of being called the hero?’ 
Hemoria asked skeptically. 


“The fact that he has drawn the Holy Sword is irrefutable. Also, hasn’t 
he done something that only a hero could do? Even if they were just 
the dregs, he destroyed the remnants of the Demon Kings.” Atarax’s 
laughter subsided as he muttered, “... However... for it to be another 
Lionheart... God really can be quite cruel. To set aside his countless 
followers and pick a Lionheart once more... and for the ownership of 
the Holy Sword to be given to a Lionheart in the same generation that 
a Lionheart fell to the seductions of the Demon Kings’ remnants.” 


‘The Holy Sword isn’t the only special existence.’ Hemoria continued to 
elaborate in sign language, ‘The Holy Empire has the Saint of Brilliant 
Light. She might still only be a candidate, but Assistant Bishop Kristina has 
the exact same appearance as the Faithful Anise.’ 


“ ..Haha... you’re right. We still have the Saint candidate,” Atarax 
agreed with a smile as he looked at the faith sparkling within 
Hemoria’s eyes. 


Grk. 


Grinding her teeth, Hemoria continued to admit in sign language, ‘T 
still wish that I could have become the master of the Holy Sword.” 


“Tt can’t be helped,” Atarax comforted her. 
Fwoosh. 


Flames erupted from a match that Atarax was holding in his fingers. 


He lit the end of the cigarette in his mouth, then shook the match to 
extinguish it. 


Atarax muttered around his cigarette, “It seems that faith alone is not 
enough to make you the master of the Holy Sword.” 


Chapter 156 
The Inquisition (5) 


“T won’t accept your intention to resign,” Klein, the newly appointed 
Head of the Council, made clear from the very beginning. 


Gilead didn’t respond to these words immediately and just pursed his 
lips. 


The two were currently sitting at the Round Table within the Black 
Lion Castle. 


“T know what you must be thinking, and I also know that you’re 
feeling guilty. However, the Lionheart clan will be thrown into even 
greater chaos if you decide to take responsibility for this incident by 
resigning from your office.” Klein continued speaking without losing 
momentum, “If you abdicate from your seat as the Patriarch, just who 
in the world do you think we can turn to as our next Patriarch? Gion, 
who has joined the Black Lions? Or Gilford, who has already left to 
form his own collateral line? If that happens, then what should we do 
with your wife and children?” 


Hesitantly, Gilead attempted to reply, “...That’s...” 


“Tt would all be tough to deal with,” Klein pressed onwards. “Having 
abdicated from your position as the Patriarch, should we allow you to 
remain as part of the main family? Or else should we send you out to 
start a new collateral line? And what should we do with the next 
Patriarch? No matter how you think about it, it would all be far from 
easy to handle and lead to an utter mess. As such, I order you to put 
up with your shame and humiliation and just keep sitting in the seat 
as the Patriarch.” 


Eugene had also been invited to sit at the Round Table with them. As 
he listened to Klein speak, Eugene nodded inwardly to himself. 


‘If Gilead steps down from his position as the Patriarch at this point, 
Ancilla’s eyes are sure to roll up to the back of her head.’ 


Ancilla’s personality had become more amiable because her position 
in the main family had been strengthened, and Cyan had been 
confirmed as the next Patriarch. But what if they were forced to leave 
the main family at this point, or questions about who the next 
Patriarch should truly be arise? It was all but a certainty that Ancilla 
would run wild. 


Gilead hesitantly tried to argue, “... However... this incident occurred 
due to my inadequacies as a father. Since I have harmed the clan due 
to my shortcomings, I should take responsibility for it...” 


“The responsibility for this is not yours alone, but the Lionheart clan’s 
as a whole,” Klein growled out as he waved off Gilead’s confession. 
“This problem wasn’t caused by your son, Eward Lionheart, alone; 
instead, it was an eruption of a problem that has long-festered at the 
heart of the Lionheart clan.” 


Gilead silently acknowledged this truth. 


“The deceased former Council Head has left behind a will that lays out 
this matter clearly. As the new Council Head, and a long-time senior 
of the Lionheart clan, I will do everything I can to ensure that the 
family does not experience a problem like this in the future,” Klein 
sincerely vowed. 


“He left behind a will...?” Gilead asked hesitantly. 
Klein coughed in response and stood up to read out the will. 


The following talk between the two men followed along the lines of 
the topics that Eugene had brought up with Doynes. There was to be a 
massive expansion in the recruitment and training for the Black Lions 
and an abolishment of the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony so that 
from this year onwards, all collateral branches would have the same 
freedom to train their mana and swordsmanship that the main family 
did. 


“...The White Flame Formula will still remain in the main family’s 


possession, but the abolishment of the Bloodline Continuation 
Ceremony should convince all the collateral lines that change truly 
has come to the Lionheart clan,” Klein concluded. 


“’..That’s... was all that really in the former Council Head’s will?” 
Gilead asked doubtfully. 


“Are you surprised by this? So was I. However, he truly did leave such 
a will before he finally rested his eyes,” Klein then let out a long sigh 
and sat down. “...Although it’s sudden... and honestly hard to accept, 
the elders, including myself, have decided to validate his will. This 
latest situation was triggered by the dissatisfaction of the collateral 
bloodlines, which accumulated due to the stale tradition of the 
Bloodline Continuation Ceremony, so it is time to admit that it has 
rotted us from within.” 


Gilead hesitated, unable to figure out what to say. The fact that the 
Bloodline Continuation Ceremony wasn’t a well-thought-out tradition 
was something that Gilead had already felt for some time now. 
However, the tradition wasn’t something that could easily be 
corrected, even when everyone knew that there was something wrong 
with it. 


“ ..The Lionheart clan... it really is changing,” Gilead realized with 
some shock. 


“Tt has to change,” Klein agreed with a deep sigh. “We should have 
changed before now... No, that wouldn’t have been possible. If we 
hadn’t experienced this kind of pain, then we would never have even 
thought of changing...” 


“.... also believe that increasing the Black Lions’ strength is a 
necessity,” Gilead eventually said, having pushed down his turbulent 
emotions. “...It’s a bit late to inform you of this, but the Emperor of 
Kiehl has said that, in order to prepare for Helmuth’s schemes, he 
wants to promote unity between the knightly orders from each 
country.” 


“Unity?” Klein repeated. 


The other elders who had gathered here today also began showing 


interest in Gilead’s words. 


Gilead coughed as he felt all of their gazes focus on him and then 
continued to speak, “Yes. All of Kiehl’s allies will be invited to a 
conference, including whichever of the smaller countries that wish to 
participate... It hasn’t been fully confirmed yet, but it seems that any 
mercenary corp of similar size to a knightly order may also be allowed 
to participate.” 


“T see,” Klein muttered as his brow furrowed. “For him to invite the 
knights and mercenaries from other countries... it seems that the 
emperor wants to hold a contest of strength in the name of unity.” 


There were several famous knightly orders on this continent. The likes 
of Blood Cross Knights of the Holy Empire of Yuras, the Sea Kingdom 
Shimuin’s Storm Knights, the White Dragon Knights of the Kiehl 
Empire, the Ruhr Kingdom’s White Fangs, Nahama’s Sand Scorpions... 
and the Lionheart Clan’s Knights of the Black Lion and Knights of the 
White Lion. 


But which one among all of them was the strongest knightly order? 
Such a question couldn’t be answered hastily. Of course, the Emperor 
of Kiehl had always believed that his White Dragon Knights were the 
best, but before now, he lacked the opportunity to prove so. 


Gilead explained, “Through this Unity Conference, each of the 
knightly orders will have the opportunity to cross arms to promote 
camaraderie...” 


“Tf all of the empires and kingdoms gather their forces to one location, 
then even the Demon Kings of Helmuth may begin to feel a little 
nervous,” Klein said optimistically. 


Gilead just laughed, “Hahaha... even though the Demon King of 
Incarceration has shown no reaction to having the Anti-Demon 
Alliance and the Blood Cross Knights stationed at the borders of 
Helmuth?” 


Changing the subject, Klein asked, “Did the Emperor tell you where he 
plans to hold the Unity Conference?” 


“Of course, he’s planning on holding it within the borders of Kiehl,” 
Gilead answered, though his brows furrowed in skepticism. 


“There’s no way that will happen,” Klein clicked his tongue as he 
shook his head in disappointment at the Emperor’s naivety. “After all, 
this incident is bigger than Kiehl, now isn’t it? So the only possibility 
is... it has to be Ruhr.” 


“That’s what I’ve concluded as well,” Gilead agreed. 


While listening to the conversation between the elders and the 
Patriarch, Eugene kept his mouth shut. However, he could no longer 
contain his curiosity at this news, so he looked over to Genos, 
standing behind Klein, and met his gaze. 


Genos coughed, “...Ahem... the reason why Ruhr is highly likely to be 
the site of the Unity Conference... should be the strong aura of 
legitimacy that the Ruhr’s royal family holds.” 


“Legitimacy?” Eugene repeated questioningly. 


Genos replied, “The royal family of Ruhr are the direct descendants of 
the Brave Molon. Of course, we Lionhearts are also the descendants of 
the Great Vermouth, and Lady Sienna’s disciples can be found in 
Aroth, but...” 


“The biggest reason should be that, only one hundred years ago, Sir 
Molon was spotted on the founding anniversary of the Ruhr Kingdom, 
right?” Gilead picked up where Genos had left off. “After that, he 
disappeared again, but Sir Molon’s death has yet to be revealed to the 
world. The royal family of Ruhr will only say that Sir Molon’s current 
whereabouts are ‘hidden.’”” 


“’,.Aha, so you’re saying everyone is hoping Sir Molon will make an 
appearance at the Unity Conference?” Eugene said as his eyes shone in 
excitement, and he nodded in understanding. 


“That should be the biggest reason for it,” Gilead confirmed. 
“Considering that the Demon King of Incarceration has given us that 
warning, in this current era, you never know when Helmuth might 
reveal its despicable intentions. In such turbulent times, if a hero who 


personally faced the Demon Kings three hundred years ago were to 
add his support—” 


“Ahehem...,” Genos coughed awkwardly. 


Gilead turned to Genos in concern, “...Lord Genos? Is something the 
matter? Are you feeling uncomfortable...?” 


“It’s... ahem... it’s nothing. I suddenly got something stuck in my 
throat... ahem... Sometimes I just get these uncontrollable coughs...,” 
Genos weakly tried to excuse himself. 


But the moment Eugene glared piercingly at Genos, he quickly 
regained control of his breath. 


“...When will the Unity Conference be held?” Klein asked. 


“Since His Majesty is showing great enthusiasm for the idea, we will 
probably receive the news within the year,” Gilead revealed. 


Klein sighed, “How blatant... since this incident has also taken place, 
it seems that he plans to make public the fact that the situation of the 
Lionheart clan isn’t what it used to be?” 


“Well, it’s not unusual behavior for them, is it? Throughout the years, 
the successive Emperors of Kiehl have always wanted to prove that 
their White Dragon Knights are superior to the Black Lions and the 
White Lions. They’ve always wanted to take possession of the strength 
of the Lionheart clan for themselves,” Gilead said with some 
resignation. 


“Tt seems we’ll be forced to show them quite a pathetic and shameful 
appearance. With the Immortal White Lion dead and his successor, 
Dominic...,” unable to properly finish the sentence, the new Council 
Head let out a deep sigh. “...The destruction of the Demon Spear and 
the Annihilation Hammer will also greatly impact our prestige.” 


“However, Lady Carmen is still here, isn’t she? There’s also Lord 
Genos, and as for the strength of the Knights of the Black Lion...,” 
Gilead hesitated, unsure how to finish. 


Genos pessimistically assessed, “It would be fair to say that the 
strength of the Black Lions has fallen by half compared to our 
heyday.” 


“That might not necessarily be the case,” Klein argued as he patted his 
knees and raised his head. “Don’t we have the person responsible for 
destroying the Demon Spear and the Annihilation Hammer here with 
us?” 


All the elders’ eyes turned to Eugene. Eugene blinked calmly, then he 
scratched his cheek and nodded. 


“Tl do the best I can,” he promised them. 


Perhaps because he had already refused them before, none of them 
asked him to join the Knights of the Black Lion once more. 


‘If that Unity Conference is going to be held in Ruhr, that works out well 
for me,’ Eugene thought. 


It was a place he still needed to visit at some point, but since it was so 
far away, it was a bit of a hassle for him to go there alone. But if 
Molon was still alive... then just like everyone was hoping for, he 
would definitely make an appearance at the Unity Conference. 


‘Unless his personality has changed significantly in the past three hundred 
years, that is,’ Eugene considered cautiously. 


Since the old days, Molon always enjoyed feasting and competing with 
others. If a large number of knights and other powerful warriors from 
foreign countries gathered together in the middle of his kingdom, 
Molon was sure to make an appearance, even if it was just to prove 
that he was still the strongest and most skilled warrior. 


‘If he’s still alive,’ Eugene silently sighed. 


Eugene recalled Molon and his poor grasp of the common language. 
Even after wandering together for over ten years, Molon’s rough way 
of speaking had never shown any improvement. He was simple and 
honest, and even though he had skillful techniques, rather than 
displaying them, he preferred to challenge his foes from the front, 


confronting them in terms of strength rather than skill. 


No matter the situation or what manner of foe they had encountered, 
Molon had always been the first to charge forward. Whenever the 
battle ended, with him being the first to get injured, Molon would 
promise them each time that he would make sure to look ahead and 
think before he jumped into action next time. 


They had all trusted him, and that faith had never once been shaken. 


If it was Molon, he would be able to endure it. With Molon, they could 
break through this. If Molon was with them, they would be fine. 


Though Molon wasn’t the only one to whom such trust was directed. 
Hamel, Sienna, Molon, Anise, and Vermouth — all five of them had 
trusted in each other. 


Because of their unconditional trust in each other, they were able to 
advance through Helmuth’s terrible gloom. 


They had never betrayed each other, never fled alone, and it was 
because they all believed that they shared the same determination to 
fight that they were able to confront the Demon Kings without 
doubting each other. 


“...Molon,’ Eugene thought wistfully as he pondered his complex mix 
of emotions. 


Although it had been so long since they had last seen each other, 
Eugene could still clearly recall Molon’s appearance and voice as if 
they had just met. 


It wasn’t just Molon, but Sienna, Anise, and Vermouth as well. Eugene 
could still vividly remember how they had all fought together, 
carrying the same goals and guarding each other’s backs. 


‘I just can’t imagine the sight of you looking old or weak.’ 


While recalling the appearance of his old friend, Eugene clenched his 
fists tightly. 


The day after their meeting had ended, Eugene came out to the warp 
gate in front of Black Lion Castle. 


Since there was no reason to continue staying in Black Lion Castle any 
longer, he was here to make an early return to the main estate. 


He had heard that the Inquisitors from the Holy Empire had returned 
earlier that morning. They hadn’t asked anyone to see them off and, 
unlike when they had arrived, they quietly left the castle. 


‘I should have asked them to pass on my greetings to Kristina,’ Eugene 
thought regretfully for a few moments, but then he realized there was 
no need to say something so pointless. 


Atarax was good at subtly getting on people’s nerves, and Hemoria 
had openly ground her sharp, bestial teeth at them. No matter how 
Eugene thought about it, neither of them seemed cordial enough to do 
Eugene such a favor. 


“..It looks like I’ll have to stay here at the castle until the end of the 
month,” Gilead spoke up with a wry smile. “...We need to ensure that 
this incident is dealt with properly, and I also need to visit the grave 
of the deceased, former Council Head.” 


It wasn’t just Doynes’ grave either. Eward had massacred all of Count 
Bossar’s household, including Tanis. Their funerals had already been 
arranged, and another lord had been appointed to inherit Count 
Bossar’s fief. 


Klein and the other elders had already bowed their heads in apology 
to appease Bossar’s enraged relatives. But separate from them, Gilead 
also needed to offer his apologies. Or at least, that’s how Gilead felt. 
So he first needed to visit the Bossar clan’s graveyard, and once that 
was dealt with, he also needed to visit the family of the deceased 
Deacon who had been used as a sacrifice. 


And after that? He needed to announce the abolishment of the 
Bloodline Continuation Ceremony while also dealing with the 
influential figures from the collateral bloodlines who would be sure to 


visit Black Lion Castle. Usually, any such meetings would be held at 
the main estate, but with the announcement of the abolition of the 
age-old tradition and the other changes occurring to the Lionheart 
clan’s long-standing traditions, it was only natural that these meetings 
would be held at Black Lion Castle, where the elders would make 
themselves available. 


“T don’t think you’ll be able to return before the month is over,” 
Eugene opined. 


“T also feel the same way,” Gilead agreed with a nod as he continued 
to smile bitterly. “I won’t be able to return until next month at the 
very latest. Since Cyan has said that he will remain in this castle with 
me and continue his training until it’s time... I'll leave the main estate 
in your hands until my return.” 


“Lady Ancilla and Lady Carmen will also be there,” Eugene assured 
him. 


“You forgot to mention Gerhard,” Gilead said in a reminder. 


Only for Eugene to scoff, “My father won’t be of much help even if he 
is there...” 


Upon hearing Eugene make such a joke, Gilead forced his sunken 
cheeks into an awkward smile. Seeing this reaction, Eugene felt there 
hadn’t been any point in making such a joke. The forced smile of a 
sick man, who looked as though he might collapse at any time, just 
looked pitiful. 


“...Ciel will also return to the main estate soon, won’t she?” Eugene 
said as he turned to look behind Gilead, only for Ciel Lionheart to 
poke her head out from behind a wall of the castle and roll her eyes at 
Eugene. 


“Tm only going back so I can continue learning from Lady Carmen,” 
Ciel insisted. 


“Who even questioned that?” Eugene simply responded. 


“T’m free to return to my home whenever I like.” 


“Like I said, who even questioned that.” 


Ciel’s tone was a bit petulant. Part of her wanted to tell him to wait a 
few more days so they could return together, but Ciel couldn’t. She 
had decided to stay at Black Lion Castle for a little longer because she 
was worried about the suffering her father was going through. Since 
Gilead would also likely require an assistant, Ciel was thinking of 
accompanying Gilead on his visit to the Bossar family’s graveyard and 
then to Deacon’s family as well. 


“.,.Make sure to tell mother that my brother and I are in good health 
and we don’t have any injuries,” Ciel reluctantly entreated. 


“Mhm,” Eugene grunted in response before turning to look at Gilead. 
“If that’s all, ’ll see you when you return to the main estate, Uncle.” 


As he saw Eugene approach him with his hand outstretched, Gilead 
gave a faint smile and said, “... Thank you.” 


Gilead accepted the handshake of his foster child with whom he 
shared not a drop of blood. It seemed like only yesterday when he had 
first adopted Eugene as his foster child, but the hand he was holding 
didn’t have any traces of that former youth left on it. This made 
Gilead’s heart ache even further. 


He could still clearly remember what his foster child's hand had felt 
like when they had first met, but... he found that he couldn’t clearly 
remember how his eldest son, Eward’s, hands had felt. Overcome by 
guilt and remorse, Gilead closed his eyes. 


“,..Uncle?’ Ciel thought, her lips protruding in a pout. 


It was obvious who Eugene was referring to by that title, but why was 
Gilead now ‘uncle’? The last time the two had met, she was sure that 
Eugene had paid attention to the line between them and had kept 
referring to her father as ‘Sir Gilead.’ 


‘Well... calling him Uncle... isn’t all that bad...,’ Ciel realized 
consideringly. 


“Call me big sis,” Ciel demanded. 


“Have you started drinking so early in the day?” Eugene asked. 


Ciel argued, “Why won’t you call me big sis when you can call my 
father your ‘uncle’?” 


“T don’t know what that has to do with anything,” Eugene muttered as 
he turned around. 


The warp gate had been connected since earlier, and Dyad, the 
Captain of the Sixth Division in charge of maintaining it, was sending 
him a hurrying look. 


“Try to stay out of trouble, and give Uncle a shoulder massage when 
you have the time,” Eugene advised her. 


“.,.You’re talking like an old man again,” Ciel sulked. 
Without saying anything further, Eugene headed into the warp gate. 


Once he returned to the main estate, the first thing that he would 
need to do would be to fully explain the situation to Ancilla and 
Carmen. After that, he would have to test out the Demon Spear and 
the Annihilation Hammer in the forest where the elves now lived. And 
perhaps during that process, he might just sneak into the estate’s 
leyline for a bit. 


‘They should forgive me for that much,’ Eugene mused. 


After he had finished his maintenance of the Annihilation Hammer 
and the Demon Spear, Eugene would also need to start preparing. 


“.. Iris,’ Eugene rolled the name around his head. 


It was about time for the Rakshasa Princess to show up. 


Chapter 157 
The Capital (1) 


Eugene was sitting upright in the center of the Lionhearts’ forest. The 
talkative Mer wasn’t with him right now. 


The Lionheart family’s second mistress, Ancilla, was affluential in the 
high society of the capital Ceres. But many Lionheart knights didn’t 
respect her as much as they respected their more conspicuous 
Patriarch, Gilead. Still, she was well aware of what went on in high 
society and influenced the other members into making decisions in her 
favor even though she did not participate much in social parties. That 
was how she acquired the nickname ‘The Lioness of High Society.’ 


However, the Lionheart family’s reputation was now in the gutter 
because of Eward. 


To continue her reign over the high society, there was a lot of stuff 
Ancilla had to do, such as personally writing letters to the nobles and 
even attending parties that she had rarely attended before. Since there 
were some lowlifes who spoke badly of the Lionhearts at banquets or 
tea parties, Ancilla had to blackmail them in the name of gifts!1]. She 
also had to warn and, if needed, threaten the press to keep them from 
publishing any articles or tabloids about the Lionhearts. 


To sum up, she was under a lot of stress. She usually had her own 
methods of relieving stress, like downing glasses of wine before going 
to bed or a good, hard jog before dawn in her training suit until she 
was out of breath. 


These days, however, Ancilla had not needed any of her usual go-to 
stress-relieving tactics. Mer currently happened to be in the main 
estate — the very person with whom Ancilla could fulfill her fantasy 
and interact to get rid of regrets from her previous parenting. Ancilla 
realized that dressing, feeding, and adoring this little girl were just as 
effective, if not more, in relieving her stress. 


Therefore, Mer was with Ancilla right now. In fact, Eugene couldn’t 
have let Mer stay by his side even if Ancilla hadn’t wished to spend 
time with her. 


‘She might be negatively affected by this,’ Eugene thought. 


When Eugene saw the Lightning Flame for the first time, Melkith 
warned him that Mer’s formula might get damaged while Eugene tried 
to make the Lightning Flame surrender. If Mer’s control formula got 
damaged, it was impossible for the current Eugene to restore it. 


“ ..Hmm.” Eugene slightly changed his upright sitting position a 
couple of times as he got absorbed in his thoughts. 


After the World Tree’s seedlings had been moved to the Lionhearts’ 
forest, they had rooted themselves in the ground and touched the 
leyline that was created by Vermouth hundreds of years ago. 


Only a month had passed since then, but this forest had become lively 
and was now green all year round, just like Tempest and Melkith had 
said. Although the number of fairy trees hadn’t increased yet, and 
neither had the World Tree’s seedlings gotten any bigger... Eugene 
could feel the same amount of World Tree’s spirits as that of the elven 
sanctuary. 


“They really don’t listen to me,” Eugene grumbled. He could only feel 
them; he still couldn’t control the World Tree’s Spirit. Even though he 
had already tried when the Lightning Flame blended into his body for 
the first time, those spirits continued to not answer Eugene’s calls. 


‘I never counted on it, though.’ Eugene thought as he scratched his head. 


He pulled out the Annihilation Hammer and the Demon Spear from 
the Cloak of Darkness. Despite the fact that they were used to fight the 
intense battle at Black Lion Castle, these two weapons were 
fortunately intact. There was not a single crack on them. 


When Eugene tightly grabbed the Demon Spear, it squirmed like 
bulging veins. It had a curvy blade, similar to a sea wave, and was 
longer and sharper than most blades. 


The Annihilation Hammer looked just like a giant hammer. The 
Demon Spear was too long and stood taller than Eugene, but the 
Annihilation Hammer matched Eugene’s height. However, it was 
heavy. Rather than using this giant hammer as a weapon, it would be 
better for Eugene to smash boulders in a mine. 


In other words, the Annihilation Hammer and the Demon Spear were 
currently just weird-looking metal pieces. On top of that, these 
weapons were hard to handle. Eugene could only use these as a 
hammer and a spear. It was because their demonic energy and the 
Demon Kings’ remnants had been completely obliterated by the Holy 
Sword and the Moonlight Sword. 


Eugene squinted in thought as he held the Demon Spear and the 
Annihilation Hammer in both hands. Regardless of their states, he 
could still use them as weapons. Even after thorough analysis, he 
wasn’t sure what these weapons were made of, but he could infuse a 
lot of mana in them. However, that didn’t mean much. He could also 
infuse a lot of mana in Wynnyd and Azphel. 


While Eugene infused mana into Annihilation Hammer and the Demon 
Spear, he could see the part of his Lightning Flame in his mana seep 
into them. 


‘I can’t analyze their spell formulas.’ 


Eugene did check their formulas through Akasha. The Demon Spear 
and the Annihilation Hammer had formulas to recreate the Demon 
Kings’ ability, but the formulas didn’t exist separately. Rather than 
being engraved in the weapons, they were ‘melted’ into them, 
becoming one with their respective weapons. Therefore, he couldn’t 
modify or separate the formulas from the Spear or the Hammer. 


‘I cannot even understand these formulas, so it’s not surprising.’ 


With ordinary mana, Eugene couldn’t recreate the lost ability of the 
Demon Spear and the Annihilation Hammer. Would it be different if 
he used demonic energy? Yes, it probably would, but Eugene would 
never try to control demonic energy unless he went nuts. 


Yet, there was some good news: Eugene saw a possibility of recreating 


the ability of the Demon Spear and the Annihilation Hammer. And the 
Demon Spear and the Annihilation Hammer turned out to be excellent 
catalysts. 


Woosh! 


The white flame rose up from Eugene. Then, holding the Demon Spear 
and the Annihilation Hammer in each hand, Eugene focused on 
connecting his Cores and making them spin in a circle. When his Cores 
began to spin, Eugene’s flame became bigger, and the Lightning Flame 
sparked around him. 


Oooo! 


As if they were answering to the Ring Flame Formula, the Demon 
Spear and the Annihilation Hammer howled. Eugene glared at the two 
weapons, feeling his stinging skin. The weapons weren’t taking away 
Eugene’s mana; instead, Eugene was practically shoving his mana into 
them. Eugene’s current mana was immense and pure, and no one 
would believe that he had only trained for seven years. 


He was shoving that mana into the weapons to the point of scraping 
the bottom of his mana barrel. Wrapped around the Demon Spear and 
the Annihilation Hammer, Eugene’s sword-force became so large that 
the fierce flame-like force couldn’t become any bigger. Under Eugene’s 
control, his force was condensed. 


When Eugene poured his mana to the limit, his mana seeped into the 
weapons little by little, but this wasn’t surprising. For the past fifteen 
days, he had repeatedly done this whenever his mana was 
replenished. This forest was full of mana — the World Tree’s seedlings 
were here, and the leyline was close by. Even if Eugene used his mana 
to the brink of depletion, the efficient White Flame Formula helped 
Eugene recover his mana in less than half a day. 


‘I think I’m almost there... ’ 


Just when Eugene felt an ache from his Cores that were being 
depleted... 


Crack! 


...he could hear different sounds from the Demon Spear and the 
Annihilation Hammer. The two weapons were originally black, but 
they started to turn white within the flames of the White Flame 
Formula. Small cracks spread on the surface of the weapons 
immediately after the weapons changed their colors. 


Crack...! Craaack! 


The Lightning Flame in Eugene’s mana seeped in through the 
weapons’ cracks. 


That wasn’t it. No matter how many times Eugene had called them 
previously, the World Tree’s spirits never approached Eugene, but 
those fog-like beings now came up to Eugene as if being attracted to 
him like magnets. 


As the Lightning Flame sparked, the World Tree’s spirits blended 
themselves into the Flame, becoming a part of Eugene’s mana. Then 
again, Eugene’s mana seeped into the cracks of the Demon Spear and 
the Annihilation Hammer. 


Eugene watched everything as his consciousness clouded. 
‘Should I stop?’ Eugene pondered. 


Although the World Tree’s spirit had been added to his mana, the total 
amount of Eugene’s mana didn’t significantly increase. His Cores were 
already on the brink of getting depleted. If Eugene continued to infuse 
his mana into these two weapons, he might pass out from exhaustion 
or acquire a chronic injury in his Cores. 


‘I’m not going to be fucked, ri...?’ 
Booom! 


The Demon Spear and the Annihilation Hammer exploded. The 
explosions were sudden, but Eugene wasn’t flustered or let go of the 
two weapons as he hadn’t missed the telltale signs of those weapons’ 
mana flows exploding after they were distorted. 


“Shit.” Eugene looked at his arms, crumpling up his face. Thankfully, 
his bones and muscles weren’t injured, but his skin was reddened and 
stung as if Eugene had acquired a slight burn. 


Eugene’s Ring Flame and the Lightning Flame disappeared as the 
explosions subsided. However, they weren’t technically gone. The 
cracks on the weapons were now filled up. The Lightning Flame inside 
Eugene’s mana was added to the Demon Spear and the Annihilation 
Hammer, becoming one with the weapons. To put it shortly, the 
Demon Spear and the Annihilation Hammer were connected to 
Eugene. 


Grinning, Eugene held up the Demon Spear and the Annihilation 
Hammer. 


“...Hmm.” He began to utilize his mana as he kept on grinning. 
Pzzz! 


Even with little mana, he could form sword-force around the two 
weapons. With a big smile, Eugene looked at the Lightning Flame as it 
sparked around the weapons. 


No, he shouldn’t be satisfied already. 
‘T will first start with the Annihilation Hammer,’ Eugene thought. 


After putting down the Demon Spear, Eugene held up the Annihilation 
Hammer with both hands. 


He first looked around to decide where he was going to swing it. 
Then, after choosing a suitable location, Eugene swung the Hammer 
downward. 


Crack! 


The strong air current created by the Hammer overwhelmed the 
nearby area. Eugene had done it. Of course, his Annihilation Hammer 
couldn’t be compared to the Demon King’s or Eward’s. Still, Eugene 
had successfully used the Annihilation Hammer’s ability without using 


demonic energy. 


He was a bit dizzy, though. Although he had expected it, Eugene had 
to use a lot of his mana to use the Annihilation Hammer’s ability. 


‘,..It’s not burdensome. I can spare this much mana.’ 


He also had to take into account that he didn’t have much mana left in 
his Cores. The power of his Annihilation Hammer... had also 
weakened, but Eugene could still use the Hammer in combat. 


‘It will become stronger over time.’ 


Next, Eugene picked up the Demon Spear. He calculated the 
coordinates to make the thorns rise, then thrust the Spear into the 
ground. 


Replicating the successful activation of the Annihilation Hammer’s 
attack, this time, thorns rose up from the ground at the exact 
coordinates calculated by Eugene. However, the radius of the Forest 
was smaller than Dominic’s, and the arrangement of the thorns was 
also bad. 


However, Eugene wasn’t disappointed. Since the Lightning Flame had 
been blended into the Demon Spear and the Annihilation Hammer, 
their powers would keep growing significantly as he became stronger. 


“ ..Hmm...” Eugene was about to put those two weapons inside the 
Cloak, but he had to stop. 


When the weapons were halfway inside the Cloak, Eugene could feel 
that someone was fervently watching him. The fervor in the person’s 
eyes intensified when Eugene ignored them and put the weapons in. 
Unable to understand what was going on, Eugene pulled out the 
weapons a little bit, and the fervor in the gaze subsided slightly. 


“ ,.Why are you staring at me like that?” Eugene turned around, 
holding back his sighs. 


From behind a faraway tree, Carmen Lionheart stuck out her head. 


She was gloomily watching Eugene with squinted eyes. 


With a sour face, Eugene tilted his head in confusion. “...Um... You 
are not suddenly going to reprimand me for owning the Demon Spear 
and the Annihilation Hammer, right?” 


He had told Carmen in advance about his owning the two weapons. 
Eugene had to tame the weapons in the forest, but it was impossible to 
fool Carmen’s eyes. 


Carmen was grateful that Eugene had sorted out the incident at Black 
Lion Castle, and she had also checked that there wasn’t a single trace 
of demonic energy on both weapons. Therefore, she readily agreed to 
Eugene’s ownership of these two weapons, but why was she looking at 
him like that? Unable to understand her intention, Eugene just 
blinked. 


Carmen walked out from behind the tree, clearing her throat. “...I 
heard an explosion.” 


“Ah... well... that was because of me.” 
“T felt a surprisingly immense amount of mana.” 
“That was also—” 


“You have just used ‘Pressure’ with the Annihilation Hammer and 
‘Spear Forest’ with the Demon Spear... right?” 


“Uhm... I told you before, I’m going to tame them so I can use...” 


Before Eugene could finish, Carmen held out her right arm sideways. 
Due to her sudden movement, Eugene took a step back in surprise. To 
let Eugene see what she was doing, Carmen revealed the thing in her 
right hand — a silver pocket watch. 


“Form Change,” Carmen spoke quietly. 


Click! 


Eugene could hear a low machine sound inside the pocket watch. 
When it opened, the clock’s hands turned, and its lid split apart. 


Unable to say anything, Eugene just watched the whole thing happen. 
It wasn’t an exaggeration to say the watch was the essence of cutting- 
edge alchemical technologies. The pocket watch, which was as small 
as Carmen’s palm, split into pieces and extended itself, wrapping 
around Carmen’s right arm. 


“This is my Heaven Genocide’s Destiny Form.” 
Eugene silently listened to Carmen’s explanation. 
“Tf anyone sees this arm... someone has to die.” 
“’..Do I have to die?” Eugene asked. 


“Since I have no intention of dying, you will if we begin to play with 
fate,” Carmen said as she clenched her fists. Her sharp fingers were 
covered in silver metal. 


Squeak. 
“But I don’t fight to the death with my family,” she continued. 
“,.Is that so...” Eugene halfheartedly said. 


“Tt’s a good thing for both of us. We won’t be adding another tragedy 
to the Lionheart family.” 


Squeak, squeak. 


Carmen continued to move her fingers. Since Eugene wasn’t sure what 
to say, he just looked at the Heaven Genocide in its Destiny Form 
wrapped around Carmen’s right arm. Eugene could feel the excitement 
rising deep inside when he looked at the metal gauntlet. 


“What do you think?” Carmen asked suddenly. 


“’,.Pardon?” 
“Tm talking about my Heaven Genocide in Destiny Form.” 
“,.It’s cool,” Eugene answered halfheartedly again. 


“T haven’t shown you — no, I can’t show you my Destiny Breaker. But 
to maximize Destiny Breaker’s power, I have to use it in Destiny 
Form.” 


“Is that so...” 


“The Heaven Genocide has many forms aside from the Destiny Form. 
Don’t you wanna see them?” 


“4 VT ZOO...” 


“T think we can have a good fight if I use my Heaven Genocide in 
Blaster Form and you use Pressure with the Annihilation Hammer. 
Well, we can’t actually have a battle, though.” Carmen lifted her arm 
sideways, looking genuinely disappointed. 


Click! 


When Eugene heard the machine noise again, the Heaven Genocide 
changed its form to be the pocket watch again. 


“So, what do you think?” Carmen asked again. 
“Didn’t you ask me that before?” 

“T felt your previous answer wasn’t genuine.” 
“,... really think it’s cool,” Eugene repeated. 
“Do you want to have this?” 


“Nope...” 


“Tt’s understandable if you want to have this. This artifact is really 
cool, but I’m not going to lend it to you. I’m also not going to tell you 
how I got my hands on it or who made it. ” 


“Right...” 


“Aren’t you curious?” Carmen asked with a proud look. Judging from 
how she kept glancing at Eugene with her chest puffed out and 
shrugged, it seemed she desperately wanted to brag. 


“’..l’m curious.” Eugene obliged unenthusiastically. 


“T found the Heaven Genocide through a coincidental encounter — no, 
a miracle... Wow, it’s already been decades since I found it. I went 
through a magical experience when I was young. That’s all I can tell 
you,” Carmen spoke with a dazed look. 


“Can’t you just tell the story to the end if you are going to tell me 
anyway?” 


“T can’t. I can’t break the promise since promises are important.” 
Click! 


After closing the lid of the pocket watch, Carmen put it into her inner 
pocket. 


“Your new weapons made the enthusiasm inside me spark. Don’t 
worry. I’m used to feeling enthusiastic in this way, and I can always 
control it.” 


Eugene wasn’t worried about that from the start. 


“However, be careful not to explode anything else. While I was 
running here, I saw a couple of elves collapse on the ground. Sir 
Signard was also about to come running here, thinking the village was 
under attack. So I stopped him,” Carmen warned Eugene. 


“ ..-Thank you,” Eugene bitterly answered. 


“Ts your injured arm okay?” 


“Tt just stings a little now. I will recover by tomorrow, even without 
any treatment.” 


“You are being sloppy. Small injuries should also be treated fully. 
Besides, the Lionheart family is a warrior family. We have all kinds of 
healing potions, so don’t hesitate to use any kind of medicine to heal 
your injury.” 


“Yes... I understand.” 


“Let’s return.” Carmen turned back. As if it was natural for her to do 
so, she led the way as she and Eugene got out of the forest. Since 
Eugene had finished taming the Demon Spear and the Annihilation 
Hammer, he had no reason to stay in the forest any longer. 


“You know. The Demon Spear and the Annihilation Hammer no 
longer resemble their original form. Do we still have to call them by 
those names?” 


“Yea... Pardon?” 


“Since they don’t hold demonic energy anymore, we can’t call them 
Demon Kings’ weapons now. Then would there be any reason to call 
them by those names?” 


“I think it’s better to use the same name since it would be 
confusing...” 


“What do you think of Gaia Crasher and Longinus?” 

‘Then are they now Gaia Crasher Jigollath and Longinus Luentos?’ 
The question crossed Eugene’s mind. 

“T like their original names.” Eugene swiftly shook his head. 


“Hmm... The owners have the right to name their weapons, so I will 


just make suggestions. I won’t violate your rights.” 


‘Does she think the names Gaia Crasher and Longinus are better? Really?’ 
Eugene seriously wondered. 


“Master Eugene.” 


Right before Carmen and Eugene exited the forest, they met Narissa, 
sitting down on the floor, and Lavera, helping Narissa stand up. When 
Carmen and Eugene saw the two elves, Carmen dramatically signaled 
Eugene with her eyes as she crossed her arms. 


Narissa was the elf who collapsed to the ground, surprised by the 
sound of the explosions. 


Did Carmen come this way on purpose to show Eugene what 
happened after the explosions? Eugene felt like he would never be 
able to understand what went on inside Carmen Lionheart’s head. 


“T was going to find you, but I happened to run into you first,” Lavera 
spoke brightly with a nonchalant look. 


“What’s up?” Eugene asked. 


Narissa and Lavera were currently working as apprentice maids in the 
annex. Their shifts must be over already, but they were still wearing 
their Lionheart maids uniform. 


“T have come to ask permission to go out tomorrow, sir,” Lavera 
calmly explained. 


“Go out?” 


“Yes, tomorrow happens to be my day off,” Lavera continued as she 
brushed the dirt off Narissa’s skirt. Every time Lavera brushed 
Narissa’s skirt, her body wobbled. It seemed Narissa hadn’t adjusted to 
her new prosthetic leg yet. 


“Can I ask why you are going out?” Eugene asked. 


“T have to receive my prosthetic eye,” Narissa spoke, pointing to her 
left eyepatch. 


“Where are you going?” 
“Tm going to downtown Ceres.” 
“Have you ever been there?” 


“NO, sir.” 


Elves attracted people’s attention. Of course, the capital of the Kiehl 
Empire was safe, but there was always that ‘what if.’ Therefore, 
Eugene had previously set a ground rule: the elves had to be 
accompanied by at least one knight from the main house when they 
went out. 


“Do you want any specific knight to guard you?” 


“No, sir,” Lavera dryly answered, but Narissa kept poking Lavera’s 
waist, glancing at Eugene. No matter how many times Narissa poked 
Lavera, her expression remained the same. 


“Then I will go with you,” Eugene casually said. 
“ ..Would that be okay?” Lavera asked. 


Narissa’s eyes lost focus for a moment. She didn’t expect Eugene to 
offer to be Lavera’s guard. 


“Me, me too...” 
“You don’t have a day off tomorrow, Narissa,” Lavera said coldly. 


“Tf I just ask somebody to cover my shift...” Narissa suggested 
tentatively. 


“Head Servant Nina doesn’t like servants changing their shifts for 
personal reasons.” Lavera calmly reminded Narissa, so she couldn’t 


speak any further. 
“What time shall we meet tomorrow?” Eugene asked. 
“Any time will be fine with me,” Narissa answered. 


“Then shall we go at around noon? I also haven’t gone out to 
downtown Ceres yet, but Mer knows many good restaurants.” 


This was because Ancilla and Gerhard brought Mer out to tour the city 
whenever they could. 


“.,.Yes, noon will be good.” Lavera calmly bowed her head. 


Chapter 158 
The Capital (2) 


The Lionheart family’s main estate was located on the outskirts of the 
capital Ceres. It took hours to go downtown in a carriage. 


If Lavera had asked one of the Lionheart knights to accompany her, 
she would have used a carriage. But with Eugene accompanying her, 
things were different. After all, why would they bother to use a 
carriage when they had a warp gate they could employ? The warp 
gate in the main estate wasn’t usually activated other than for 
significant occasions. However, Eugene was currently respected 
enough to warrant the use of the warp gate for personal reasons. 


“When you are talking about a prosthetic eye, are you talking about a 
specially-made artifact?” Mer actively asked. 


Unlike usual, Mer wasn’t in the Cloak. Ever since she had come to the 
main estate, she had gone out to the Capital’s downtown several 
times, but she had never gone out with Eugene. Maybe because of 
that, Ancilla had made considerable efforts to dress up Mer from head 
to toe since daybreak. 


“T have heard of prosthetic eyes that can be directly connected to 
people’s optic nerves, but I heard they are costly,” Lavera spoke as she 
stroked her right eyepatch. [1] Instead of her maid uniform, she was 
wearing a formal dress today. 


“Money shouldn't be a problem. You should buy it if you need it. It 
will be uncomfortable to live without an eye,” Eugene said matter-of- 
factly. 


“As an apprentice maid, I’m receiving more salary than I deserve, 
but.” 


“Of course, you can’t afford it with your salary. Can’t I just buy it for 


you?” Eugene tilted his head as if saying something obvious. 
“T appreciate your gesture, but I’m fine, sir.” 
“You don’t have to refuse.” 


“T can’t use such prosthetic eyes,” Lavera explained, lifting her 
eyepatch slightly, and exposing burnt, cut marks around her eye. “The 
inside of my eye was seared with a hot iron, so I will never be able to 
see with my left eye, no matter how expensive of a prosthetic eye I 
use.” 


“Errr...” Mer trembled after she saw Lavera’s wound inside her 
eyepatch. “...Then... umm... won’t it look good if you use a prosthetic 
eye made from a jewel?” 


“Won't it be good if you just don’t say anything?” Eugene advised. 
Mer refuted, “I am being considerate of Miss Lavera in my own way.” 


“Were you being considerate when you suggested a one-eyed elf to set 
a jewel in her eye?” 


“T’m in despair at your lack of humanity to call the one-eyed elf as the 
one-eyed elf, Sir Eugene.” 


“T didn’t say anything wrong.” 


A very inconsiderate conversation was being exchanged back and 
forth between Eugene and Mer. Meanwhile, unable to say anything, 
Lavera, the subject of their conversation, just stayed quiet. Of course, 
she knew they were being considerate in their own ways while saying 
such stuff. However, what was she supposed to say when they talked 
about things like one eye or jewel eye? 


“_,.I just like ordinary prosthetic eyes.” Lavera wasn’t going to 
interfere, but she felt their conversation would never finish if she 
didn’t. 


“There are prosthetic eyes that can be used for self-defense.” Mer 


beamed. 
“Do they shoot out death rays or something?” Eugene asked. 
“Such eyes might exist.” 


“T have seen it before...,” Eugene spoke without thinking much, but 
then he became conscious of Lavera’s presence and cleared his throat 
before continuing. “When I went to Nahama Desert. Some of the 
Assassins and Sand Shamans used prosthetic eyes engraved with 
magic formulas.” 


“That’s the kind of prosthetic eye I was talking about.” Mer clapped as 
she chimed in. It wasn’t hard to see people who were missing a limb 
or had an arrow stuck in their eyes 300 years ago. Therefore, 
naturally, some crazy bastards used specially-made artifacts to make 
up for their missing body parts. 


However, those specially-made artifacts had limits in the end. No 
matter how much ingenuity and best efforts the talented artisans, 
alchemists, and wizards used in trying to make prosthetic eyes with 
rare magic minerals, artificially created prosthetic eyes were 
ultimately overwhelmingly inferior to demoneyes. 


Of course, demoneyes were also very rare. They could only be found 
among demonfolks, but not every demonfolk had them. Only a select 
few high-ranking demonfolks had demoneyes with ridiculous abilities. 
Those demoneyes were a symbol of power within the pureblood 
demonfolks. It was an inheritance that was passed down and 
consistently developed for generations and generations within the 
pureblood demonfolk families. 


[I have heard that the Queen of Night Demons has the Demoneye of 
Fantasy. Is that true?] 


Mer asked Eugene in her mind. 
‘Yes, but her demoneye doesn’t have magnificent powers, unlike its name.’ 


[According to the records, the Queen of Night Demons had single- 
handedly killed 30 thousand Turas’ elite forces. ] 


‘Noir Giabella wasn’t the only high-ranking demonfolk who had the power 
to do so at the time.’ 


[She even drowned 30 thousand men in a plain that didn’t have a 
single drop of water. From what I read, the plain turned to a sea when 
her eye shone, and sea waves rushed over the armies... ] 


‘It’s true that 30 thousand people drowned, but the plain didn’t turn into a 
sea.’ 


[What’s the difference? | 


‘Noir Giabella’s demoneye... umm... doesn’t turn illusion into reality. She 
just makes others feel that way. Those 30 thousand men had seen sea 
waves and drowned... but weren’t actually buried at sea.’ 


[Hmm... So she shows powerful illusions, am I right?] 


‘Yeah, Noir Giabella’s demoneye is called the Demoneye of Fantasy 
because she and the demoneye matched fantastically well, more like 
disgustingly well.’ 


Noir Giabella was the Queen of Night Demons. Among the numerous 
night demons, she was the most powerful. As such, she reigned over 
them. The dreams created by her were so exquisite that they were 
hard to distinguish from reality. She could interfere and break human 
minds in seconds, making her power incomparable to other demons. 


Her Demoneye of Fantasy could make others dream even when awake. 
When one was caught by her demoneye, their reality changed into 
dreams. 


[You said her demoneye doesn’t have magnificent powers, but when I 
listen to your story, I feel like the Demon King that the Queen serves 
can fight with God.] 


‘I’m telling you, it’s not like that. She can bust her ass, but in the end, all 
she does is make illusions, not change reality. If you continue to get a grip 
on yourself, she can’t delude you. To be honest, I had more trouble dealing 
with Gavid Lindman’s Demoneye of Divine Glory and Iris’ Demoneye of 
Darkness, rather than Noir Giabella’s Demoneye of Fantasy.’ 


Noir Giabella had given the heroes’ party so much trouble in Helmuth, 
but no one in Eugene’s party fainted or went out of their minds. 


[...Doesn’t that just mean you are the best in the end?] 


‘I wasn’t the only one who was best. Anise had maintained her holy 
barrier, and Sienna had blocked all kinds of mental interference around 
the clock. That’s why we didn’t get deluded.’ 


[Lady Sienna is indeed the best.] 


Mer sheepishly smiled as she nodded. While they conversed with their 
minds, Lavera naturally became alienated, but she didn’t mind much 
and only focused on walking. 


She inevitably got used to being alienated. 


The Kiehl Empire’s capital, Ceres, was the fanciest city Lavera had 
ever been to. The city was well managed: the roads were smoothly 
paved, the pedestrians used different roads from carriages, guards 
were deployed every few blocks, and people in the streets were 
dressed in fine clothes and were very relaxed. 


It was an everyday scene in this place. Lavera and Eugene were 
walking in the central area of Ceres. Even if commoners worked for 
their entire lives, they could never own even a small room in this area. 


Lavera had lived in Nahama in the past. Her owner was a merchant 
who had accumulated a fortune through trading. However, her owner 
didn’t live a morally correct life. 


Due to its harsh environment, the gap between the rich and the poor 
was blatantly revealed in Nahama. Her owner enjoyed various 
pleasures in his large mansion, but outside his mansion, many old 
houses couldn’t even shield people from the desert’s cold night. 


Her owner sometimes put a leash on Lavera and took a walk around 
the city. It was an ordinary event in Nahama. Nobles and wealthy 
merchants in Nahama often showed off their rare ‘pets.’ And Lavera 
happened to be the rarest of them all — an elf. She was a great pet 
who made her owner puff out his chest with pride. 


As the owners’ ‘contests’ went on, the poor people talked in whispers 
and looked at Lavera with heinous intentions mixed with jealousy, 
hostility, and greed. She was used to people looking at her that way. 


When her naughty, mischievous owner got bored during their stroll, 
he would furtively let go of Lavera’s leash and make her walk on her 
own. Every time he did that, Lavera walked, looking around carefully, 
hunching her shoulders as much as she could. 


After she had spent a while like that, her owner would disappear, and 
people with wicked intentions would immediately approach Lavera. 


Then Lavera had to run and hide from them, but in the end, she 
always got caught. There was nothing Lavera could do but scream. 
And as she screamed, her owner’s warriors would show up and save 
her. The stroll was never fun for Lavera, but when she thought of 
what would happen afterward, she preferred the stroll. 


She shouldn’t feel pain in her left eye anymore, but somehow her left 
eye ached. Horrible memories came flooding back at her in waves, 
making her subconsciously flinch, but she soon caught her breath after 
looking around her peaceful surroundings. 


This city was different from the city in Nahama. Although people 
might be staring at her, they didn’t look at her with heinous 
intentions. Lavera knew why — she was wearing a cloak that had the 
Lionheart family’s symbol on the back as she walked with Eugene and 
Mer. 


“What’s wrong?” Eugene asked as he felt Lavera lose her footing. 
“...An old memory crossed my mind,” Lavera hesitantly answered. 


“Tm pretty sure it’s not a good memory. Don’t waste your time 
thinking about the past. Think about the lunch we are going to have 
instead.” Eugene looked outside the window. 


“What are we having?” Lavera asked with a faint smile on her face. 


“We are going to a restaurant that Sir Gerhard regularly visits. Their 
veal-course meal is really good!” Mer spoke with sparkling eyes. She 


had recommended the restaurant to Eugene and Lavera, and Ancilla 
had personally made a reservation for them. The restaurant was so 
famous that people had to make reservations a week in advance to be 
able to at least sit in the corner of the restaurant. However, this 
morning, the second mistress of the Lionheart family reserved the 
window seat with a great view using family influence. 


“To be honest, I think dinners in the main estate are better,” Eugene 
grumbled. 


The restaurant waiters continuously served them fancy dishes. The 
food was as good as it looked, but it wasn’t as good as the dishes 
served in the Lionhearts’ main estate. 


“You eat very well for someone who says such stuff.” Mer sneered. 


“Why would I leave any food on my plate when I have come this far 
to eat? I’m not saying the food is bad.” 


“Tf you don’t like it, don’t eat more. Give it to Miss Lavera or me.” 


“Why would I give my leftovers to someone else? I will just order one 
more.” Eugene grumbled again as he cut his big steak. Sitting across 
from Eugene, Lavera glanced forward as she cut her steak into little 
pieces. 


Although Eugene had complained as if he wasn’t going to give Mer his 
steak, he was putting the pieces he had just cut on Mer’s plate. 
Beaming, Mer naturally ate the big steak pieces one by one. 


“’..You two look like a father and daughter,” Lavera quietly 
commented. 


“Are you crazy?” Eugene swiftly turned to Lavera in shock. 
“T actually think so too, Miss Lavera.” Mer grinned. 


Eugene and Mer’s reactions were the polar opposite of each other. Still 
beaming, Mer put one piece of her steak on Lavera’s plate. 


“T have never even gotten married before. Why would you treat me as 
somebody’s dad?” Eugene spoke, annoyed. 


“Do you have a plan to get married, Master Eugene?” Lavera asked as 
she chewed on the steak piece from Mer. 


“Nope.” 


“There is a rumor going around among servants — you and White 
Tower Master share a ‘special bond’...... ” Lavera trailed off. 


“Are you really crazy? Me? With White Tower Master? With THE 
Melkith El-Hayah?” 


—Kiyaaaaahhhh! 
Melkith’s weird scream came to Eugene’s mind, making him frown. 


“Uh... Isn’t there a big age gap between us? I have just turned 20 this 
year,” Eugene said haltingly. 


“Hehe...” Mer quietly chuckled beside Eugene. 


Scowling at Mer, Eugene continued, “White Tower Master is almost 70 
now. If she had gotten married early, she would have a grandson my 
age.” 


“Is a 50-year gap a lot?” Lavera innocently asked. 
“.,.Yeah, you are an elf” Eugene groaned. 


“T am aware White Tower Master is old from a human perspective, but 
won't she live longer than ordinary humans as an Archiwizard? 
Among long-living beings, the age of 70 is considered pretty young.” 


“Then I must be a baby in your eyes.” 


“Not only does White Tower Master look young, but she also has a 
pure, young mind.” Lavera continued her insight on Melkith. 


“It weirdly sounds like a compliment even though it means she can’t 
act her age.” 


“Do you not want an older partner when you get married?” Lavera 
asked, prompting Mer to look at Eugene with sparkling eyes. 


“...Well... maybe it is better if she is older than me... rather than 
being too young.” 


“Are you considering another woman to be your partner besides White 
Tower Master?” 


“You are weirdly very inquisitive about my marriage today. Did you 
secretly receive orders from my father or Nina?” 


Without answering, Lavera stayed quiet. 


Shaking his head, Eugene clicked his tongue. “Father is being silly. It 
hasn’t been long since I became an adult, so why is he worried about 
my marriage already?” 


“Lady Ancilla is also worrying about marriage. She wants Sir Cyan to 
marry a princess from another kingdom. Do you like princesses too, 
Sir Eugene?” Mer interrupted. 


With a disgusted face, Eugene answered, “What? Princess? No... I 
don’t have any plans to get married.” 


“Still, you might get married if the person is older, on the same 
wavelength as you, and is your close friend, right?” Mer grinned, 
imagining the future where her name was Mer Lionheart instead of 
Mer Merdein. 


Eugene had never imagined getting married. Why would he think 
about getting married when he had a ton of stuff to do right now? 


‘But... well... ’ Eugene groaned. 


Since he had died in his past life without having any children, he did 
want to get married and have many children. 


However, he was going to think about it after he finished the stuff that 
he hadn’t been able to complete in his past life. Although, it would be 
difficult to kill all demonfolks, he wanted to kill the Demon King of 
Incarceration, and the Demon King of Destruction... 


Weirdly, the women whom Eugene was acquainted with came to his 
mind — Sienna Merdein, Ciel Lionheart, Kristina Rogeris, and Melkith 
El-Hayah. 


Aside from those four women, there were several other women whom 
Eugene knew, but those four were the ones with whom he had gotten 
close. 


Getting married to Sienna? Why would he get married to that violent 
girl? She always cursed at him whenever Hamel did something. The 
times when Sienna called him ‘son of a bitch’ and ‘motherfucker’ 
annoyedly flashed through Eugene’s mind. So, why would he meet, 
eat, and wake up with her every day? 


‘Wait, hadn’t we already done that in Helmuth?’ Eugene thought. 
—Hamel. 
—You have truly come back to me. 


Inside the World Tree, Sienna had hugged Eugene, smiling with teary 
eyes. When that moment came to Eugene’s mind, he couldn’t continue 
to think about Sienna anymore. 


Then how about Ciel...? Wasn’t she still a kid? Were they able to get 
married in the first place? Well, it was possible since they were 
siblings who had totally different parents. Although Eugene was 
currently Gilead’s adopted son, Gilead would be more than willing to 
annul Eugene’s adoption for the sake of marriage. In fact, Gilead 
would prefer to be called ‘father-in-law’ rather than ‘uncle.’ 


‘Well, I think Lady Ancilla will want it too.’ 


It wasn’t a bad deal for the Lionheart family, but Eugene really 
couldn’t imagine being married to Ciel. 


There was also Kristina Rogeris — the Saint of the Holy Empire. She 
looked like Anise and was connected to Anise, who became an angel 
for some reason. 


However, getting married to the Saint was absolutely absurd. The 
Church of Light didn’t force its priests to remain single, but nuns and 
monks had to. The restriction also applied to the Saint. Eugene really 
couldn’t imagine Kristina as his wife, and Kristina also would have to 
be half out of her mind to get married to Eugene. Despite all that, 
Kristina had to renounce the Church of Light if Eugene and Kristina 
were to get married. 


After that, things would get really bothersome and complicated. 
Eugene had met the Inquisitors at Black Lion Castle, but they were 
egoists, self-righteous, and know-it-alls. They would definitely hunt 
Kristina after she renounced the Church, calling her heretic and fallen. 


“...Lady Melkith is... ’ 
—Kyaaah! 
—Kiyaaah! 


Eugene stopped thinking. Besides, what was the point of imagining all 
this? It wasn’t like anything like that had happened in reality. 


“,.] have requested the shop in Alcard Street to make my prosthetic 
eye. The street is at the west of Ceres.” Lavera calmly explained, 
pulling Eugene back to reality. 


The street was close to the palace but far from the central district 
where all the rich people lived. 


Still, the international warp gate was located nearby, making it a busy 
street for the many tourists visiting the Kiehl Empire. This street was 
also home to the adventurers and mercenary guilds. Since they had to 
travel a lot to do their quests, like killing monsters and adventuring in 
dungeons, it was more convenient to have an international warp gate 
close by. 


With many people in those lines of work frequenting this street, 


various unique shops that couldn’t be found in the central district 
were located here — shops favored by mercenaries and adventurers 
rather than knights or nobles. 


There were weapon shops that sold functional and practical weapons 
rather than decorative ones and alchemists who roamed the streets, 
quietly selling effective but suspicious looking potions. 


Eugene’s group arrived at Alcard Street through the warp gate. The 
street looked uniquely different from the central district where 
Eugene’s group had just passed through. In fact, this was the ‘toughest’ 
street in the capital Ceres. 


“T have never come here before.” Mer looked around, feeling her heart 
pounding with excitement. 


The street wasn’t dangerous. Guards regularly patrolled this street too, 
but they usually didn’t meddle with fights among adventurers or 
mercenaries from the guilds. Rather than mediating, solving, and 
arresting them one by one, the guards knew that it was easier to let 
the guild members fight among themselves. 


“Ah, there are so many annoying people.” Although he hadn’t 
bothered to look around, Eugene could sense people looking at his 
group from every direction. Eugene’s group did stand out, attracting 
attention — a one-eyed elf, a gray-haired man with golden eyes, 
wearing a Lionheart uniform, and a purple-haired girl in her cute 
formal dress. 


“You must be really annoyed, too, since people always stare at you for 
being an elf. They don’t come and pick a quarrel, do they?” Eugene 
asked Lavera. 


“T have come to this street for the second time, but nothing of the sort 
has happened so far.” Lavera shook her head. 


“Which knight did you go out with last time?” 
“Sir Nein from the White Lion Knights guarded me.” 


“Hmm, stuff like this didn’t happen last time because that guy is big 


and looks intimidating.” 


“Tt is true that the people in this street are belligerent, but they 
wouldn’t think lightly of the Lionhearts and come close...” Lavera 
stopped speaking as she turned her head. 


A freckled man with bushy hair was furtively approaching their group, 
smiling servilely. 


“Are you Sir Eugene Lionheart?” the man asked. 


He was alone. Since Eugene just looked at him without saying 
anything, the man cleared his throat as he continued, “My name is 
Tepir. I am working as a reporter at Scarth Newspaper.” 


“Which newspaper is that?” Eugene asked Mer. 
“Tt is the shitty newspaper that publishes exaggerated, tabloid gossip.” 
“Errrr...” Tepir groaned. 


“Tt is more like a fiction novel publisher than a newspaper publisher. 
What was the article that I read? Oh, right. The mysterious serial 
killer roams the capital at dawn... but it turns out he is Marquess X’s 
illegitimate son?! Scarth is doing an exclusive interview with him! It 
scribbles this kind of stuff,” Mer spoke. 


“Ts there a serial killer roaming around the capital at dawn?” Eugene 
tilted his head in confusion. 


“No, there isn’t. See? I told you. It publishes fiction novels, not 
newspapers.” Mer’s criticism had Tepir frowning noticeably. 


Maintaining his composure with difficulty, Tepir asked, “...Could you 
give me a moment of your time?” 


“T don’t do interviews,” Eugene answered shortly. 


“Please, it won’t take long. I heard that the Lionheart family has 


recently experienced a humiliating and embarrassing problem...” 


“You’ve got some guts. Are you saying that even though you know my 
surname is Lionheart?” Snorting, Eugene waved his hand. “Don’t 
bullshit me and get lost. You can keep fucking around if you want to 
write your articles with a pen in your mouth for the rest of your life.” 


As if he hadn’t expected a young noble from a prestigious family to 
say such stuff, Tepir blinked, unable to say anything. 


“Get lost,” Eugene told Tepir twice already. Tepir hesitated, but he 
stayed put. Clicking his tongue, Eugene flicked his finger in Tepir’s 
direction. 


Pop! 


With just a single finger, Eugene struck the middle of Tepir’s forehead. 
Screaming, Tepir collapsed on the floor. 


“Some people just don’t listen. Oh, you can write this as your article, 
by the way. Eugene Lionheart from the Lionheart main family is an 
asshole and violent like a rabid dog. If people fucked around me, they 
might get their asses kicked. You got it, right?” 


Ancilla was recently hellbent on oppressing the newspapers, so if 
Tepir really published an article like that, she would literally tear the 
Scarth Newspaper apart and set an example for other newspapers. 


“Are you already making sure you wouldn’t receive any marriage 
offers?” Mer grinned. 


“Be quiet.” 


“T am right, aren’t I? You are advertising that you have a serious 
problem with your personality, so other noble ladies and princesses 
wouldn’t ask you to marry them, right?” 


“My personality is fine. Of course, I act rude to rude bastards. For nice 
words to come around, nice words need to go around. [2] » 


[If Lady Sienna says nice words to you, will you say nice words back 
to Lady Sienna? ] 


Mer asked in her mind. 
‘That girl... she never said nice words... ’ 
—I know you, Hamel. 


—Even though your reincarnation changed your body, replaced your 
face, and even gave you a new name... you're still the same Hamel 
I’ve always known. 


[Why did you stop talking?] 


“Tt’s hot today,” Eugene grumbled, passing Tepir, who was still 
collapsed on the road. 


The spring breeze brushed against Eugene’s hair. The breeze was still 
cold because winter wasn’t over yet. 


Chapter 159 
The Capital (3) 


Lavera took the lead in Alcard Street. The shops in this street were 
different from the central district, with their size being the most 
distinguishing difference. Most shops in the central district used an 
entire building, while the shops in this street shared a building with at 
least two to three shops in one building. 


They didn’t even have a door. Instead, they just demolished a wall and 
displayed their merchandise. Such characteristics intrigued Mer. 


Mercenaries and adventurers were the ones who primarily used the 
shops in the street. As a result, the shops displayed several suspicious 
weapons and unappraised artifacts they had pillaged during their 
quests. 


Mer spoke excitedly, “Didn’t you often read it in novels and stuff? 
Something along the lines of the vendor selling old weapons at a 
really low price, but instead, they happened to be very powerful 
weapons.” 


“T think street vendors in this kind of street just bribed the authors to 
advertise their shops.” Eugene scanned the weapons displayed in the 
street stall with an apathetic face. 300 years ago, he had also searched 
for weapons in stalls like this since he had been a mercenary, a very 
renowned mercenary at that. However, the quality of the weapons in 
these stalls didn’t change much over the years, and one thing 
remained the same — they were cost-effective. 


“Vendors are not idiots. Why would they sell their product at a dirt- 
cheap price without knowing their valu...” Eugene stopped mid- 
sentence. The moment he bought the piece of the Moonlight Sword at 
an auction house crossed his mind. That piece had been dirt-cheap. 


“Why did you stop talking?” Mer asked. 


“’..There can be a diamond amidst a pile of dumps,” Eugene spoke 
solemnly. 


“Diamond?” 


“How can a person distinguish an expensive jewel from poop when 
the said jewel is covered with poop and piss?” 


“Please don’t say gross stuff when we have just eaten.” 
“Poop,” Eugene instantly spoke. 


Mer’s face crumpled up like a paper ball. Was that really what the 
hero from 300 years ago should say? It wasn't the same, but Lavera 
thought along the same lines as Mer as she walked in front of them. 


‘He doesn’t act like a noble,’ Lavera thought in surprise. 


The mistress of the Lionhearts, Ancilla, was an epitome of a noble 
lady. On the other hand, Gerhard from the annex wasn't really an 
epitome of a noble, but he still unconsciously acted with a dignity 
akin to a noble. 


However, Eugene never acted like a noble, even though he was 
considered to be worthy of the name Lionheart more than anyone 
else. 


‘It’s not for me to judge.’ Lavera unnoticeably shook her head. 


Lavera was an elf, but she had almost no elven elitism left in her 
mind. The years she had spent as an abused slave obliterated the 
elitism from Lavera. It wasn’t just Lavera. There was also Narissa, who 
worked as an apprentice maid in the annex. In fact, most elves who 
lived in the Lionheart forest no longer had that elitism. 


For Lavera, Eugene was a master whom she wanted to serve. So what 
if Eugene didn’t act like a noble? Lavera may not have felt a dignity of 
a noble from Eugene, but she had felt a dignity of an absolutely 
powerful man from him. When Eugene and Lavera were in Samar 
Rainforest, they had encountered a typical, ordinary noble and a 


barbarian after exiting the slave market. 


Recalling the memory of that moment always sent a shiver down 
Lavera’s spine. 


Elves should never have run into barbarians in the Rainforest. The 
barbarian looked especially ferocious and stronger than any other 

barbarians Lavera had ever seen. However, Eugene had treated the 
barbarian like a baby, sending the barbarian fly in the air. 


There was also the incident with the noble. The man had acted like a 
typical noble, but he had blatantly looked at Lavera with a disgusting 
look. She was well aware of these kinds of nobles, who treated elves 
like objects, playing with them as they pleased and destroying them in 
the end. However, the noble had pathetically begged for his life, 
kneeling in front of Eugene. 


“..It’s this way.” Lavera tried to ignore the rising heat from deep 
inside her heart. 


The shop where Lavera ordered her prosthetic eye was in the back of 
the alley. It wasn’t at the very end, but people surely wouldn’t be able 
to find the shop from the main street. The shop was intentionally 
located there to ensure that people who didn’t need prosthetics 
wouldn’t spend time window-shopping, naturally making the 
customers who actually needed prosthetics shop at ease. 


When Lavera opened a wicket door under an old sign, various smells 
assaulted Eugene’s group, among which some especially stood out to 
Eugene — painkillers, oil, and dye. 


“Did Narissa also make her prosthetic leg in this shop?” Eugene asked. 


“Yes.” Lavera nodded. “A knight from the main estate recommended 
the shop to us. Apparently, this shop’s owner is quite famous among 
mercenaries and adventurers.” 


He seemed famous for a good reason. Eugene scanned through 
prosthetic arms and legs that were displayed like decorations. When 
he stared at a prosthetic arm with open fingers, he could feel a certain 
desire rising inside him. 


‘Can I touch it? I want to fold all its fingers except for the middle one... ’ 


“What are you, a child?” Mer quietly spoke after reading Eugene’s 
thoughts. 


Embarrassed, Eugene cleared his throat. 


“You came on time.” When the door to the workroom at the back of 

his shop was opened, an old man with a bushy beard walked out. His 
glasses were noticeably thick and shone under the light as he looked 

at Eugene’s Lionheart uniform. 


“Don’t mind me.” Eugene raised his hands, saying he wasn’t here to 
pressure anyone. 


The man bowed shortly, then glanced at Mer, standing beside Eugene, 
as he spoke, “There is not much to see in here, but take your time.” 


“Can I touch them?” Eugene calmly asked. 


“The products on the shelves are samples, so you can touch them,” 
The old man explained and then turned his head to Lavera. “It will fit 
perfectly, but let’s go inside and check again. I have to check the 
symmetry and the color...” 


“Okay.” Lavera nodded as she meekly followed the old man. 


After Lavera and the old man went to the workroom, Eugene reached 
his hand to the prosthetic arm as if he had waited for this moment. 


“Don’t do it.” Mer instantly warned Eugene. 


Fidgeting with the prosthetic arm, Eugene cleared his throat. “I’m not 
doing anything. I’m just touching it.” 


Since these prosthetics were used by mercenaries and adventurers 
who lost their limbs, several of them had hidden devices inside. Some 
of these prosthetic users could shoot arrows when they bent their 
wrists, or a knife popped out from their finger at their own will. Some 
even installed a cannon shooter in their prosthetic knees... So many 


variations existed. 


Several samples of prosthetic eyes were on display, too. They weren’t 
the highest-class prosthetic eyes that could be connected to the user’s 
optic nerve, but they looked incredibly real, almost appearing like 
somebody had actually plucked out their eyes and displayed them. 


Eugene observed those for a moment, but then he suddenly started. 
He didn’t know what had happened, but he couldn’t hear anything 
from the workroom — no one was in the room. 


Until now, Eugene had been able to sense two people inside the 
workroom, but for some reason that he couldn’t understand, he felt as 
if they had disappeared. It only took several steps for Eugene to open 
the workroom door. 


Eugene wasn’t able to find the old man or Lavera. It wasn’t just them. 
There was now nothing in the workroom. 


“.,.What... happened?” Mer stutteringly asked. 


Without answering, Eugene looked around the workroom. Oil and dye 
stains were still visible on the wallpaper. Eugene could still smell the 
painkiller, oil, and dye. This room had definitely not been empty 
before. 


After pulling out Akasha from the Cloak of Darkness, Eugene took a 
second look around the workroom. He could see a soundproof spell, a 
dustproof spell, and a humidity control spell. The building was old, 
and there were other shops nearby. Of course, spells like these existed 
in the workroom. 


With a grim expression, Mer mumbled, “...No magic has been 
violated.” 


The magic spells were engraved on the wall and the floor, but they 
hadn’t been violated or tampered with. It wasn’t like the shop’s wall 
had been demolished. No new magic had been added too. No one had 
used Blink to take the two away. If someone really did so, Eugene and 
Mer would have sensed it. Teleportation inevitably distorted spaces. 


There was no window in the workroom, and the only door was the 
one Eugene used to enter. This place was a physically and magically 
sealed room. Still, everything in this sealed room had disappeared — 
one elf, one human, and every object in the workroom. 


Well, not everything had disappeared. When Eugene took a third look 
around the room, he could see shelves, decorations, and numerous 
tools hanging on the wall... The things hanging on the wall hadn’t 
disappeared. The only things that had disappeared had been on the 
floor. 


Eugene silently glared at the floor. It was squeaky clean, and oil stains 
and dyes just remained on the wall. 


Unable to believe her own words, Mer gasped. “Something... appeared 
on the floor...?” 


“It has been overlapped.” Eugene stroked the floor after he squatted 
down. “Like a shadow.” 


The light hanging on the ceiling connected Eugene and his shadow. 
With a cold look, Eugene scowled at his shadow. 


“T didn’t know they would do such a thing,” Eugene muttered, 
standing up. There was no more information to gain from this 
workroom. It was impossible to search for the missing people — 
Lavera and the old man. No Archwizard would be able to tell what 
kind of magic had been used to make the two disappear. 


It couldn’t be helped. The magic that was used wasn’t exactly 
classified as usual magic. 


‘300 years is really a long time.’ 


Clicking his tongue, Eugene stood up and lifted the Cloak of Darkness. 
After reading Eugene’s mind, Mer approached him and crawled into 
the Cloak. 


“T didn’t know I would be doing this today,” Eugene quietly muttered 
under his breath as he returned to the shop. 


The previously empty show now had other customers waiting inside. 
The three people were wearing big hoods pulled down to their faces. 
Eugene stared at them, remaining calm. 


“Follow us,” a man spoke without revealing his face. 
Eugene quietly chuckled as he flicked his finger. 
Woosh! 


The wind blew even though the window wasn’t open, flipping the 
customers’ hoods open. 


“Before you state your businesses, why don’t you introduce yourselves 
first?” 


Three dark elves scowled at Eugene. 


The male dark elf, who had spoken first, glared at Eugene, “...We are 
the Fury Independence Army.” 


“T know.” Eugene could see the tattoos on their left collarbones — the 
reversed shape of a goat’s skull. The Fury Independence Army had 
been carving the tattoo on themselves for 300 years. 


“T don’t want to use a violent method to take you away.” 


“Do you really think you can drag me away with a violent method?” 
Eugene asked. 


“Arrogant human bastard,” the other dark elf, who had been quiet, 
spoke in a hostile tone. 


When Eugene heard the dark elf, he burst into laughter. 


“How dare a fallen dark elf who even betrayed their kind spew 
bullshit?” Eugene shot out insults, tilting his head in contempt. Upon 
hearing Eugene’s remark, the dark elves frowned. The two dark elves 
reacted fiercely, but the one who had spoken first didn’t show any 


reaction. 


“If you reject our request or try to resist, we can’t guarantee the 
hostages’ safety,” the male dark elf spoke again. 


“If you wanted to converse with me, you should have asked for a 
handshake first.” Eugene shot back. 


“T feel bad about it. So, what are you going to do? Will you follow us 
or get dragged away?” 


“Can I just kill you all and go alone? You can just tell me the 
location.” Eugene beamed. 


“You have a violent temper.” 


“T was about to happily end my day out in the city, but you guys have 
fucked it up.” 


Eugene wasn't just acting hot-headed as he spoke. He continued to 
talk as he looked around the shop. There were three dark elves in the 
shop, and Eugene couldn’t sense any other dark elves’ presence. 


No change had occurred on the floor too. It was weird since she must 
be observing the situation. Was she not going to show up here even if 
Eugene had beaten the shit out of her people? She was uselessly full of 
love for her kind, so wouldn’t she appear if Eugene slaughtered her 
people? 


The air in the shop became tense. It wouldn’t be strange if any of them 
started attacking each other any second. The two hot-headed, young 
dark elves prepared to pounce at Eugene. Unable to say anything, the 
dark elf who spoke first just glared at Eugene. 


“Well, let’s forget about it,” Eugene said as he shrugged. “It’s not like 
my kidnapped maid will return after I kill you guys.” 


“Do you really think you can kill us?” One of the young dark elves 
sarcastically asked, snorting. 


Not smiling anymore, Eugene stared at the dark elf. “You think I 
can’t?” 


Feeling Eugene’s intense desire to kill him, the dark elf shuddered as 
he felt overwhelmed. He couldn't believe a 20-year-old man was able 
to show this fierce desire to kill someone. The dark elf subconsciously 
took a few steps back, trembling. He wasn’t able to say anything 
anymore. 


“Lead the way.” Eugene covered his arms using the cloak that was 
hanging over his shoulder. It was to pull out weapons whenever he 
needed them, but the Cloak of Darkness itself was an excellent armor. 


“...Will you walk there? Or...” 


“T will walk. I won’t use other methods since your princess might try 
to fuck with me.” 


“_,.It’s not too far away.” The dark elves put the hoods over their 
heads again as they exited the shop. Leading the way, the dark elves 
entered a back alley. Eugene followed them without hurry. 


Eugene had a few questions in mind. 


The Lionhearts had been expecting the dark elves, led by Iris, to make 
contact. That was why Carmen and the Third Division of the Black 
Lions were at the main estate right now, but this wasn’t the only 
precaution the Lionhearts had taken. 


People in the main estate were able to collect a variety of necessary 
information; the information on dark elves was one of them. To 
prepare for being contacted by dark elves, the Lionhearts had been 
keeping an eye out on who had entered Kiehl. 


However, dark elves had never entered the Kiehl Empire. On top of 
that, this was Ceres, the capital. People at the gate were very thorough 
in identifying the person who went through the gate. 


‘They entered Kiehl illegally,’ Eugene thought as he clicked his tongue. 


They had started off on the wrong foot. Iris had no intention of taking 
elves from the Lionhearts in a legitimate way. 


‘ don’t think she was this stupid 300 years ago.’ 


Eugene had heard that Iris was in a tight spot in Helmuth. She wanted 
to become a new Demon King, inheriting the title of Demon King of 
Fury. However, there were high-ranking demonfolks who had higher 
chances of becoming the next Demon King than Iris — the three dukes 
in Helmuth never considered Iris as their competitor. 


Black Dragon Raizakia might say he wasn’t interested, but the two 
remaining dukes still were more powerful than Iris. 


‘Tris critically lacks supporters.’ 


It was her principle to only take dark elves under her wings. She had 
recently been persistent with her principle, but it was only to the level 
of hiring beastfolk mercenaries, not taking them under her wings. 


That was why Iris was hell-bent on increasing the number of dark 
elves. 


‘Still, how dare she just try to take an elf away like this?’ 


She had committed a heinous crime. As he felt a boiling urge to kill 
her, Eugene glared at the back of the dark elf walking in front of him. 


“Tt’s this way,” the dark elf said, pointing at an iron door that led to a 
basement of a pretty old building. 


Eugene could see the word ‘Bullshot Mercenaries’ on the iron door. 
‘Did she take over a mercenary guild’s office? Since when was she here?’ 


With those thoughts in mind, Eugene gestured with his chin. “Open 
it.” 


The dark elf cautiously opened the door, revealing the stairway that 


led to the basement. No light source existed, so it was hard for Eugene 
to see an inch ahead. Could Eugene create light with his magic? No, it 
wouldn’t work. 


She was the owner of the Demoneye of Darkness. No light could light 
up the darkness created by Iris. The darkness created by her 
Demoneye looked like darkness, but it was no ordinary darkness. 


When he had gotten down to the basement, Eugene could see a dark 
elf putting her leg on top of the table as she leaned on the red sofa. 
The basement — no, the office was very large, but it was very shabby. 


“Kid.” 


The dark elf was the leader of the Fury Independence Army — 
Rakshasha Princess, Iris. 


Lightly tapping a liquor bottle on the table with her foot, Iris smiled. 
“Do you know how to drink?” 


Compared to 300 years ago, not much had changed. Maybe her 
clothes and hair had changed a bit. 


Her white hair used to be very long, but she had cut her hair to 
shoulder length. Instead of leather armor, she was wearing a red suit, 
but she hadn’t fully buttoned up; Eugene could see her collarbones. A 
gold necklace could be seen around her neck. Fancy-looking rings and 
a watch in her hand twinkled. 


“’..You look more like a mafia boss than a princess,” Eugene spoke 
honestly. Iris smiled, revealing her white teeth. 


Chapter 160 
The Capital (4) 


To be honest, Eugene wouldn’t have recognized Iris if he didn’t know 
she was behind all this. Iris’ change was shocking to that extent. 


Iris had originally been an elven ranger, so she usually wore leather 
armor and a camo poncho for mobility. Even when she led the dark 
elves in field operations, Iris stuck to the same outfit. 


She knew how to hunt elven rangers. Therefore, she trained her 
subordinate dark elves to be hunters that hunted the original elven 
hunters. 


When she had begun to fight in front of the Demon King of Fury’s 
castle, she had worn black chain armor and swung a scimitar to block 
the hero’s party instead of her usual outfit. 


Eugene could still recall the memory vividly — the Demon King of 
Fury’s children were adopted. Some children weren’t even 
demonfolks. However, they were one of the toughest enemies he had 
to fight against in Helmuth. 


‘T should have killed her.’ Eugene silently gritted his teeth. 


However, he couldn’t. Unlike the other Demon Kings, the Demon King 
of Fury had sacrificed his life to let his children escape, allowing Iris 
and Oberon to survive the hunt of the hero’s party. 


Iris, whom Eugene couldn’t kill at the time, was sitting in front of 
Eugene after 300 years. She looked unrecognizably different now. 


“Kid.” Putting her right foot on the table this time, Iris tilted her head. 
“Why aren’t you kneeling in front of me even though you know who I 
am?” 


“You don’t look like the head of Bullshot Mercenaries. Are you a new 
mafia boss that reigns over this street?” 


“Are you spouting bullshit because you want to pretend to be brave?” 
Iris gave a twisted smile. 


Without answering, Eugene looked beyond Iris. Ten dark elves were 
standing behind the sofa, all wearing red suit jackets. 


‘The organization must have undergone a major change over the past 300 
years.’ Eugene assumed. 


There were some familiar faces among those elves. They had been 
serving Iris as her right-hand elves for a long time. These were the 
dark elven rangers who ambushed elven rangers in dark mountains 
and forests. 


‘Well, people will treat them like lunatics if they still wore ponchos in this 
city.’ 


However, he felt a group of dark elves wearing the same red suit 
jacket would be treated the same. 


“Where is she?” Eugene cut to the chase. 


“T have heard there are over 100 elves in your family’s forest. Why are 
you worrying about one elf?” 


“Cut the bullshit.” Eugene strode toward Iris. Even though Eugene was 
shortening the distance between him and Iris, the dark elves behind 
Iris showed no reaction. That was also the same for Iris. Keeping her 
twisted smile in place, Iris just stared at Eugene. 


It was understandable since she had no reason to stay on alert. She 
was the Rakshasa Princess Iris — the living legend who fought in wars 
300 years ago and inherited the Demon King of Fury’s power. If Iris 
hadn't insisted that she was the second Fury and had given up on 
becoming a Demon King, no, if she hadn't been so obsessed with the 
purity of her supporters, then Helmuth would have four dukes instead 
of three. 


‘Indeed, she is still the living legend.’ Eugene could see that. He felt how 
confident and relaxed Iris was. Some might say that was very arrogant 
of her, but she hadn’t completely lowered her guard. Not missing 
Eugene’s every move, her eyes were sharp like that of a predator, 
watching its prey’s move. 


‘I won't be able to win if I fight her right now.’ Eugene admitted, without 
making up excuses. 


If Eugene fought Iris head-on, he would definitely lose. The possibility 
of Eugene winning in this fight was close to zero. He could run away, 
but that was all Eugene was able to do right now. 300 years was a 
long time, and Iris’ outfit was not the only thing that had changed. 


“Didn’t you wanna talk to me?” Eugene spoke as he sat down on the 
sofa across from Iris. 


“Kid.” Iris’ smile became more twisted. “You realized you wouldn’t be 
able to win if we fought, didn’t you?” 


Although she had glanced at Eugene for only a very short moment, Iris 
figured Eugene out. As she smiled, her red eyes resembled blood- 
crescent moons. 


“T like how you understood the situation quickly. I have heard several 
rumors about you... hmm. Rumors are bound to be exaggerated, but I 
guess it doesn’t apply to you.” Iris sat up straight. 


Thump! 


When she lightly pounded the table with her foot, the liquor bottle on 
the table flew up in the air. Iris chuckled as she caught it midair. 


“The elf is safe.” 


The light on the ceiling flickered. Actually, the light hadn’t flickered, 
but the room darkened for a moment. Iris had made more darkness 
with her Demoneye of Darkness. Her darkness didn’t mix with the 
darkness that originally existed. Instead, her darkness was a dark, 
thick lump that looked like darkness. 


“As you can see, I didn’t corrupt her either.” Iris shoved her hand in 
her squirming darkness. At first glance, her darkness resembled the 
darkness spirit which Eugene had seen back at Black Lion Castle. 
However, this wasn’t a spirit, mana, or demonic energy. 


“T don’t want to make random elves into dark elves. I first ask their 
opinions and persuade them if they refuse...,” Iris spoke as she 
dragged the unconscious Lavera out of her darkness. As if Lavera was 
a piece of baggage, Iris threw her in Eugene’s direction. 


Woosh! 


Eugene summoned the rushing wind to catch Lavera. He checked for 
signs of injury on her, and finding none, he laid Lavera beside him, 
relieved. 


Meanwhile, Iris opened the liquor bottle. She then pulled out an ice 
bucket and glasses from the darkness that hovered around her, but she 
suddenly frowned. 


“Oh, yeah. I also had this.” With a nonchalant face, Iris pulled out the 
old man, who had previously disappeared along with Lavera, from her 
darkness. Upon seeing Iris grabbing the old man by his neck, Eugene 
instantly pulled out a dagger from the Cloak and stabbed the table. 


“Easy, kid.” Iris chuckled as if she was amused by Eugene’s reaction. 
Woosh...! 


The darkness covered Iris’ right eye, and it also rose up on the table, 
swallowing the dagger. 


When the darkness disappeared, the dagger was no longer on the 
table. 


“T don’t intend to insist on killing a poor old man who got entangled 
in this matter.” 


“Didn’t you just try killing him?” 


“Well, I didn’t have a reason not to kill him. As a human, it is natural 
for you to protect another human’s life... but I couldn’t understand 
your situation since I am not a human. Do you get what I am saying?” 
Iris giggled away, putting big ice cubes in her glass one by one. “And 
as an elf, it is also natural for me to protect elves.” 


“Aren’t you a dark elf?” Eugene sneered at her. 
“They both have ‘elf in the names, right? Let’s think outside the box.” 
“You have kidnapped my maid out of the blue.” 


“T wanted to have a conversation.” After filling the glasses with liquor, 
Iris pushed a glass in Eugene's direction. 


“But I didn’t think you would actually involve yourself in this matter 
if I took her, Eugene Lionheart.” 


“..1 guess it was difficult for you to visit the Lionheart’s main estate, 
huh?” Eugene picked up the glass, keeping his composed smile. 


An elf protected by the Lionhearts had ordered her prosthetic eye and 
would be picking it up. Eugene didn’t know when Iris had settled 
down on this street, but it wouldn’t have been difficult for Iris to hear 
that much. 


“Yes, you are right.” Iris didn’t deny it. “It was difficult... figuring out 
how to deal with the idiots who still believe they are high and mighty 
as they did 300 years ago.” Iris raised her glass to her lips. “It 
wouldn’t have been difficult for me to visit your house, sit in your 
drawing room, and drink tea as I smile and ask, ‘Could you let me 
take the elves under your care?’. But what about the Lionhearts?” 


After refilling her glass with liquor, Iris drank up in one breath. 


“Tm a dark elf and a leader of the Fury Independence Army. I’m also 
called the Rakshasa Princess. So... would you guys, the Lionhearts 
who are still high on their image of ‘the powerful Lionhearts’ without 
knowing your places, have let me take the elves if I had asked you? I 
don’t think so. You guys would continue to stand on your stupid pride 
and kick me out saying, ‘We don’t negotiate with dark elves’ or ‘We 


don’t plan on helping the second coming of the Fury,’ right? 


Eugene didn’t deny that. Even if Eugene didn’t ask them to, no one in 
the Lionhearts would try to make deals with Iris. No matter how polite 
Iris was, the Lionheart clan would never negotiate with her as long as 
she was a dark elf and dreamt about being the second coming of the 
Fury so she could become a new Demon King. 


“So, I decided to be considerate of you idiots.” Licking the liquor 
drops on her lips, Iris smiled with her eyes. “I was wondering about 
what method I should use... but I heard you were out in the city with 
the elf, kid. So, I opened a pathway in that smelly shop’s shadow.” 


“Tm sorry, but I’m not the Lionheart clan’s Patriarch.” Eugene 
shrugged. 


“You, the very person who is called the future of the Lionhearts, are 
right in front of me, so why does it matter? Do you not understand the 
situation?” Iris chuckled as she put her hand in her darkness again. 


Clink. 


She pulled out a heavy iron lump, but Eugene wasn’t familiar with the 
shape. Still, that didn’t mean he didn’t know what that was. It was a 
gun — the portable cannon shooter that fired metal bullets with 
gunpowder. 


It was easy to use, but the martial artists who were proficient in mana 
control didn’t really use them. The reason was simple: there were 
other weapons that were faster and stronger than guns. Instead of 
shooting bullets by blowing up gunpowder, martial artists could just 
swing their sword-force-coated weapons or shoot mana arrows with 
special-made bows. 


Besides, that gun was useful in hunting animals but didn’t really work 
on monsters. 


“T can kill you right now.” Iris pointed her heavy revolver at Eugene. 
“Tt is easier to understand your situation this way, right? Kid, bring 
the elves who are being protected in your family’s forest to me if you 
don’t wanna die. ” 


“’..They wouldn’t want to be dark elves,” Eugene spoke, still looking 
at Iris. 


“T will persuade them until they wish to be one of us. Iam very good 
at persuading elves into doing so.” She spun her giant revolver. “How 
about you? I know you are strong, but are you strong enough to kill 
me? Well, I know the answer — you aren’t. You have no chance of 
winning if you fight against me.” 


“...Threatening a Lionheart, huh?” 


“Hahaha! You are really naive, like a kid. Didn’t I tell you just now? 
To me, the Lionhearts are a bunch of assholes who are deluding 
themselves, thinking they are still high and mighty as they were 300 
years ago. Your ancestor, Vermouth, was nightmarishly strong, but 
has anyone as strong as him born in the Lionhearts after he died?” 


Without answering, Eugene set his glass to his lips. 


“There is no one. That would be impossible. Vermouth was a real 
monster. Threatening a Lionheart... haha... hahaha! So what? You 
know, you guys should actually thank me. I have been respectful 
toward the Lionhearts. Or else I would have slammed your heads on 
the floor!” Iris laughed frantically, her shoulders trembling. The entire 
time she laughed, her darkness wobbled, pressuring Eugene with its 
immense power. 


Eugene drank the liquor while feeling his skin tingling and his hair 
standing on end. His throat turned hot as if he had swallowed a ball of 
fire. That ball of fire warmed Eugene’s body from the inside. 


‘T should have killed her then.’ Eugene tightly clenched his fists. 


He wasn’t sure how many times he had regretted this matter. Had he 
killed her 300 years ago, he wouldn’t have to deal with this fucking 
bitch now. Clicking his tongue, Eugene put down his glass. “...I need 
time to think.” 


“T have given you time since you have stepped into this place, kid. I 
let you sit in front of me and gave you a drink. I have done all that for 
you while not killing you. All of that was time given to you.” 


Instead of coming up with an answer, Eugene was going through an 
internal conflict. 


‘Should I just fight head-on? What are my chances of winning? Won’t it be 
better to attack her first and retreat later than listening to her bullshit?’ 


Various thoughts crossed his mind. Eugene would definitely have gone 
through with his thought if Lavera and the old man from the shop 
weren't here. The unconscious duo was lying beside him, limiting 
Eugene’s options. The situation made him frustrated, boiling up from 
the inside. 


‘Is it not the time yet? I don’t want to get Lavera and the old man 
entangled in this.’ Eugene thought as he crossed his arms, clicking his 
tongue. 


“’,.Do you remember Signard?” Eugene decided to buy time for now. 
“He is at the Lionheart’s forest, too. He grinds his teeth every night, 
wishing to kill you someday.” 


“T remember. He is the elf who is full of vengeance even though he is 
pathetically weak. Kid, I don’t like talking about the old time.” Iris 
spoke discontentedly. 


“T have heard a lot about you from Signard, too. The traitor of elves. 
You are the elf who killed the most elves. Is it true you made your 
elven prisoners kneel and slit their stomachs? Oh, right. You also left 
them to die after you pulled out all of their intestines, am I right?” 


“Tt is ancient history now. Your parents weren’t even born — no, one 
of your ancestors must have been a sperm in Vermouth’s testicle at the 
time.” Iris twisted her lips. “Of course, I regret my actions during the 
period. I went too far, but those regrets give me more reason to make 
elves lead better lives.” 


“You just want to increase the number of dark elves.” 


“Wouldn’t it be better to be a dark elf and gain freedom instead of 
worrying about when they will die from the demonic disease? I’m 
going to become a Demon King someday. When that day comes, every 
dark elf will be revered,” Iris spoke as she turned the revolver’s 


cylinder. “Do you wanna talk about the old times with me or 
something? If you become my friend, I will tell you as much as you 
want.” 


“Who would win if Vermouth and Hamel fought?” Eugene asked out 
of the blue. 


Iris’ giggling stopped for a moment. She must not have expected 
Eugene to ask such a random question in this situation. Her pathetic 
madness mixed with her rationality. 


“ ,.What?” Iris asked, dumbstruck. 

“Vermouth versus Hamel. Who would win?” Eugene calmly repeated. 
“You are asking... a random question. Of course, Vermouth will win.” 
“Won’t Hamel win?” 


“Hamel... haha! He is an idiot who is called stupid by future 
generations, so how can that wuss win? You are talking nonsense.” 


“You are pretty harsh on Hamel. He might win, you know.” 
Mumbling, Eugene picked up the liquor bottle. “Then I will ask you 
another question. Who is more handsome? Hamel or Vermouth?” 


“’,.Are you crazy?” Iris tried hard to not gape. 
“T’m just curious, that’s all.” 
“Tt’s not worth answering.” 


“You mean it’s hard to choose, right? That must mean Hamel and 
Vermouth were equally handsome.” 


“Hamel was an ugly bastard. A piece of rugged clothes would be more 
handsome than him.” 


She was being too harsh on Hamel. 


Holding back the rising fury inside him, Eugene poured Iris a drink. 
“Still, Hamel is more handsome than Molon, right?” 


“ ,.What are you doing?” Iris glared at Eugene. 


“T’m trying to be your friend. So, friend. Why don’t we hang out later? 
Can you just go home today?” 


Thump! 


She slammed her right foot on the table, wrecking the table. The 
liquor bottle and the glasses flew in the air. Eugene leaned back to 
avoid getting drenched in alcohol. 


“You are truly something.” Iris looked at Eugene coldly. “So, a 20- 
year-old human bastard is acting this shamelessly in front of me, huh? 
I never thought one of Vermouth’s descendants would act like you.” 


“300 years is a long time.” Eugene shrugged. 


“Yes, it is a long time for humans. There must be dozens of ancestors 
between you and Vermouth in the family tree, right? If that wasn’t the 
case, I would have considered you a descendant of Hamel, not 
Vermouth.” Iris muttered under her breath, opening her revolver’s 
cylinder. “Since you are having a difficult time choosing, I will help. 
Why don’t we have a fun game?” 


When she opened the cylinder, the bullets dropped on the floor. Iris 
put one of the bullets in the cylinder and spun it in front of Eugene. 


“Tt’s a simple roulette game. We are going to take turns pulling the 
trigger. If the bullet goes through your head, I won’t be considerate of 
the Lionhearts. I’m going to bring your body to the main estate right 
away and bring all the elves with me.” 


“What if the bullet goes through your head?” Eugene asked. 


“Then I will let you return. I won’t try to negotiate with the Lionhearts 
regarding this matter anymore,” Iris spoke as she put her finger on the 
trigger. As she put her revolver against her temple, she continued to 


look at Eugene. 


“You can give up now if you are afraid. But you must bring the elves 
to me, just like we discussed. How does this sound? You don’t have to 
gamble with your life.” 


“Shoot.” Eugene crossed his legs as he interlocked his fingers on top of 
his knee. “You pull the trigger once, and I pull the trigger once. That’s 
how this game goes, right?” 


Click! 


As soon as Eugene had finished talking, Iris unhesitatingly pulled the 
trigger and beamed as she handed Eugene her revolver. 


“Don’t delude yourself, kid.” 
“What?” Eugene asked back. 


“T’m saying don’t delude yourself... by thinking a bullet made from 
lead won’t be able to go through your head. I created the bullet with 
my demoneye. No matter how much mana you have, you won’t be 
able to stop my bullet from going through your head.” 


“Then how about you?” 
“T won’t get shot.” 


“Aha... So this wasn’t a fair game from the start, huh?” Eugene pulled 
the trigger, chuckling. 


Click! 


The sound of the hammer hitting an empty chamber echoed in the air. 
Eugene returned Iris’ revolver to her. 


“Shoot,” Eugene spoke concisely. 


“Are you out of your mind?” Iris asked in shock. 


“Well, it’s true I will die in this game, and you won’t. But all I need to 
do is make a bullet go through your head, right?” 


“So you will be the only one to bet your life?” 
“T said shoot,” Eugene repeated. 


Iris was right. This was a simple roulette game. If a person put a bullet 
and spun a gun’s cylinder, an ordinary person wouldn’t know which 
chamber held the bullet. 


But Eugene did. He checked how many rounds the cylinder had 
turned. When he held the revolver, he could feel the bullet’s location 
by the slight difference in weight. The bullet was created by Iris’ 
Demon Eye of Darkness, but it existed like an object, meaning Eugene 
could feel its weight. 


Eugene concluded that the bullet would be fired if Iris pulled the 
trigger this time. 


“ ..Hmm.” Iris tilted her head sideways and pulled the trigger. 
Click. 


Another sound of the hammer hitting an empty chamber echoed in the 
air. The bullet wasn’t fired. Instead of being shocked, Eugene burst 
into laughter. “Wow, do you really want to win this way?” 


“T don’t know what you're talking about.” Iris handed him the 
revolver with a twisted smile on her face. 


It was simple — the bullet’s location had changed. Since the bullet 
was made with Iris’ power, she could always make it disappear or 
appear again. 


If Eugene pulled the trigger this time, the bullet was bound to go 
through his head. 


Chuckling, Iris gestured to her dark elves, who were standing behind. 
One of the dark elves came up to her and put a cigarette between her 


fingers. 


Iris used her golden lighter to light the cigarette and inhaled the 
smoke deeply. 


“You can give up now,” Iris spoke as she enjoyed the smell of cigarette 
smoke inside her mouth. “But I do want to see your brain popping out 
of your he—” 


Before she finished talking... 
Boom! 


...the door to this basement got crashed. 


Chapter 161 
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When the door flew into the basement, Eugene grabbed Akasha from 
the Cloak. 


Ziinng! 
Eugene instantly cast Blink on Lavera and the old man. 


It was tricky and there were so many things to consider when a 
wizard used Blink on somebody else. However, it wasn’t a big problem 
for Eugene. The most important thing while casting subspace magic 
was to accurately calculate very complicated magic formulas in 
accordance with coordinates and mana flows that differed every time 
when a wizard used it. 


Since his past life, Eugene had been great at sensing mana, and his 
exceptional body only made his calculation speed faster. On top of 
that, Mer was assisting Eugene right now, so it was only natural for 
Eugene’s subspace magic to be fast and accurate. 


There was also another reason why Eugene could successfully cast 
magic — Iris’ attention had shifted when the door had gotten blasted 
away. Rather than focusing her attention on stopping Eugene from 
casting magic, Iris now paid more attention to the person who had 
smashed the door to enter the basement. Thanks to this, there was a 
gap in Iris’ control over the basement. 


The sound of someone walking down the stairs quietly echoed in the 
basement. 


The one who entered the dark basement was Carmen Lionheart. 
Holding an unlit cigar in her mouth, she walked through the clouds of 
dust. Her gray hair and coat hanging on her shoulder flapped in the 
wind. 


“..Hmm.” Carmen slowly looked around the basement — ten dark 
elves were standing up, Iris was sitting in front of those elves with her 
legs crossed, and Eugene was holding Akasha across from Iris. 


It was Mer who had told Carmen about the location. 


The Lionheart main estate and annex were very big. It didn’t matter to 
Eugene, because all he did was cultivate, but that was not true for 
Mer. 


She was not only adored by Ancilla and Gerhard, but also by the 
servants, such as Laman and Nina, and the White Lion Knights. 
Therefore, she got called over a lot, but Eugene couldn’t accompany 
her on every occasion. To solve this problem, Eugene had installed a 
magic communication device in his room and connected it to Mer. 


The communication device was often used by both of them. When 
Eugene couldn’t find Mer after he had finished his training, he used it 
to contact the familiar. She also used it to find Eugene in the wide 
Lionheart forest. 


Mer could also reverse the direction of the communication — in other 
words, she was able to send a message to the device. That was how 
she had contacted Nina, who happened to be cleaning Eugene’s room 
at the time. Then, Nina had relayed the message to Carmen, who was 
in the main estate. 


“ ..Hmm.” Iris deeply inhaled the cigarette smoke. Her face was 
covered with clouds of thick smoke. Just one deep breath was enough 
for Iris to burn her cigarette to its filter. After that, she chewed until 
the cigarette was broken in half. The cigarette fell to the floor, along 
with a cloud of smoke. Through the smoke cloud, a red ember 
dropped to the floor. 


Being conscious of each other, the three did what they had to do right 
now—attack. 


Everyone initiated their attacks at the same time. 


A dark light shone in Iris’ Demoneye. Her revolver was still in 
Eugene’s hand, but that did not prevent her from firing it. 


Then, Iris placed her hands on her sofa and pushed. Her hips moved 
upward as she swung her leg. Moving like a blade — no, like a whip, 
her leg approached Eugene at a tremendous speed. 


When the bullet left the barrel of the revolver, Eugene’s head followed 
its movement. He had to keep an eye on the bullet’s trajectory, 
because this bullet was something created by the Demoneye of 
Darkness. 


Iris was just using a revolver because she liked it; her darkness bullets 
did not need a gun to be fired, and they didn’t even move straight. 
The darkness generated by Iris’ Demoneye moved in accordance with 
Iris’ will. 


As the bullet touched his hair, Eugene suddenly sparked with 
electricity. His mana blended with lightning enabled him to move so 
fast that no one would have believed that he was even human. In the 
end, the bullet failed to go through Eugene’s head and hit the wall 
behind him. 


Iris’ kick was about to reach Eugene from above, so he swiftly kicked 
off the floor. 


—Booom! 


With a backflip, Eugene instantly opened up the distance between him 
and Iris. Instead of Eugene, Iris ended up destroying the sofa, making 
the floor collapse in the process. 


Unable to withstand the air current, Carmen’s cigar crumbled — that 
was how fast she moved. The coat that hung on her shoulder also flew 
away. Keeping her left fist at her chest, she moved her right fist so far 
back that some would have worried about her shoulder getting 
dislocated. 


When her left foot touched the ground, she turned her ankle and waist 
together. It looked as if she was throwing a cannonball using her body 
as the cannon, not just swinging her fist. Her straight fist attack 
penetrated Iris’ darkness. 


Iris’ eye shone once again — she used the Demoneye of Darkness to 


create more darkness. 
Wooosh! 


The darkness became a tornado, swallowing Carmen’s fist attack 
whole. 


Landing his backflip, Eugene made the Cloak of Darkness swallow him 
whole. 


Creak...! 


Eugene drew out the Thunderbolt Pernoa from the Cloak. Five bolts of 
lightning were now ready to be fired. 


Pzzzz! 
He let his lightning bolts fly in Iris’ direction one by one. 
Thump! 


With her insole, Iris kicked the liquor bottle that was rolling around 
the floor. 


Crash! 
Eugene’s lightning bolts hit the liquor bottle, vaporizing the liquor. 


After her first fist attack, Carmen shortened the distance between her 
and Iris even more. Carmen spat out the cigar in her mouth. The room 
was now filled with the vaporized liquor smell and cigarette smoke; 
Carmen hated both smells. 


She was displeased with the current situation as it was, and the 
development was giving her even more reasons to be discontent. 


Rip. 


Using her left hand, which she had been keeping on her chest, Carmen 


ripped off her shirt’s buttons, then she tightly clenched her fists. 


Her leather gloves weren’t able to withstand her gripping power; they 
seemed like they would break apart at the seams. Her gray hair 
fluttered in the air as she accelerated and pounced at Iris. 


“Tsk.” Carmen clicked her tongue. 


Something had stopped Carmen’s cannonball-like fist attack. She felt 
as if the floor had given out under her feet. In fact, she felt as if she 
was about to fall. 


Iris had spread her darkness to cover the floor; it almost looked as if 
she was inviting Carmen to visit the bottom of an abyss. Of course, 
rather than approaching any further, Carmen backflipped right out of 
the situation. 


‘Can I kill her from here?’ Eugene clicked his tongue. 


He let go of the Thunderbolt and spread the Cloak of Darkness wide, 
like wings. 


Eugene was fighting against Rakshasa Princess Iris — the legendary 
dark elf who had been notorious for 300 years. There was zero chance 
for him to kill Iris as things stood. 


He could try using Ignition, the Moonlight Sword, or the Holy Sword. 
However, none of these cards was worth anything in front of the ace 
that was Iris. Even Eward, who had borrowed the monstrous power of 
a Demon King’s remnant, was pathetic compared to Iris, the real 
monster. She had already been strong 300 years ago, but her current 
self left her past one in the dust. 


Her most noticeable achievement was her seemingly perfect control of 
the Demoneye of Darkness. Iris hadn’t been able to use her 
Demoneye’s power quickly and proficiently 300 years ago. This was 
the reason why Eugene hadn’t thought of Iris as a suspect when 
Lavera and the old man had disappeared from the shop — he hadn’t 
expected Iris to get this proficient. 


‘What about the Moonlight Sword?’ 


The thought came to his mind, but Eugene didn’t pull the sword out. 
He wasn’t certain whether or not he would be able to cut Iris deep 
enough to kill her with the incomplete, weakened Moonlight Sword. It 
was also the same for the Holy Sword. In fact, the Holy Sword 
couldn’t help Eugene much while fighting against Iris. The power of 
her Demoneye was so ridiculous that even with the Holy Sword’s 
divine power, purifying it was a tall order. 


Iris reached out her hand. This battle had begun pretty abruptly, but 
she still kept her twisted smile. She bent her long fingers, and her eye 
shone with black light again. 


At that moment, clusters of darkness appeared beside Eugene, one on 
his left and another on his right. The two clusters tried to squash 
Eugene to death from both sides. 


Paah! 


The Cloak of Darkness spun in the air. After swiftly pulling out 
Wynnyd from the Cloak, Eugene came out of the Cloak and slashed at 
Iris’ darkness, but he could feel nothing. He hadn’t felt this way for a 
long time — he knew that he had cut something, but he had felt no 
resistance from his blade. 


Well, Eugene wasn’t wrong. Once his sword had passed through Iris’ 
darkness, the pieces of darkness instantly reattached themselves. 


However, his attack had not been a vain attempt. Along with his 
strike, Eugene had used the magic formula. He infused his mana into 
the formula to cast space expansion spell. 


Wooosh! 


The darkness, which was a cohesive mass, inflated as if somebody had 
grabbed the top and bottom of the cluster and stretched it. It was 
impossible to use magic to break through Iris’ darkness itself, but he 
could physically slash the darkness apart and push his magic through 
the gap. 


‘She’s tricky to deal with,’ Eugene thought. 


She had also been like that 300 years ago. Noir Giabella was way 
stronger than Iris, but Iris was by far more troublesome. The reason 
was simple — Sienna and Anise had perfectly shielded the hero party 
from Noir Giabella’s attack. However, Hamel had dealt with Iris alone 
most of the time. 


‘She wasn’t great at hand-to-hand combat at the time.’ 
Crash! 
Iris’ front kick pushed Eugene backward. 


Before her kick reached him, Eugene had already cast seventeen 
barrier layers, plus an aura shield. However, her one kick had been 
enough to shatter Eugene’s defensive bubble and make him fly back. 
Not only that, but she had done all this while still sitting on the sofa. 


“’,.Ahahaha!” Iris brightly giggled as she crossed her legs once more 
after the kick. 


Creak... Creak... 


During the process of pushing Eugene backward, Iris’ sofa creaked. 
She placed her arms on the sofa’s headrest and raised her head. 


“You are the Silver Lion of the Lionhearts, am I correct?” Iris asked 
with interest. 


Instead of answering, Carmen pulled out her fingers from the ceiling. 
She wasn’t far from the ground, so it didn’t take long for her to drop 
to the floor. 


As she fell to the ground, Carmen was already launching attacks on 
Iris with her leg, leaving hundreds of afterimages. It was unbelievable 
that she was able to strike so many times in what was nothing more 
than the blink of an eye. 


However, Iris wasn’t flustered; her wide-open eyes followed Carmen’s 
every attack, then she summoned her darkness to block. Carmen’s kick 
made Iris’ darkness disperse. Yet, the darkness that was scattered 


away gathered once more; no matter how much it dispersed, it never 
disappeared. 


Carmen’s feet were on the ground once more, while Iris did not move 
from her sofa. As for Eugene, the wall behind him had put an abrupt 
stop to his flight backward. 


It had only been several minutes since Carmen had come to this place, 
but the Third Division of Black Lion Knights arrived. These knights, 
whose skills were recognized by all countries, ran down the stairs. 


“Don’t come in,” Carmen spoke as she kept her eyes on Iris. 


“Just watch. Don’t interfere.” Iris grinned, feeling the creaking sofa as 
she leaned against it. She was speaking to the dark elves who were 
standing behind her. 


Eugene’s body slid down to the floor. 
Squeak. 


Carmen pulled the gloves back on with her teeth to make sure they 
stayed on. 


Crack. 

Iris’ finger made a cracking sound. 

Badump. 

Eugene’s heart beat hard. 

Just like the first time, everyone began to move at the same time. 


Iris generated more darkness to cover up the basement; her darkness 
spread like an ink drop staining a white paper. The floor of the 
basement now looked like a portal that led to God knew where — it 
was hard to distinguish if Iris had simply covered the floor or created 
a passage that led to some abyss of darkness. 


This was why fighting against Iris was tricky. No one could identify 
the dark lump without touching it. It was a bizarre power that 
couldn’t be understood even through Akasha. 


‘I know since I have experienced it several times.’ Eugene shrugged. 


Would Carmen know? He wasn’t sure, but there was no time to let her 
know about Iris’ power. Carmen was already moving forward. The 
three were engaging in very close combat — he was familiar with this 
type of combat. 


Clink. 


With his left hand, Eugene drew out a karambit knife which he had 
hidden on the inside of his belt. Putting his index finger through the 
ring pommel, he tightly clenched his fist around the grip. Then, he 
condensed his sword-force into a thin layer that covered the blade. 


Pzzz. 


Lightning sparked around his body again as Eugene accelerated 
forward. 


Carmen had already moved, a bit ahead of Eugene; she leaped across 
the floor to avoid getting swallowed by the darkness and swung her 
fist against the wall of darkness that Iris had created. When her fist 
touched the wall, however, Carmen simply pulled back. Her 
clairvoyance-like intuition, which she had developed during years of 
training, had warned her that something was wrong the very first 
instant that her fist had touched the wall. 


If she had pushed through any further, Iris’ darkness would have 
swallowed Carmen’s fist. Her clusters of darkness communicated with 
each other through space, so if Iris had made her darkness disappear 
while Carmen’s fist was swallowed, her hand would have been 
mutilated. It didn’t matter how much Carmen had trained or how 
much of a treasure her gloves were. 


Carmen changed the angle of her punches, flexibly turning her torso 
and attacking Iris’ darkness from the side. This time, just before her 
fist reached Iris’ darkness, her strike created an explosion, blasting 


apart and dissipating the darkness. 


Eugene’s instantaneous velocity was faster than Carmen’s. When 
Carmen had burst Iris’ darkness, Eugene had already moved past her 
and entered Iris’ attack radius. 


There was one thing that was much better than 300 years ago: there 
were many more kinds of weapons tha Eugene could use right now 
compared to when he was Hamel. 


Wynnyd’s wind was one of them. Surrounding Eugene’s body, it 
moved ahead of Eugene, so it touched Iris’ darkness before Eugene 
did. The wind either got swallowed by the darkness or was blocked. It 
didn’t do much, but that was all Eugene needed to figure out the 
characteristics of Iris’ darkness. 


‘She could only control two clusters of darkness 300 years ago.’ 


That had been the case before, but she had clearly developed her 
ability so much that she now had perfect control of her darkness. 
Maybe she had also gained other powers, but for now, Eugene could 
only be vigilant against powers that he knew about for sure. 


—Zitinng! 


The karambit knife’s curved blade shone with Eugene’s sword force. 
As Carmen swung her fist from the side, Eugene used his knife to 
attack from above. 


Iris was still sitting on her sofa, but her eye was covered with darkness 
again. Her darkness swallowed Eugene’s attack — or, rather, Eugene 
let his attack be swallowed. He had various weapons, but he had 
chosen a karambit for one reason: it was easier to move his own limbs 
than swing a weapon. 


‘And I don’t care if this one breaks. My attack will be less powerful, 
though,’ Eugene quickly thought. 


Iris’ darkness undulated, turning into waves. The waves of darkness 
rushed over Eugene and Carmen. In response, Eugene summoned 
more fierce winds to shield them against the waves as the sword force 


wrapping his knife let out sparks. 


Carmen was now standing beside Eugene. They had shortened the 
distance between them and Iris in no time, and at this point, Iris could 
no longer stay still on her sofa. 


The darkness summoned by her Demoneye pushed Iris forward. After 
she unsteadily stood up from the sofa, as if someone had pulled her 
up, she created a shield to protect the dark elves standing behind her. 
Then, she raised her hands. 


Dozens of attacks struck at Iris in virtually a single moment. Carmen 
punched and kicked at Iris, in an attempt to push her back, then tried 
to grab her head and twist her neck. Timing his own attacks in 
tandem with Carmen, Eugene aimed slash after slash at Iris, assaulting 
her relentlessly. Actually, there was no point in discussing each attack 
separately — what happened was that, without interfering with each, 
Eugene and Carmen attacked Iris in every possible way. 


Iris moved her arms with a twisted smile. Her darkness spread out, 
blocking every angle from which Carmen and Eugene could strike. 
Their options were already limited anyway, and even though they had 
launched hundreds of different attacks, hardly any of them had 
impacted Iris in any significant way. In the ten minutes elapsed since 
the start of the battle, their attacks had amounted to nothing more 
than vain attempts; no matter how formidable the duo was, they both 
failed to reach their target. 


In spite of many powerful attacks being exchanged, never mind the 
basement collapsing, the building hadn’t even been shaken once. The 
only things that had been destroyed were the table, the sofa, and the 
door — the table and the sofa had been smashed by Iris, while 
Carmen had crushed the door as she entered. That was how precise 
their attacks were. Without wasting any power, each of the three 
focused solely on their target. 


“Form Change.” Carmen took a lateral stance. “Heaven Genocide.” 


With her ragged leather glove, she grabbed her pocket watch. “Alastor 
Form.” 


The name didn’t give Eugene the slightest clue as to what Carmen’s 
technique was. 
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‘Does she really have to pull her pocket watch from her inner pocket, hold 
her arm sideways... and say those lines? Alastor Form? What does that 
even mean? If she really has to go through all that process, that weapon 
has zero practicality in combat, doesn’t it?’ Eugene grumbled in his 
mind. 


Even though he thought that way, he could see that wasn’t actually 
the case. The previous day, Carmen had shown Eugene her Heaven 
Genocide’s Destiny Form for the first time. Eugene had been able to 
follow the transformation process with his eyes at the time, but 
Carmen’s speed right now was incomparable to her speed from 
yesterday. 


When she had muttered ‘Alastor Form’ under her breath, her right 
hand was already covered in a silver gauntlet. In other words, she had 
slowed down her Destiny Form’s transformation the previous day to 
show it to Eugene. 


‘Amazing... ’ Eugene marveled as he looked at Carmen’s right hand. 


Destiny Form had previously turned her fingers into blade-like claws. 
Alastor Form was Heaven Genocide’s gauntlet form. The knuckle 
guard looked rough and tough, clearly designed for smashing her 
opponents to pieces. 


Iris had been casually deflecting attacks with a twisted smile pasted 
on her face, but Carmen’s Alastor Form was enough to make her stop 
smiling. Her eyes were now wide open. She blinked as she looked at 
Carmen’s right hand. 


“,.What the...?” Iris muttered. 


‘What was that ridiculous name she had just mumbled? What’s up with 


that fist?’ 


All kinds of thoughts jumbled in Iris’ head. This centuries-old dark elf 
looked wild and free, and her manner of speaking did not belie that 
impression. However, that didn’t mean she could understand Carmen’s 
peculiar preference. 


Carmen didn’t care much about Iris’ approval, either. 


Her left foot soundlessly tapped the ground, and Carmen moved 
forward as if somebody had pushed her from behind. Keeping her left 
fist on her waist this time, Carmen pulled her right fist back, and 
Eugene could hear a mechanical noise coming from her elbow. 


Swoosh. 


Iris couldn’t use her demoneye at the right moment. Before she could 
figure out what was going on, Carmen’s fist forced Iris to understand 
the situation. The shock was so powerful that Iris’ feet left the floor as 
she was pushed back. Iris couldn’t even make a sound as Carmen's 
punch made her bend over. 


People generally need a moment to recover their breath after taking a 
hard punch to the gut. But before Iris was able to do that, another 
shock overwhelmed her, restarting the whole process. Carmen’s hits 
showered her at an unbelievable rate, not giving her a moment of rest. 


Carmen’s speed was so ridiculous that Eugene could only follow part 
of her movement. Was it even possible to move that way? Keeping her 
legs still, she didn’t use the momentum of her upper body, including 
her waist. She had previously had her right fist at her waist, but now, 
it pistoned through the air as she continued to launch her fist attack. 
During the whole process of swinging her right fist back and forth, 
Carmen got faster and faster... 


Was it possible for her to do all that with just her right arm? 


“Machine Gun Blow,” Carmen spoke as she finished her 
combination strike. Even after attacking Iris so many times that the 
latter couldn’t even breathe, Carmen wasn’t out of breath. The sound 
of Carmen’s fist attacks belatedly followed after. 


“Cough!” Iris used her darkness to stop herself from flying backward. 
The sheer amount of strikes per second she had eaten made her spit 
out blood and pieces of her intestines, but she was still in one piece. 


As Iris was pushed back, Eugene sprung at her. Deflecting Iris’ punch, 
Eugene swung his knife at her. Biting her blood-smeared lips, Iris 
summoned another cluster of darkness. 


When her darkness was about to stop Eugene’s knife, Eugene made his 
sword force explode. Then, with extraordinary control, he covered the 
blade with sword force once more. 


The knife was only as long as Eugene’s fingers, but he had no trouble 
spinning it all over in a wild, chaotic dance. Before Iris’ eyes, her 
darkness was shredded to pieces. Although the pieces wouldn’t 
disappear, Eugene’s attacks were too fast for them to reattach. 


Iris’ insides ached. She couldn’t believe that she had let Carmen land 
that many hits on her in such a short time. Iris hurriedly tried to 
retreat, wanting to get herself together, but Eugene’s nonstop attack 
from above brought back a very old memory. 


‘This style of attacking from above... ’ 


Eugene’s attacks were fast and heavy; he put his whole weight behind 
each strike. His wild knife dance seemed chaotic, but Iris couldn’t find 
an opening to counterattack. When she thought she had finally found 

a chance to attack, Eugene used her counterattack against her. 


“..Asura Rampage?’ Iris came to a realization. 


The darkness dispersed by Eugene’s attacks couldn’t come back 
together. Throughout his tempestuous assault, Eugene had not only 
used the knife but also magic. In order to make sure that Iris’ darkness 
wouldn’t simply restore itself, he had used space expansion spells 
between his attacks from above. On top of that, Eugene had made his 
sword force into a thin and long thread and used it to bind the small 
clumps of darkness that drifted apart. 


‘How’s this possible?’ Iris wondered. 


Iris certainly wasn’t capable of doing this. 
‘Sword force thread... I know this one.’ 


She wouldn’t be able to forget that moment even if she tried for her 
entire life — the moment she had lost her dear father 300 years ago. 
That damn Vermouth had slaughtered her father with that horrible 
sword, filling Iris with despair. At the time, she had wished she could 
throw herself between them and save her father. 


The Moonlight Sword emitted that pale moonlight that seemed to be 
the embodiment of destruction. She had been well aware that the light 
would burn her to ashes, but she had been perfectly willing to make 
that sacrifice for her father. However, she was unable to do that. A 
son of a bitch who was just as annoying as the fucking Vermouth had 
stopped her. 


The Stupid Hamel. 


Had she not had the Demoneye of Darkness, she would have been 
slaughtered by Hamel. There was a big gap in power between Iris and 
Hamel. Indeed, she was the most powerful dark elf, the Demon King 
of Fury’s daughter, and the so-called Rakshasa Princess. However, Iris 
had been the weakest one in the Demon King of Fury’s castle 300 
years ago. 


The sword force threads connected with each other inside the 
darkness. Eugene spun his karambit around his index to the back of 
his hand. As he wrapped the sword force thread on his left hand, he 
continued to meticulously attack with other methods — he had 
summoned a gust of fair wind, and his Lightning Flame sparked 
around him. His left hand moved as if he was playing with a cat’s 
cradle. 


‘...Dead End!’ Iris thought in shock. 


As the threads furtively approached Iris, they tied her up. The threads 
looked weak and thin, but they were sharp enough to mutilate bodies 
as soon as they touched the threads. Had Iris been a normal dark elf, 
the threads would have mangled her. 


Rip! 


Dozens of lines were drawn on Iris’ red suit — Eugene’s sword force 
threads had cut her clothes, relieving her skin amidst the gaps. It was 
soft, without a single blemish or callus. Even though Eugene’s sword 
force had touched her skin, it had only drawn drops of blood from her 
skin. 


‘She’s still persistent.’ Eugene gritted his teeth. 


The Demon King of Fury’s children were adopted. Instead of passing 
his power through blood, the Demon King had bestowed various 
abilities on his adopted children. Iris’ Demoneye of Darkness had 
belonged to the Demon King of Fury. The Demon King had also 
bestowed her with a very durable body that was uncommon among 
elves. 


“You bastard...!” Iris crumpled up as she tried to wiggle out of 
Eugene’s sword force thread. 


Pzzzzz! 


Eugene made the Lightning Flame mixed with his sword force to 
swallow Iris whole, but it wasn’t enough to make Iris lose 
consciousness. 


“You are the Lionheart hound...!” Iris cried. 


Well, he was Hamel, who had died 300 years ago. He had just 
reincarnated as Vermouth’s descendant. 


Of course, Iris wasn’t able to reach that kind of conclusion; no one 
would. On top of that, Iris knew that Vermouth, whom she hated, had 
passed down Hamel Style to his son after Hamel’s death. She was also 
aware of how the descendants of Vermouth’s son had continued to 
inherit the Hamel Style. 


‘Thank you for your misunderstanding.’ Eugene thought with a mental 
shrug. 


Without answering, Eugene reached out his hand to Iris. His Lightning 
Flame had still been burning up Iris, but in accordance with Eugene’s 
will, the Lightning Flame had condensed itself, putting pressure on 
Iris. 


Carmen sprung forth from Eugene’s back. Eugene no longer doubted 
the practicality of Carmen’s Heaven Genocide. She hadn’t even said 
‘Form Change,’ but her right hand was in a totally different form from 
the previous Alastor Form. 


Her Heaven Genocide no longer looked like claws or a gauntlet. It was 
now a heavy cannon shooter, covering her entire right arm. 


Ziinnnggg...! 


Through her Cores, the unrefined mana in the air was concentrated on 
Carmen’s right arm. 


Woosh. 


She was using the White Flame Formula to the fullest extent. Only a 
few people had reached the Seventh Star of White Flame Formula 
after Great Vermouth. Since Doynes Lionheart had died, Carmen 
Lionheart was the only living person who had reached the Seventh 
Star of the White Flame Formula. 


To put it simply, Carmen was the strongest person in the Lionhearts. 


‘Wait, is she also using the Lightning Flame?’ Eugene thought as he 
realized what had happened. 


The part of the Lightning Flame that had been tying Iris up was also 
concentrated in Carmen’s iron cannon shooter. The circuit engraved 
on the surface of the cannon shooter lighted up. Iris’ eye shone in 
black light. 


Thuuud! 


Carmen’s attack was different from before. Yet, Iris felt an immense 
shock — her darkness burst. Iris had used her darkness passage to 


diffuse the power of Carmen’s attack, but it was still powerful. The 
shock spread throughout Iris’ entire body, breaking her teeth and 
bursting her eyeball. 


Iris flew backward. Carmen had created a chance for Eugene to attack, 
and Eugene didn’t want to miss this opportunity. 


Eugene grabbed the Moonlight Sword’s handle inside the Cloak. Right 
now, Eugene saw a possibility of killing her with the Moonlight 
Sword. Iris was flying away like a puppet without strings. 


Hamel had won and survived as he went through numerous battles 
300 years ago. 


Therefore, he knew that a rash conclusion during battles equaled a 
sword shoved into his throat. Letting go of the Moonlight Sword, 
Eugene held Akasha. 


Carmen had developed her intuition to a clairvoyant level, but unlike 
Eugene, she lacked the experience of surviving life-and-death battles. 
Although Carmen’s power was respectable, she spent her whole life in 
the age of peace, where Demon Kings and humans didn’t try to 
exterminate each other’s kind. 


That was why she hadn’t sensed something was wrong and just 
marched forward. 


‘Blast Form. Gigant Impact.’ Carmen thought. 


She knew her attacks had worked. The power of her attacks was 
lessened while trying to break through Iris’ darkness barriers and 
having been diffused by Iris’ darkness passage. Still, she had 
successfully destroyed Iris’ innards. 


Carmen saw a chance of victory. Although she wasn’t sure whether or 
not her body would be able to take it, she knew she could kill the 
Rakshasa Princess if she took a few more steps forward. The question 
of what would happen after she killed the Rakshasa Princess crossed 
Carmen’s mind, but she concluded that there was nothing to worry 
about. The Rakshasa Princess was the one to instigate the fight. 
Besides, the Rakshasa Princess and her Fury Independence Army were 


problems for Helmuth too. So Carmen would have no problem if she 
killed the Rakshasa Princess right here. 


‘For the Lionhearts’ honor.’ Carmen solemnly thought. 


The Lionhearts’ honor was now in the gutter. Killing the Rakshasa 
Princess was the best starting point to pull out the clan’s honor from 
the drain. 


Creak. 


Carmen’s right arm changed its form. She really wanted to speak the 
names, but there was no time to speak them out. 


? 


‘Form Change. Destiny Form. Destiny Breaker... 
Woosh! 


She should be shortening the distance between her and Iris, but she 
got further away from Iris. 


‘What’s going on? Wasn’t I stepping forward? My sense of distance is all 
jumbled up. Why did I catch on late?’ Carmen thought in perplexity. 


That was because she could never imagine Eugene, who was fighting 
on the same side as her, would use subspace magic and grab her nape 
to pull her backward. 


“Why—” 
Before Carmen could form a sentence... 
Craaackkk! 


...a pitch-black darkness sphere rose up in the space where Carmen 
was trying to move forward. The darkness summoned by Iris all 
appeared abruptly, but Carmen and Eugene could avoid it since there 
was a telltale sign — Iris’ demoneye glowed before she used her 
power. 


However, the darkness showed up without any telltale sign this time. 
Besides, the darkness right now had a completely different property 
from the previous darknesses that had appeared beforehand. Carmen 
could feel it even though she hadn’t touched it. 


If she hadn’t stopped — no, if she had kept marching forward, she 
would have died without realizing the reason. 


“..Tsk.” Iris clicked her tongue in discontentment. 


Iris had stopped flying when she crashed against her darkness, 
bending her upper body backward. Iris leaned forward, her bones 
creaking. Her eye had burst, so her eye socket was empty. However, 
blood and darkness were whirling in her empty eye socket. 


“Are you a lucky one, or do you just have a great instinct?” Iris spoke, 
but blood dripped out of her mouth the entire time she talked. Then, 
chuckling, she leaned against her darkness. 


“Tt’s a pity. I could have crushed you into a meat pie if I had been just 
a little bit faster.” 


The darkness sphere, which had previously appeared, popped and 
disappeared. Slowly sliding down the wall, Iris stared at Carmen and 
Eugene. 


“Princess,” One of the dark elves spoke, standing outside Iris’ 
darkness. “We are out of time.” 


“Tt hasn’t been that long. It’s just been ten minutes, right?” 
“They are already approaching.” 


“This country is uselessly safe.” Iris stood up, clicking her tongue. As 
she stood, she could feel her legs had weakened slightly. Still, she 
didn’t stagger and stood upright, using all her remaining energy. 


‘Interesting,’ Iris thought. 


Humans had put her in a tight spot. The humans were younger than 


Yagon, the motherfucker and the Demon King of Incarceration’s three 
demons. Instead of feeling humiliated, Iris felt ecstatic about this. 


Feeling her tired eyes, she blinked as she giggled. Then, her exploded 
eye regenerated, and her crushed teeth grew back. 


“T’'m guessing our negotiation has broken down, huh?” Iris spoke 
brightly. 


Eugene could feel Iris’ desire to kill him and Carmen had subsided. 
Shrugging, she gestured at the dark elves behind her. One of the dark 
elves approached, putting a cigarette between Iris’ fingers and lighting 
it up with a golden lighter. 


“Or shall we sit at the table and begin negotiating again?” Iris asked, 
blowing the smoke. 


“T can try talking to your successor if you would just let me kill you,” 
Eugene calmly answered. 


“Tt is difficult for me to grant your wish. The Fury Independence Army 
means something because I, the rightful heir of my father, exist.” 


The dark elves gathered around Iris. One dark elf took off her suit 
jacket and put it around Iris’ shoulder since Iris’ clothes were as good 
as rags now. 


“Eugene Lionheart and Carmen Lionheart,” Iris called as she savored 
the cigarette smoke in her mouth, holding the cigarette that had burnt 
away in an instant. 


“Let’s meet under sunlight, not in a musty basement.” When she 
dropped her cigarette, Iris and the ten dark elves dropped to the 
darkness underneath their feet. Using the darkness as a passage, all 
dark elves disappeared from this basement. 


“...She didn’t have the power to do this 300 years ago.’ Eugene thought as 
the moment when Carmen almost got crushed by Iris’ darkness sphere 
came to his mind. 


The darkness on the floor turned back to natural shadow, not Iris’ 
darkness. 


Glaring at the shadow, Eugene was absorbed in thoughts. 


‘It is a shocking improvement, Iris. You could only shoot and move fast 
300 years ago, but I now see that you have gotten pretty good at close 
combat. On top of that, you can use new abilities with your demoneye. You 
must have trained a lot to become a Demon King.’ 


Eugene chuckled as he pulled out his index finger from the karambit 
knife. 


“Tm lucky,” Eugene concluded. 


He didn’t have to feel bad about failing to kill Iris in this basement. 
Actually, Iris was the one who should feel bad about today’s battle. 
Maybe, she was certain she could surely kill both Eugene and Carmen 
if the third party hadn’t interfered. 


Although for a different reason, Eugene was also confident. In fact, he 
had become more certain as he fought against her — no matter what 
he did today, he wouldn’t have been able to kill Iris. If Eugene had 
kept fighting, he surely would have needed to devise an escape plan. 


However, Iris had retreated even before he tried. Their fight was 
short, but Eugene had learned about the new power of Iris’ demoneye; 
she definitely couldn’t have done all that 300 years ago. 


To sum up, Eugene had learned about the current Iris, but Iris didn’t 
know much about Eugene. He thought he made a great choice of not 
pulling out his Moonlight Sword, Demon Spear, or the Annihilation 
Hammer. This would be Eugene’s greatest advantage the next time he 
tried to kill Iris. 


“ ,.Phew.” Carmen changed her Heaven Genocide into a pocket watch 
again. 


“.,.Are you all right?” Eugene asked as he looked at Carmen’s bloody 
right arm. Without answering, Carmen flicked her fingers in a certain 
direction, making her coat fly back to her. When Carmen first entered 


the basement, the coat had fallen off her shoulders, unable to keep up 
with Carmen’s speed. 


“’.. You helped me,” Carmen spoke as she put her coat around her. 
“Don’t mind it.” 

“T would have died if you didn’t pull me away.” 

“T was behind you, so I could see the bigger picture.” 

‘That was all it took for him to figure it out?’ 


Carmen couldn’t really understand it, but she didn’t pry any further. 
She wasn’t able to feel her drooping right arm. Therefore Carmen 
pulled out her cigar with her left hand and put it in her mouth. 


“ ,.Lighter,” Camen spoke out of the blue. 
“Pardon?” Eugene asked back. 


“The golden lighter used by the dark elf just now. It made a sound 
when she opened it.” 


“.,.Ah, yup,” Eugene half-heartedly said. 
“T wanted to ask where she bought it.” 
“’,.Lady Carmen, you don’t light your cigar.” 


“T might want to light it someday,” Carmen mumbled as she turned 
away. 
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When Eugene and Carmen walked upstairs, the Third Division of the 
Black Lions, under Carmen’s command, was waiting for them on the 
first floor. 


“Are you okay?” Nathan, the Vice-Captain of the Third Division, came 
up to Carmen with a serious face after seeing Carmen’s bloody right 
arm. 


“Tt’s just a scratch,” Carmen answered nonchalantly. 


As the Vice-Captain, Nathan had been assisting Carmen for dozens of 
years. As a result, he knew Carmen better than anyone, so he could 
understand the true meaning of her overly calm response. 


‘She means it hurts a lot,’ Nathan thought. 


Her injury wasn’t fatal — there were no broken bones or torn muscles. 
Time would completely heal her. However, Carmen was in 
excruciating pain right now. It was understandable, as her right arm 
was bleeding so profusely that it had stained her entire sleeve. 


‘Should I give her a painkiller?’ 


The only thing he could notice were the beads of cold sweat on her 
forehead. Nathan would have handed Carmen a painkiller without 
hesitation if Eugene hadn't been present, but he understood Carmen’s 
personality very well. She must want to look like a cool, strong 
martial artist in front of her very young junior. 


“ ,.The White Dragon Knights are outside,” Nathan spoke quietly. 


“That’s not a surprise. Is that Alchester kid here too?” Carmen 


chuckled. 
“Yes, he is here.” 
Even Eugene knew who Alchester was. 


When the question of who was the strongest knight in the continent 
was raised in a conversation, several names were always mentioned — 
the Lionheart Patriarchs; Doynes Lionheart, the Immortal White Lion; 
Carmen Lionheart, the Silver Lion; and the commanders of famous 
knightly orders. 


Alchester Dragonic, the Commander of the White Dragon Knightly 
Order of Kiehl, was one of those commanders. 


He was a duke, but he never showed up at social parties or was 
involved with any politics. As a matter of fact, Alchester’s title was 
bestowed on him out of the emperor’s utmost respect for his dear old 
friend and guard. His title of a duke was a symbol of ‘the best knight 
of Kiehl.’ 


When Eugene, Carmen, and the Third Division went outside, there 
were no spectators because the knights surrounding the building were 
intimidating enough that spectators wouldn’t dare to come up close. 


“Long time no see.” A red-haired man with a dragon symbol on his 
chest plate approached Carmen. Although Eugene had never met him 
in person, he could tell at first glance that the man was Alchester 
Dragonic. 


‘So, he is the best knight of the Kiehl Empire, huh?’ Eugene thought as he 
observed Alchester. 


The current emperor of Kiehl, Straut the Second, was known to 
publicly claim that Duke Alchestor Dragonic was the best and 
strongest knight in the Empire. 


However, the emperor said those things because the Lionhearts hadn’t 
sworn absolute loyalty to the emperor. For a long time, the emperor 
used various methods to have the Lionhearts under his control. 


His greed was reasonable — the name Lionheart had a meaning. The 
Lionheart clan was extraordinarily influential to be considered an 
ordinary clan. The Black Lion Knights were considered equally 
powerful as the White Dragon Knights. The young knights who 
indulged in the fantasy of ‘knight’ wanted to join the White Lion 
Knights rather than the White Dragon Knights or Imperial Knights of 
Kiehl. That was also understandable. Those young knights respected 
Great Vermouth, who had fought against the Demon Kings and saved 
the world, more than the emperor who reigned the Empire. 


“Ts your right arm okay?” Alchester asked Carmen, looking at her 
bloody right arm. The emperor’s right-handed man and guard, 
Alchester Dragonic, was a handsome man with red hair and blue eyes 
that stood out. 


“Tt’s just a scratch.” 


“Tt seems like it needs to be treated,” Alchester spoke with a serious 
face. 


“Tl receive treatment in the Lionheart estate after I finish talking to 
you,” Carmen answered as she looked at the building. Even though an 
intense battle had taken place in the basement, the building’s exterior 
looked intact. 


After checking that she could sense no presence in the building, she 
asked, “Were there any civilian casualties?” 


“There were none.” Alchester shook his head. 
“Are you aware of what happened here?” 


“Your Vice-Captain gave me a rough explanation. So the Rakshasa 
Princess and her dark elves were occupying that mercenary guild’s 
office?” 


“First, I want to make sure that the Lionhearts are totally blameless 
here,” Carmen spoke as she wiped her bloody hand on her pants. 


“T have heard that one of your elven maids and one craftsman from a 
prosthetic shop had been kidnapped, so to find them...” Shifting his 


gaze to Eugene, Alchester continued, “...the famous Eugene Lionheart 
barged into the headquarters of the Rakshasa Princess and her dark 
elves solo.” 


“To be accurate, I was guided here. I didn’t barge in,” Eugene spoke as 
he raised an arm. 


“You are very reckless. Maybe because you are young,” Alchester 
mumbled, frowning. His blue eyes were partially hidden now. 


Snorting at Alchester’s remark, Eugene said, “The elf under my 
protection had come to Ceres with me. She was kidnapped before my 
very eyes. I have a responsibility to protect her, and I couldn’t neglect 
it.” 


“That’s some chivalry you got there. But son, keep this in mind — you 
are alive today because you got lucky,” Alchester warned Eugene. 


“Have you been waiting here to talk about this kind of stuff?” Carmen 
asked as she put her cigar between her fingers instead of her mouth. 
“Kid, I thought you must be busy because you are the Alchester, 
Commander of the White Dragon Knightly Order.” 


“',.Stop calling me kid.” 


“No matter how big you have gotten, you are always a kid to me. I 
still remember when you swung your wooden sword as you sniffled.” 


“Stop talking about trivial stuff,” Alchester said as he shut his eyes 
tightly. 


“Then I will start talking about serious stuff. Commander of the White 
Dragon Knightly Order. I am not an imperial knight of Kiehl and have 
no desire to receive a title. However, I am a citizen born in Ceres and 
love the Kiehl Empire. So I’m going to give an admonishment to you 
— Commander, Duke, and emperor’s right-hand man.” Carmen’s voice 
was cold. Unlike usual, she didn’t try to look solemn. “Why are the 
dark elves in Ceres?” 


Alchester became quiet. 


“Tt is none other than the Rakshasa Princess, the leader of Fury 
Independence Army. We have formally requested the Kiehl authorities 
to let us know if the Rakshasa Princess enters the Kiehl Empire. We 
even exchanged documents regarding the matter,” Carmen spoke as 
she quietly looked at Alchester. 


“ ..That is because...” Alchester tried to say something but was cut off 
by Carmen. 


“Although this is really not the time to say this, my niece-in-law has 
generously bribed several nobles working in the Immigration Bureau 
to let us know if the Rakshasa Princess arrived in the empire. We did 
so to prepare for Rakshasa Princess’ arrival, so you are not seriously 
going to take issues with bribes right now, right?” 


‘Niece-in-law? Is she talking about Ancilla? Oh, yeah... Carmen is my 
great aunt.’ Eugene thought as he realized how old Carmen was once 
again. 


“We, the Lionhearts, are citizens of Kiehl living in Ceres. And we have 
absolute faith in how Ceres is the safest city on the continent. Of 
course, it should be. You do know how much tax we pay and the 
donations we make each year, don’t you? So, why should we be the 
ones who have to confront criminals who kidnap our servants?” 
Looking at Eugene, Carmen spoke coldly, “And why in the world 
should we hear the word ‘reckless’ from you about this matter?” 


“T apologize, so please don’t be too angry.” Alchester shook his head, 
heaving a long sigh. “I am aware of how the Lionhearts are totally 
blameless in this matter. However, about the Rakshasa Princess... Yes, 
I will be honest with you. The Immigration Bureau of Kiehl didn’t 
know the Rakshasa Princess and her dark elves had entered the Kiehl 
Empire.” 


“So they are not only kidnappers but are also illegal immigrants, am I 
correct?” 


“Yes, you are right.” Alchester agreed readily. 


Eugene found Alchester’s reactions a bit surprising as he heard the 
conversation between Alchester and Carmen. He was the Commander 


of the White Dragon Knightly Order, who was also called the best 
knight in the Empire. Due to his title, Eugene had thought Alchester 
would be an upstanding man, though a bit old-fashioned. However, 
Alchester turned out to be a timid gentleman. 


“T also apologize about the Police Bureau’s ineptitude in the incident 
that happened in the capital. If you want, I will let you know who 
took responsibility in the future,” Alchester continued with his 
explanation. 


“Tt seems you will need a new head patrol guard to oversee this 
district and a new immigration officer at Kiehl’s gate,” Carmen spoke 
flatly. 


“T will order my people to do so.” Alchester nodded. 


“Can you really just say that, kid? Wouldn’t His Majesty be displeased 
if you take a Lionheart’s advice to take care of this matter?” 


“As the members of the Lionheart clan, if you can overlook today’s 
incident, we won’t have such a problem,” Alchester spoke gently as he 
raised his head. Every White Dragon Knight, who had been 
surrounding the building, took a step backward. 


Thud. 


The sound of footsteps echoed in the street as one — the White 
Dragon Knights moved in unison. That was when Eugene realized that 
no one else besides the White Dragon Knights was in the street. 


“T see. So everything will be okay as long as we keep our mouths shut, 
huh?” Carmen spoke in a sarcastic tone. 


“T don’t want to worry people of Ceres with this incident,” said 
Alchester. 


“Nothing will be solved if you just cover this up.” Carmen had a hint 
of anger in her voice. 


“We aren’t covering it up. Once we have investigated this matter 


enough, the Police Bureau will make a formal announcement to let the 
citizens know about the incident, so the populace can easily accept the 
situation. Then we will ask for their understanding.” 


“How about the Lionhearts? Are we getting just one apology?” 
“Ts there something you want?” 


Without answering, Carmen was now deep in thought. Eugene quietly 
marveled at how Carmen never let go of control in the conversation as 
she smoothly continued to talk. Right now, she wasn’t a crazy 
grandma who put an unlit cigar in her mouth and hid a weapon called 
Heaven Genocide in her pocket watch. She was now living up to her 
title of the Lionheart elder. 


“The Rakshasa Princess might try to attack us again, so I want White 
Dragon Knights to stand guard around the main estate’s walls.” 


“Until when do you want my knights to stand guard?” 


“You should figure it out yourself. The Rakshasa Princess escaped 
from this place, but I don’t know where she escaped.” 


“Hmm...” Alchester pondered for a moment, stroking his chin. After a 
moment, he agreed, “All right. I will personally stand guard in the 
main estate until we know for sure that the Rakshasa Princess has left 
Kiehl.” 


“You will be guarding the main estate yourself?” Carmen asked in 
shock. 


“Yes, I will.” Then, turning his head in Eugene’s direction, Alchester 
began to scan Eugene’s unscathed body as he continued, “I’m also 
doing this out of my personal interest... so you don’t have to worry 
about His Majesty.” 


Carmen pondered without responding to Alchester. Although 
Alchester said he was doing it for personal reasons, Carmen could feel 
that wasn’t the case. Alchester was the best knight in the Empire and 
also the Commander of the White Dragon Knights. In other words, 
Alchester was the emperor’s ‘sword’ who never left the emperor’s side. 


So for Alchester to leave the emperor's side and ask Carmen 
permission to be the Lionhearts’ guard, it must mean... 


‘His Majesty must be acting greedy again.’ 


Several days ago, Gilead, the Patriarch, had visited the palace and had 
an audience with the emperor to talk about the Demon King of 
Incarceration’s warning. Therefore, starting this year, the countries 
made a union to prepare for the upcoming war. 


However, no country in the continent would be thinking, ‘Let’s unite 
and fight against Helmuth or the Demon Kings!’ Using the alliance as an 
excuse, the countries would show off their powers and try to gain 
something if they could. 


The Kiehl Empire was already an empire, but Straut the Second, 
wanted to expand his Empire. His ambition had ended in smoke 
because he had to stay on guard against Helmuth. However, he had 
been furtively revealing his desire to conquer Nahama until last year. 


‘The Lionhearts experienced rebellion. Our power has gotten weaker. The 
changes we made still haven’t been accepted by the people of the Lionheart 
clan,’ Carmen thought bitterly. 


The history and the pride of being Great Vermouth’s descendants 
made up the current Lionheart clan. Just like the Black Lion Knights, 
the White Lion Knights were one of the Lionheart clan’s powers. 
However, they weren’t born as members of the Lionhearts. 


What united the White Lion Knights was their loyalty to the Lionheart 
clan and their pride in serving the Lionhearts. Yet, the Lionhearts had 
been humiliated and weakened after the rebellion. Would they still be 
proud of the current Lionhearts? 


‘... They will.’ 


Carmen’s thoughts remained the same. The rebellion inside the 
Lionhearts had made the clan suffer from an unprecedented amount of 
humiliation. The Immortal White Lion had been killed by his 
grandson. The main family’s first son had started the rebellion after 
being blinded by the Demon King’s power, and a collateral family 


member, disloyal to the main family, had been the root cause of this 
all. 


Still, the Lionhearts would not crumble. Doynes Lionheart may have 
died, but Carmen Lionheart was alive and well. So what if the first son 
had committed a sin against heaven by killing and trying to make 
other Lionhearts into sacrificial offerings? Carmen turned her head to 
Eugene. 


Eugene was still young since he was 20. However, the boy would be 
revered by not only the Lionhearts but also all the knights on the 
continent in the near future. From the fight with the Rakshasa 
Princess, Carmen became certain of her thoughts. 


“..1 will feel easier if you come to the estate.” Carmen nodded. 


“Besides, you will also continue to stay in the main estate, Lady 
Carmen.” Alchester shrugged. 


“There are three of us — you, me, and this boy,” Carmen said as she 
kept her eyes on Eugene. 


‘Three, huh... ’ Alchester thought as he nodded with a faint smile on 
his face. 


“Exactly what happened down there?” 
“We fought with the Rakshasa Princess,” Carmen casually answered. 
“With just the two of you?” 


“Yes, it would have been better if we killed her. But it turns out the 
hundreds-of-year-old dark elf was aiming to be the next Demon King 
for a reason.” 


As Carmen explained to Alchester what had transpired, Eugene began 
to think. 


Iris retreated because she worried about the White Dragon Knights 
interfering in their fight. She didn’t want to fight against Alchester 


while still fighting Eugene and Carmen. 
“,.. Something is not right.’ Eugene groaned. 


From the start, Iris had no intention of negotiating about the elves in 
the Lionheart forest, so she didn’t act with common sense. She had 
illegally entered Kiehl, killed the mercenaries, and taken over their 
office. Then, she kidnapped Lavera to get Eugene involved in this 
matter. 


‘She said something about being considerate of the Lionhearts,’ Eugene 
thought as he recalled what Iris said. 


The Lionhearts never negotiated with dark elves. Since Iris was well 
aware of this fact, she had tried to make Eugene a hostage. 


‘Did she have to do that?’ 


Iris controlled her Demoneye of Darkness far better than 300 years 
ago. It was so good that she had kidnapped Lavera without alerting 
Eugene right away. She had also disappeared with her dark elves 
before Eugene’s eyes. 


If she had decided to go so far that she was willing to kidnap and hold 
hostages, she had various options. If Iris had sneaked into the main 
estate and tried to abduct the elves with her Demoneye of Darkness... 
then how could Eugene stop her? 


‘...What if she had no choice... ?’ 


The World Tree had already rooted itself in the Lionheart forest, 
forming a barrier that protected the elves. 


‘She can’t get in there.’ Eugene came to a realization. 
He had to try very hard not to laugh. 


‘Then there is really no need for the White Dragon Knights to protect the 
main estate... No, they are needed. Iris may not be able to infiltrate the 
forest, but she is capable of pulling crazy stunts.’ 


When Eugene had thought that much, he couldn’t help but wonder. 
This place was none other than the Kiehl Empire, and Iris had acted 
this crazy against the Lionhearts. Helmuth would no longer recognize 
Iris as one of their own, no matter how much the Demon King of 
Incarceration respected Iris as the Demon King of Fury’s daughter. 


‘She is going to leave Helmuth.’ Eugene reached a conclusion. 


Helmuth had never seen Iris and the dark elves in a positive light. 
Therefore, the demonfolks in Helmuth would never accept Iris as their 
Demon King, even if she had become strong enough to be respected as 
a Demon King. 


“Uhm, it’s a bit late, but let me introduce myself,” Alchester spoke 
cautiously. 


While Eugene was deep in thought, the conversation between 
Alchester and Carmen came to an end. With a faint smile, Alchester 
approached Eugene and extended his hand. 


“Tm Alchester Dragonic.” 


“T have heard a lot about you,” Eugene spoke as he received 
Alchester’s handshake. 


‘He only resembles his hair and eye color.’ Eugene thought as he recalled 
the ‘Dragonic’ whom he had seen in his past life. 


His title of the best knight of Kiehl was not the only reason why 
Eugene knew and took an interest in the name Alchester Dragonic. 


300 years ago, Eugene had met Alchester’s ancestor. 
‘He babbled about how he was half human and half dragon... ’ 


There once was a crazy bastard who had abandoned his original 
surname and changed it to Dragonic. 


Chapter 164 
The Capital (8) 


There was a man named Orix Dragonic three hundred years ago. 


Just like Vermouth, Orix suddenly made a name for himself in the 
world. During the time when demonic beast armies had invaded the 
Kiehl border, a general thought that his army had no chance of 
winning on this chaotic battlefield, so he was about to order his 
people to retreat. 


At that moment, Orix literally dropped from the sky. After he 
appeared, he slaughtered half of the demonic beast armies with his 
sword force that reached tens of meters in length. With Orix’s help, 
the Kiehl army had a chance of winning, and they didn’t let it go to 
waste — they successfully drove out the demonic beast army from the 
Kiehl border. 


Most heroes who lived during the era had a story or two like this. That 
was only natural; the world was in chaos three hundred years ago. 
There were wars going on everywhere, the enemies were always 
strong, humans were weak and outnumbered... People couldn’t help 
but dream of becoming a hero. 


When somebody asked Orix about where he had learned 
swordsmanship, Orix told the man that he had learned it from his 
father. When someone else interrupted the conversation and asked 
how he could accumulate that much mana, his answer remained the 
same. In fact, he used the same answer for most questions. In the end, 
the general became so frustratingly curious that he had to ask who 
Orix's father was. 


—My father’s name is Parlasquez. He is a dragon. 


...Although the world believed so, Hamel knew that Orix Dragonic 
wasn’t half human and half dragon. 


His name was Venos Allen. Just like Hamel, he was a mercenary. At 
one point in time, Venos and Hamel had been in the same mercenary 
guild. They had even fought together on the battlefield. 


He wasn’t Hamel’s friend, though. 


Venos was a narrow-minded bastard. When the young Hamel had first 
joined the mercenary guild, Venos had become Hamel’s direct 
superior since Venos was a year older than Hamel. Venos would order 
Hamel to empty chamber pots and wash the senior mercenaries’ 
smelly clothes. Since the tradition of the group’s youngest member 
doing all sorts of dirty work had already been in place even in that 
fucked up era, Hamel obediently followed Venos’ orders. 


Hamel was still young at the time, but true to his inborn nature, his 
temper was getting worse and worse. At first, he simply followed 
orders, but at one point, all the things that he was forced to do began 
to annoy him. 


‘That bastard is just a year older than me, but he keeps ordering me 
around just because he is my direct superior.’ 


Venos was not the only one that Hamel didn’t like. He also hated the 
mercenary seniors. There was nothing to learn from them, and they 
deserved no respect. Some of them even looked at the young Hamel’s 
butt in a very sexual way, and it wasn’t all that rare for these kinds of 
incidents to happen in the mercenary guild during the era. 


Of course, Hamel would have rather died before he accepted any kind 
of sexual harassment, and that was how all hell ended up breaking 
loose. One of the mercenary seniors stretched a little too close to 
Hamel’s sleeping bag. Having finally run out of patience, Hamel 
simply beat the shit out of his senior. 


Naturally, Venos also flipped out. He showered Hamel with curses, so 
Hamel beat up Venos as well. 


The leader of the mercenary guild then jumped on Hamel, saying that 
he was going to cut off Hamel’s arms. How dare the youngest member 
of a mercenary guild go crazy and commit mutiny? Therefore, Hamel 

beat up the mercenary guild leader too. 


Obviously, since he had, in fact, revolted against the leadership, he 
could no longer stay in the mercenary guild. The young Hamel thus 
quickly gathered his belongings and ransacked the pockets of the 
unconscious Venos and other mercenaries. After that, he left the 
mercenary guild. 


Hamel thought that was going to be his last time seeing Venos. 


When Venos had become Orix and protected the Kiehl border, Hamel 
was in Vermouth’s party. At the request of the Kiehl emperor, they 
headed to the Kiehl border. When they arrived, however, the battle 
was already over. 


The general who was guarding the border introduced Orix to the hero 
party in a rather grand manner. Since Hamel hadn’t met Venos for a 
long time, he wasn’t able to recognize Venos from his appearance. On 
top of that, Venos looked different too — his hair was now red and his 
eyes became blue. 


Yet, Hamel remembered Venos’ mana. Of course he would — Venos 
had always nitpicked on how Hamel trained his mana. Though, for a 
person who spouted that much bullshit, Venos surely didn’t have 
many Cores or that much mana... 


“Do I have something on my face?” Alchester asked as he shyly 
brushed his cheek. 


‘I must have stared at him for too long.’ 


After the thought, Eugene casually answered, “I was just amazed to 
meet the descendant of the legendary half-dragon. That’s all.” 


“Ah...” Alchester grinned as if he understood why Eugene stared at 
him. “I am talking to the descendants of the Great Vermouth, so I 
know I shouldn’t be too proud... But my ancestor, Sir Orix Dragonic, 
was also a legendary hero.” 


Eugene desperately held back his laughter. 


“My ancestor couldn’t refuse the emperor’s request at the time, so he 
remained in Kiehl and protected the Empire. However... According to 


our family’s history, he always regretted not going to Helmuth...” 


Under the Cloak, Eugene pinched his own thigh. Mer also read what 
was going on in Eugene’s head. Without any personal reasons, Mer 
helped Eugene hold back his laughter by also pinching and twisting 
the skin on Eugene’s waist and arms. 


— Are you Venos? 


—... You’ve got the wrong man. My name is Orix Dragonic. My father 
is Parlasquez the dragon... 


— It’s little, but I can still sense Venos’ mana. 
—... I don’t know who Venos is. 


Venos had kept on pretending that he didn’t know anything, so Hamel 
had made him tell the truth. Hamel had some proof to back up his 
words. 


— You motherfucker. You are a Demon King’s spy, aren’t you? 
— That’s outrageous... 


— You see, the Venos I know is a bastard who is weaker than a stone 
rolling around on the street. How can such a bastard get this much 
stronger within ten-something years? 


—... Lord Hamel... I heard you were also an ordinary mercenary... 


— Everybody already called me freakishly strong when I was a 
mercenary, but they didn’t call you that, Venos. How can I not have 
some doubts when a weak-ass bastard like you has gotten this strong? 
Tell me the truth, you son of a bitch. You are a Demon King’s spy, 
aren’t you? A Demon King ordered you to infiltrate Kiehl and kill the 
emperor, right? 


— What in the world...? 


Hamel hadn’t felt the need to talk about this any further — he had 
simply pounced at Orix. Baffled, Orix had fought back right away. 
However, it hadn’t taken long for Orix to roll around on the ground, 
bleeding from both nostrils. 


— Speak the truth, you son of a bitch. You are a Demon King’s spy, 
aren’t you? 


— No, I told you I’m... Argh! 


After beating the living daylight out of Venos for a bit, Hamel could 
finally hear about what had happened to him. 


Due to Hamel’s rampage in the mercenary guild, the guild had 
disbanded. Therefore, Venos had been forced to bounce around 
multiple mercenary guilds to gain experience. During that era, a 
mercenary’s main job had been to fight in wars, but that wasn’t their 
only job. 


— You explored an underground dungeon because of a quest. But it 
turns out that the dungeon was a dragon’s tomb...? When you touched 
a Dragonheart in that dungeon, its power entered your body? Are you 
fucking kidding me? 


— W-why do you keep saying I’m lying...?! 


— If you are going to lie, you have to make your lies more believable, 
you know... 


Orix had cried his eyes out at the time, his tears mixing with snot and 
blood from his nose. 


In Eugene’s head, Orix’s face at the time overlapped with the face of 
Alchester, who was sitting right in front of him. As a result, Eugene 
almost lost it, even though Mer was still pinching him with all her 
might inside the Cloak. 


“If my ancestor had gone to Helmuth with the heroes... The Great 
Vermouth might have made more achievements...,” Alchester spoke, 
looking outside the carriage’s window. 


Of course, Alchester had no way of knowing that story. Eugene, on the 
other hand, knew Orix and what had happened in the past, so it was 
torture for him to listen to Alchester. Orix had been hellbent on not 
going to Helmuth three hundred years ago. He had wanted to be 
treated with utmost respect in Kiehl, just fighting off the demonic 
beasts that invaded the border from time to time. If he had gone to 
Helmuth, Orix would have had to fight every day and worry about 
someone shoving a knife into his throat every night. That was just 
how Helmuth had been at the time. 


The hero party also had no need for Orix. At first, Sienna had been 
interested in Orix’s Dragonheart, but she quickly became disappointed 
when she found out that Orix didn’t have that much mana even 
though he was the owner of a Dragonheart. 


— Hamel, do you know the saying ‘putting lipstick on a pig?’l1] 
— Why would you put lipstick on a pig? 
— You're dumber than a pig. 


Since Molon liked fighting against a strong person. he had also been 
interested in Orix. However, his interest quickly dissipated once he 
found out that Orix wasn’t as strong as he had thought. 


As for Anise and Vermouth, they had shown zero interest in Orix from 
the get-go. Anise said that the current party was ideal, adding 
someone would just break the balance. On top of that, she evaluated 
Orix as someone who wasn’t worth enough for her to wait until the 
party regained balance. 


Vermouth said the same stuff: the hero party didn’t need an extra 
member. The five were fine on their own. 


Vermouth always said that. While the party had been wandering 
around Helmuth, they had met numerous heroes. Some had wished to 
be a member of their party. There had been some whom Hamel 
himself wanted as one of his party members. 


There was one thing he could never deny — Hamel was the weakest 
member in the hero party when they first arrived at the frontline of 


Helmuth. Among the heroes who had already made a name for 
themselves in the area, there were many people who were stronger 
than him. 


Yet, Vermouth never asked them to join his party. On the contrary, 
when other heroes approached him wanting to become a member, he 
firmly rejected them. Vermouth explained to them that it had been 
great fighting together on this or that occasion, but he had to be 
together with his current teammates. 


At the time, Hamel had really been unable to understand Vermouth. 
“..I still don’t.’ Eugene thought, feeling mixed emotions. 


He put his hand inside the cloak and slapped the back of Mer’s hand 
to stop her from pinching him. 


“’..You seem to have a lot of respect for your ancestor,” Eugene spoke, 
trying to be as calm as possible. 


“Just like you respect the Great Vermouth,” Alchester spoke, smiling. 
“My ancestor may not have fought against the Demon Kings in 
Helmuth, but he protected numerous Kiehl citizens and the Kiehl 
borderline as he remained in the Empire. Sir Vermouth protected the 
world by fighting against the Demon Kings, but my ancestor also 
devoted his life to Kiehl.” 


Alchester looked at the symbol of the White Dragon Knightly Order on 
his uniform. 


“,.It is said that the first Kiehl emperor was friends with a dragon,” 
Alchester explained the founding myth of Kiehl. “From the start, the 
Kiehl Empire has been friends with dragons. However, a long time has 
passed since the guardian dragon of the Empire died. No connection 
existed between the Empire and dragons afterward... But when my 
half-dragon ancestor arrived at Kiehl three hundred years ago, the 
Empire once again became friends with dragons.” 


“...Cough,” Eugene suddenly cleared his throat. 


“What’s wrong?” Alchester swiftly asked. 


“’,.My... my wound from the fight with the Rakshasa Princess 
suddenly ached.” Eugene grabbed his chest, physically suppressing his 
laughter from coming out. 


“Of course, you would have an injury. The Rakshasa Princess is 
strong,” Carmen spoke as she turned her head away from the window. 
Holding her bandaged right arm, she continued, “But we’re strong too, 
kid... Well, I guess I can’t call you kid anymore, Eugene.” 


“..Why are you calling me kid then...” Alchester timidly interrupted. 


“Quiet, kid. I haven’t survived a life and death battle with you, so you 
are still a kid to me, Alchester.” 


Alchester wasn’t able to understand Carmen’s logic, but he decided to 
not nitpick on that. 


“A dragon, huh...,” Carmen muttered under her breath as she stared at 
her bandaged fingers. 


“Do you have something you would like to say?” Eugene cautiously 
asked. 


“No, it’s nothing.” Carmen put her hand in her coat pocket and 
chuckled. “Heaven Genocide... The pocket watch that hides its true 
form.” 


As she kept on staring at her pocket watch, she furtively glanced at 
Eugene. “...A dragon, huh...” 


Eugene stayed silent at Carmen’s obvious act. What Carmen had said 
the day before crossed Eugene’s mind. 


— I found the Heaven Genocide through a coincidental encounter — 
no, a miracle... Wow, it has already been decades since I found it. I 
went through a magical experience when I was young. That’s all I can 
tell you. 


— You started anyway, so why can’t you just tell me the whole damn 
story? 


—Ican’t. I can’t break the promise since promises are important. 


In any case, thanks to Carmen being really obvious, Eugene had a 
rough idea about how Carmen had gotten her hands on Heaven 
Genocide and who had made it. 


“ ..Wouldn’t it be better if we go together?” Alchester asked with a 
hint of discontentment. 


“No, you guys should go by carriage.” Carmen shook her head. 
“T think it’s inefficient...” 


“T asked you and the rest of the White Dragon Knights to guard the 
nearby areas of the Lionheart land. I don’t want strangers to enter the 
main estate.” 


Due to Carmen’s firm rejection, Alchester had no choice but to step 
back. 


“In that case, I will do as you ask. We will use the warp gate at the 
outskirts of Ceres to visit the Lionhearts’ land.” 


“We will discuss how to protect the estate later. We will come to you, 
so you just put up a camp outside the main estate’s wall or 
something,” Carmen instructed Alchester. 


Leaving Alchester, Carmen went through the warp gate first. 
Following Carmen, Eugene also entered the warp gate. The sight of a 
familiar forest unfolded before his eyes. 


“Did you do that because of the forest?” Eugene asked Carmen, who 
was putting another cigar in her mouth. 


“Yeah, that’s why.” Carmen nodded. “Alchester isn’t a black-hearted 
person. I have known him since he was a little child. At one time, I 
have exchanged knowledge for the sake of the Lionhearts and the 
Dragonics’ friendship.” 


“Exchanged knowledge?” Eugene tilted his head in confusion. 


“T taught Alchester the Lionheart style. Alchester’s father... the former 
Dragonic Patriarch taught me the Dragonic style. I personally think 
the Lionhearts were the ones who suffered a loss during the 
exchange,” Carmen spoke, chewing on the end of her cigar. Soon, she 
frowned as she felt the bitterness spreading in her mouth. “...To put it 
in another way, I was Alchester’s teacher, so I know who Alchester is. 
He’s timid, but his loyalty for his lord makes him overcome his 
timidness.” 


Alchester’s lord was the emperor of Kiehl. 


“This forest is too valuable. There is not only the leyline made by the 
Great Vermouth, but there are also the trees that you brought. These 
things make the forest into a treasure warehouse. If Alchester finds 
out about the forest... he will definitely report back to the emperor. 
He wouldn’t try to take our land, but he is more than capable of 
producing a royal decree ordering us to cooperate and let the White 
Dragon Knights train in the forest. Things would get real noisy around 
here.” 


As they talked, the other Black Lions arrived at the estate through the 
warp gate. 


Watching them, Carmen continued, “The Rakshasa Princess retreated, 
but don’t lower your guard. Since she went that far last time, we don’t 
know when she will strike again.” 


After warning Eugene, Carmen went over to the Black Lions to discuss 
their future plans. 


Eugene approached Lavera, who looked noticeably pale. 

“,.Master Eugene.” Lavera’s eyes lost focus for a moment. 

“How are you feeling?” 

“Tm... okay. Master Eugene, are you... No, never mind. I’m sorry...” 


“What’s there for you to apologize?” Eugene grumbled as he stood in 
front of Lavera. “Stand still.” 


“...Pardon?” 
“Don’t move,” Eugene repeated, grabbing Lavera’s shoulders. 


Lavera was surprised, but she stood still, remembering Eugene’s 
instruction. 


‘He is punishing me.’ Lavera thought and bit her lips. 


Although Lavera hadn’t done it on purpose, Eugene had fallen into 
danger because he had gone out to the city with her. Since the slave 
had put her master into trouble, the slave had to be punished. 


“Hmm...” Eugene groped Lavera’s body, starting from her shoulder. 
His hands went slowly over her armpits, collarbones, and her chest. 
Lavera wasn’t humiliated, but saddened by the fact that Eugene, 
whom she had idolized, was doing this kind of stuff to her. 


While talking with the Black Lions, Carmen happened to see what 
Eugene was doing to Lavera. She gaped in shock, her cigar falling out 
of her mouth. 


‘What on earth is he doing? Why here? They aren’t alone. Why would he 
be groping an elven maid’s body in front of everyone?’ 


Carmen’s eyes lost focus. 


“Hmmmm...” Eugene’s touch was delicate, as if he was merely 
conducting some sort of diagnostic. After her chest, Eugene’s hands 
had come down on Lavera’s waist and abdomen. 


Turning her flushed face, Carmen loudly cleared her throat. “...Uhm... 
why don’t you... do it later...?” 


“Got it.” Eugene spoke calmly, not giving a hoot about the onlookers’ 
impression. 


‘Got what?’ Carmen bewilderedly thought. 


Before she could say something, Eugene slapped Lavera’s waist. 


“Ugh...!” Feeling a shock spreading throughout her body, Lavera 
covered her mouth. 


Eugene infused his mana into Lavera as he kept his hand on her waist. 
“Open your mouth,” Eugene ordered. 


However, there was no need for Eugene to give such an order. 
Something instantly squirmed out from deep inside her body and 
filled her mouth. 


“Blarghhh!” 


Lavera vomited up a dark lump. 


Chapter 165 
The Capital (9) 


The dark lump dropped to the ground without making a sound. 


As Lavera witnessed it falling right before her, her eyes widened in 
shock. She tried to take a few steps back, covering her mouth, but she 
ended up falling on her bottom. Unable to say anything, she just 
looked up at Eugene. 


“Master... Master... Eugene. W-what is...?” Lavera asked, stuttering. 
“How are you feeling?” Eugene kept his eyes on Lavera. 
“Pardon...?” 


“Haven’t you been feeling weird since you returned to the forest? You 
might have felt nausea, a headache...” 


After hesitating a bit, Lavera nodded. 


Smiling as if he had known it all along, Eugene tapped the dark lump 
on the ground with his foot. “It was because you had this thing inside 
you.” 


Iris had given up on Lavera too easily, which made Eugene have 
doubts. Just in case, Eugene had scanned Lavera’s body, and to his 
absolute lack of surprise, he had found Iris’ darkness right where he 
had expected it. 


“ ,.Something terrible could have happened,” Carmen mumbled as she 
frowned. 


She had witnessed how Iris could use her darkness in so many 
different ways. Therefore, seeing the darkness cluster filled Carmen’s 


mind with questions. 


‘What if Iris infiltrates the Lionheart main estate with her army using that 
darkness? What if she destroys the Lionheart warp gate so we can’t ask for 
outside help and attacks the estate after seizing the forest?’ 


Carmen approached the darkness to squash it but was stopped by 
Eugene. 


“What are you doing?” 


As he glanced at Carmen’s fist, he said, “There is something I want to 
check.” 


“Check what?” 


Eugene told her about his hypothesis on how Iris might not be able to 
enter the forest. 


After staring blankly for a while, Carmen cleared her throat. “... 
Actually, I thought that might be the case too.” 


She was lying. Iris couldn’t approach the forest because of the World 
Tree inside the forest? The thought had never crossed her mind. 
However, it sounded plausible when Carmen heard Eugene’s 
hypothesis in detail. If Iris wasn’t thinking about the consequences of 
her actions, it would have been much simpler for her to infiltrate the 
forest rather than stage a hostage situation. 


‘Am I right?’ Eugene thought. 


He picked up the darkness cluster with his wind, then headed into the 
forest. 


The lump reacted noticeably as Eugene went deeper into the forest. 
When Eugene had almost reached the center of the forest, the lump 
started to wobble as if it was going through a seizure. Moments later, 
it turned into ashes and disappeared. 


The darkness created by the Demoneye of Darkness wasn’t mana or 


demonic energy, but it was under Iris’ control. 


When an elf was corrupted after accepting demonic energy, they 
became a dark elf. 


The World Tree protected elves. Although the demonic disease killed 
elves, elves wouldn’t contract the disease in the World Tree’s land. 
And even if they had already contracted the demonic disease, the 
disease wouldn’t progress any further in the land. 


“The Rakshasa Princess can’t enter this forest. ’'m guessing it also 
applies to her dark elf subordinates.” 


“Hmm...” Carmen began to think as she stroked her chin. “Then 
would it be better to make the White Dragon Knights go away?” 


“Do we have to? It’s not like we have to pay them. They volunteered 
to protect the estate.” 


“That is true...” 


“Besides, we wouldn’t have gone through this unfortunate event if 
they had been doing their job right in the first place. And the 
Rakshasa Princess might use another method since she can’t enter the 
forest, right?” Eugene shrugged. 


Eugene’s logic was flawless. 


Nodding, Carmen stared at Eugene intensely. “I feel a bit ridiculous to 
say this now, but you have quite the skill.” 


Eugene thought the same about his interlocutor — Carmen Lionheart 
was stronger than he had expected. He was aware that Doynes had 
been considered to be the strongest Lionheart, but he had never seen 
Doynes fighting. However, as he witnessed Carmen fighting against 
the Rakshasa Princess, he had thought that she was strong enough to 
be considered the strongest Lionheart. 


‘She dealt with Iris’ Demoneye pretty well considering it was her first time 
seeing it.’ 


If Iris hadn’t gotten stronger over the past three hundred years, 
Eugene would have killed Iris using the Moonlight Sword during the 
fight with Carmen. Feeling how long three hundred years was, Eugene 
clicked his tongue. 


“...It doesn’t just apply to Iris, either.’ 


Although Raizakia was half-dead and wandering around a dimensional 
rift, the other two dukes — the Queen of Night Demons and 
Incarceration’s Blade — were alive and well. Gavid Lindman, 
Incarceration’s Blade, was doing particularly well. 


When Eugene recalled Gavid’s black sword and the sound of his 
clanking chain, he felt a shiver down his spine. 


Without revealing what he was feeling, Eugene turned to Carmen who 
was deep in thought. 


“What are you thinking about with that serious look on your face?” 
“You said Hector escaped from the Black Lion Castle, right?” 
“Yes, that’s right.” Eugene nodded. 


“Is there a possibility that Hector is linked with the Rakshasa 
Princess? With her Demoneye, it would have been a piece of cake for 
the Rakshasa Princess to help Hector escape.” 


“No, that’s highly unlikely.” 


Hector had used magic to escape. That was why Hector had left a 
trace. If Hector had used Iris’ Demoneye to escape, there was no way 
he would have left a trace. 


Besides, only Iris could use her darkness as a passage. Just because 
Hector had Iris’ darkness inside him didn’t mean that he was able to 
use it to flee. Not to mention... was there any reason for Iris to show 
up and take Hector away? Why would she have bothered to leave a 
trace of magic just so that she could conceal her involvement in the 
matter? No matter how hard Eugene thought, he couldn't think of a 


reason. 


“You surely know a lot about the Rakshasa Princess,” Carmen 
muttered under her breath as she blinked. 


Eugene hurriedly straightened his face. Come to think of it, Eugene 
had revealed too much to Carmen. 


“Your personality is different from your looks, huh?” Carmen 
randomly asked. 


“Pardon?” 


“You listened to Alchester’s boring family history with interest and 
often hung out with Sir Genos at the Black Lion Castle. The Rakshasa 
Princess even mistook you to be a Lionheart hound.” 


“...Uh... yeah, she did.” 


“You might already know this, but Sir Genos’ family is a rather 
prestigious collateral family. I might be offending them if I talk this 
way... anyway, the Great Vermouth made Sir Genos’ family work like 
a hound for the Lionhearts. And then he passed down the Hamel Style, 
his deceased friend’s style. That’s how the Black Lions were founded.” 


“Ves... I heard about that too...” 


“T guess Sir Genos adores you so much that he even passed down his 
family’s secret technique, huh... Well, I can see you and Sir Genos get 
along pretty well. You two both like old stories.” 


After coming to a conclusion on her own, Carmen had a pleasant smile 
on her face. For a moment, Eugene had worried that Carmen had 
found out about his true identity... He could see that he was worrying 
about nothing, however, when he saw Carmen’s pleasant smile. 


“Uhm... Yeah... I respect Sir Hamel...” 


“Tt seemed like it. Your current level is not something that can be 
achieved with just innate talent. You wouldn’t be able to reach this 


high without going through the kind of training that makes you shed 
blood instead of sweat. You must have put so much effort into training 
that ordinary people would never be able to imagine it.” 


Carmen looked at Eugene with seriousness; her golden eyes shone 
under the sunset. Eugene felt uncomfortable as he listened to her, but 
he also felt rather good to have his efforts recognized like this. 


“Deep respect and affection for Sir Hamel made you the person you 
are today,” Carmen solemnly spoke. She was pretty content with 
herself, because she thought she had said something really cool. 


Carmen put her hand on Eugene’s shoulder and nodded. “During your 
Coming-Of-Age ceremony last year, I was the one who sparred with 
you, but I will acknowledge it again today. Eugene Lionheart, you are 
not only worthy of the name Lionheart, but you are also a giant flame 
who will make the Lionhearts’ future bright.” 


“'.. Yes... Is that so...” 


“Therefore, I want to gift you a rightful name as a Lionheart elder and 
a senior in martial arts,” Carmen spoke solemnly 


“Huh?” Eugene sensed something weird was going on. 


“A lion with a bluish-white flame that encompasses lightning...” 
Carmen looked up at the sky with dazed eyes. 


“Wait...” 


“Lightning Flash Azure Fire God...” Carmen frowned and wondered 
why the name didn’t sound as catchy when she said it out loud as it 
did in her mind. Then, she noticed her own bandaged right hand. The 
bandage was wet with blood. 


“’.. Yes. From now on, you are Eugene Lionheart the Blood Lion.” 
“Lady Carmen, look.” 


“The Blood Lion annihilates his family’s enemies. He will walk a 


blood-soaked path, but he will always stay elegant, beautiful, and 
strong.” 


Eugene couldn’t take it anymore. He tried to get out of there, but 
Carmen didn’t let Eugene’s shoulder go. 


Clap. Clap. Clap. 


The Black Lions, who had been silent, began to clap. They were part 
of the Third Division which was led by Carmen. Intimidating, 
frightening men applauded Eugene, looking sincerely touched. 


‘They are all fucking crazy,’ Eugene desperately thought. 


In his past life, Eugene had also named his techniques so weirdly that, 
even now, the names made him cringe from time to time. However, 
the names ‘Asura Rampage’ and ‘Poltergeist Aegis’ felt pretty normal 
in comparison to what he was experiencing now. 


And why in the world were they clapping?! They had all clearly gone 
mad like Carmen, since no sane people could respect and follow such 
a captain. 


? 


‘,..Maybe Ciel is also... 


The sound of Ciel’s annoying laughter came to his mind. She had 
already been working as Carmen’s squire and studying under her. Ciel 
respected and followed Carmen... 


Eugene was seriously worried that Ciel had gone mad like them. 


“Princess.” A dark elf approached, worrying about Iris. 
However, Iris waved her hand with a nonchalant face. “I’m fine.” 


She wasn’t acting tough. It was true that she had gotten hit multiple 
times, and her enemies were stronger than she had thought. Indeed, a 


diamond lying on a dunghill was still a diamond. The Lionhearts were 
strong enough to call themselves the best warrior family on the 
continent. 


Chuckling, Iris sat on a sofa. 


“Carmen Lionheart, the Silver Lion. Eugene Lionheart... I guess the 
two of them are enough to make the Lionhearts the strongest warrior 
family on the continent,” Iris mumbled as she undid one of her 
buttons. Although she had been hit so many times, there wasn’t a 
single bruise on her body. She had finished recovering during the brief 
time it had taken her to teleport back to this place. 


“...Maybe I should have put myself out and taken them hostages.’ 


Iris regretted it. If she had taken Eugene and Carmen hostages, she 
could have used them to negotiate with Lionheart and take a hundred 
elves. 


With difficulty, Iris let go of her regrets. From the start, Iris hadn’t 
planned to negotiate with the Lionhearts. Therefore, she had illegally 
entered the Kiehl Empire, made a ruckus in Ceres, and attacked the 
Lionhearts. There was no longer room for negotiation. 


“’,.Are you okay, Princess?” The dark elf asked again, unsure about 
Iris’ condition. 


“Tm fine.” 
Rattle. 
The carriage departed. 


It was more like a wagon, and Iris and the dark elves were now in the 
back of the wagon. The wagon was covered with a large, thick canvas, 
so they couldn’t see what was going on outside. Leaning against the 
sofa, Iris touched her abdomen. 


“T have been persistent over the past three hundred years,” Iris quietly 
spoke. 


Dark elves were sterile. Once they had become corrupted after 
accepting demonic energy into their body, dark elves could no longer 
have children, no matter what. 


In other words, Iris had to corrupt elves in order to increase the 
number of dark elves. 


“There are one hundred elves in the Lionheart forest. Even though I 
want to use them to increase the number of dark elves... I can’t use 
them to fight.” Iris gritted her teeth. 


The elves were still on Iris’ mind. When she had heard that the 
descendants of the fucking Vermouth were protecting elves, she had 
really wanted to just barge in and take the elves away. The fact that 
elves didn’t want to go with Iris didn’t matter to her. 


However, it turned out that it was impossible for Iris to do so. As a 
recon, she had once gone to the Lionheart land, but her heart and 

head had started to ache as she went closer. Even the Demoneye of 
Darkness, which was Iris’ strongest power, didn’t function properly. 


While retreating, she had come to a realization. Even if she 
successfully made one hundred dark elves, would there be any dark 
elves whom she could fight with right away? Elves had long lifespans, 
but they didn’t use those to become stronger... Iris was well aware of 
this, since she had once been an elf herself. 


Iris thought that elves were God’s mistake. They spent hundreds of 
years doing nothing meaningful. They were born with powerful magic 
and astonishing spirit affinity. However, all they focused on was 
cultivating forests, planting flowers, and picking fruits, instead of 
training their innate affinities. Although elves were better than 
humans in every way, they cooped themselves in a closed society 
without trying to procreate. 


Elves were like that, and Iris was sure that most elves under the 
Lionhearts’ protection were the same. 


“...If there’s any elf who would be able to fight right away after becoming a 
dark elf... that would be Signard. I’m not sure if the rest of them have even 
tried holding a sword,’ Iris bitterly thought as she stared at the white 


canvas. 


It was important to increase the number of dark elves, but what Iris 
needed right now were elves whom she could fight with to achieve a 
great task, not incompetents. Even if she successfully made a hundred 
elves into dark elves, they wouldn’t be much of a help to her. In fact, 
they would be just burdens to Iris. 


The Demoneye of Darkness’ teleportation ability wasn’t omnipotent. 
That was why they were riding on a wagon. They would have needed 
several more wagons to move another hundred dark elves. 


“ ..Fuck.” Iris heaved a big sigh with a cigarette in her mouth. 


Everything led down to one conclusion: her war chest was almost 
empty. Since she had left Helmuth, she could no longer receive the 
dark elf support fund. Yes, she had accumulated a fortune over 
hundreds of years. However, she had used it up to grease demonfolk 
bureaucrats who were making new administration policies and to fund 
multiple wild goose chases. A sugar cube in a cup of hot tea would 
have melted away slower than the gold in her vaults. 


“..How long will it take for us to get to the harbor?” Iris asked as she 
frowned a bit. 


“Tt will take ten days by wagon.” 
They had no plans to use a warp gate. 


Iris clicked her tongue and lit her cigarette. “Are you... guys really 
okay?” 


Holding the cigarette smoke in her lungs, Iris looked at her 
subordinates as she cautiously spoke. “We are dark elves, but we were 
once elves. It is in our nature to feel peace in forests... but there are 
no forests in the seas.” 


“Don’t doubt yourself, Princess.” A dark elf who had been serving Iris 
for a long time bowed. “We all have devoted everything to your cause, 
Princess.” 


“ ... know that... but...” 


“Many dark elves and mercenaries are already waiting for you in 
Shimuin.” 


Without answering, Iris blew out the smoke in her lungs. A few 
moments later, she asked, “Have you guys... ever been on a ship?” 


“T haven’t.” 
“So you’ve never sailed a ship, have you?” 
“T can learn if I need to.” 


“T think it would be faster to just seize a ship. We can get a human 
who knows how to operate a ship, right?” another dark elf 
interrupted. 


“Yeah... that would be better. We already decided we will become 
pirates anyway.” 


Iris sighed, blowing out another cloud of smoke. 


Due to the development of warp gates, the world of trading had gone 
through a cataclysmic change. However, that didn’t mean that was the 
end of maritime trade. Although warp gates were really convenient, 
the installation cost was astronomically high. The countries that 
owned warp gates also had to regularly spend tremendous amounts of 
resources for maintenance. 


Warp gates had naturally become a yardstick in determining whether 
or not a country was advanced. Therefore, there was no way for small 
island countries or cities to own warp gates. 


That was why Iris decided that she would become a pirate. 


Everybody considered Sea Kingdom Shimuin an advanced country, 
but many islands near Shimuin had no warp gates. On top of that, 
Shimuin also traded with Samar Rainforest. Elves often used Shimuin’s 
trading ships to get to Samar. 


“T can fill up my war chest and increase the number of dark elves at 
the same time... Yeah, there’s nothing bad about it except for the fact 
that we have to live on the sea.” 


“Or... we could settle in Samar, how does that sound? According to 
the fellow dark elves who settled there first, it’s a harsh environment, 
but it’s not bad to start working on our great task...” One of her dark 
elves cautiously suggested. 


“There are too many tribes under Helmuth’s control in that place,” Iris 
spoke as she bit the cigarette filter. 


“...1 became so pathetic.” 


After stubbing out her cigarette, Iris buttoned her shirt again. “...If I 
had just won the territorial war with that bitch, Noir Giabella...” 


The Queen of Night Demons was the reason why Iris had to leave 
Helmuth. She bit her lips as she recalled the events. 


Chapter 166 
Queen of the Night Demons 


The Devildom of Helmuth, a nation that was well-suited for the lives 
of both humans and demonfolk. 


The citizens who lived here were guaranteed a minimum living 
standard even if they didn’t do any work. 


The ancient undead raised by high-ranking demonfolk and black 
wizards along with the countless demonic beasts contracted by the 
Demon King did all the work that citizens would usually have done. 
Thanks to this, Helmuth’s vast farmlands were always covered in 
golden wheat regardless of the season. 


Helmuth’s citizens didn’t have to pay their taxes with money; instead, 
they paid their taxes in the form of life-force. In other words, even if 
they didn’t have a single penny in their pocket, it was possible for 
them to keep to a minimum standard of living just by regularly 
offering some life-force to Helmuth. 


However, like with most beings, their greed was endless. Just by 
mortgaging their souls and accepting the condition that they would be 
put to work for ten years after their death, humans who emigrated to 
Helmuth were able to enjoy a luxurious life. 


As for the demonfolk? 


They weren’t much different from humans in terms of greed. 
However, demonfolk weren’t as quick to bargain with their souls as 
the humans. Because they were familiar with contracts of the soul, the 
demonfolk were well aware of how dangerous they were and how 
much care needed to be taken when bargaining with their own souls 
as a collateral. 


That was why demonfolk preferred to do work personally instead of 


deferring it to after their deaths. While it was true that undead and 
demonic beast workers were convenient to use, Helmuth didn’t 
persecute those who chose to work on their own volition. If there was 
anyone who wanted a job, then they were given priority in being 
provided with a job. 


That was just how capable Helmuth’s Ministry of Employment and 
Labor was, and how much the Great Demon King, who ruled this 
immense empire, respected and guaranteed all the rights and 
freedoms of his people. 


Thanks to that, on this construction site, apart from the undead 
laborers, there were also many of the lowest-ranking demonfolk at 
work. They had agreed to be paid in some turbid life-force and one 
hundred thousand sals for today’s labor. Of course, what these 
common demonfolk really wanted was the life-force rather than the 
cash. 


For demonfolk, life-force was essential for the growth of their 
strength. However, who the hell would want to make a contract with 
these common demonfolk to provide them with their needed souls and 
life-force? 


Therefore, the Ministry of Employment and Labor had passed a 
regulation. Common demonfolk were to be paid with the lowest kind 
of life-force as part of their wages. 


Oooh, how generous of the Demon King of Incarceration! 


...But who could have imagined that such a scene would take place at 
a construction site like this? 


“Heave-ho! Heave-ho!” shouted a woman dressed in a yellow hard hat 
and a worker’s overalls. 


Who was this woman who was dancing at the top of an observation 
tower, shouting out roars of encouragement as if she was singing, and 
waving a pair of traffic wands in both hands like they were a pair of 
cheerleader pom-poms? 


“Put your back into it! Put your— Hold on, hold on one second! You, 


over there! Stop fooling around! It isn’t break time yet!” 
The woman blew into the whistle that was hanging around her neck. 
Peeeeep! 


One of the common demonfolk, who had been crouching in a hidden 
corner of the construction site, let out a sigh and stood back up. 


“ ,.Just who the hell is that lady?” he asked one of his fellow co- 
workers. 


“Who, huff, who knows,” came the panting reply. 
“Why would there be a cheerleader at a construction site...?” 
“A hu — slurp, a human?” 


“Mr. Komu, you’re not thinking of doing anything strange, are you? 
This isn’t some back alley slum or a sewer... if you so much as drool 
at a human, you'll be charged with an offense and get your soul even 
further restricted.” 


“Slurrrrp...” 


“T know, I know. But you’re a prior offender, Mr. Komu. That’s why 
you need to be even more careful. The restrictions on your soul have 
already made holding a conversation difficult... how much more 
ene will it be if the next restriction leaves you with a Vocal 
Banl*1?” 


“Sluuuurp...” 


At these words from the cyclops, Gargal, a gloomy expression slid 
across the face of the sewer slime demonfolk, Komu. 


Apart from a few outliers like Gargal, lower-ranking demonfolk were 
usually quite far from humans in appearance. This couldn’t be helped, 
as most common demonfolk were actually demonic beasts that had 


gained self-awareness and become sentient. 
“Heave-ho, heave-ho!” 


After confirming that the common demonfolk had gotten up and 
started working again, the woman resumed swinging around her 
traffic wands while shouting out cheers of encouragement. 


“Tf you hold on a bit longer, it will be time for lunch! Although you 
should all already be aware of this, the lunch prepared for you today 
will be based on the questionnaire that you filled out this morning! 
Within the legal limits, of course!” 


Sometimes, there were a few demonfolk who went overboard with 
their requests. Perhaps because they weren’t good at studying and 
were ignorant, there were a few idiots who would write down things 
like ‘human flesh’ on the lunch menu questionnaire. 


That was why the woman had emphasized ‘within the legal limits’ 
while shouting. 


“We're only able to prepare all of these meals according to your 
desires thanks to the grace of Duchess Noir Giabella, who’s both the 
client for this construction site and the CEO of our Dreaming 
Construction Company! Now then, all workers, make sure to thank 
Duchess Giabella! Let’s all shout together now!” 


After a few moments' pause, the workers followed the instruction. 
“Our thanks to Duchess Giabella!” 


Their loud roar echoed all throughout the forest around the 
construction site. The woman spun around with a happy expression on 
her face at these ringing shouts. Then she leapt off the top of the 
extremely tall observation tower. 


“,.How impressive,” commented a man with neatly combed hair, 
dressed in a black suit, who was standing at the bottom of the 


observation tower. On his shoulders were a pair of golden epaulets 
and his chest was covered in ornate medals. 


In spite of his gaudy appearance, no one on the construction site 
seemed to be aware of the man. And it wasn’t just the man either. Of 
the workers busily strolling around, none of them paid any attention 
to the woman who had just jumped down from the towering 
observation desk. 


“What do you mean by that?” the woman asked. 
“T was just in awe of how thick your skin is,” the man explained. 


“Aha, you’re talking about their ‘thanks to Duchess Giabella.’ Did that 
annoy you?” the woman asked as she took off her hard hat. Abundant 
waves of black hair that seemed impossible to have been able to fit 
inside that hard hat, poured down her back. 


“If that’s the case, then I’'ll make sure to include your name for next 
time. ‘Thanks to Duchess Giabella. Thanks to Duke Lindman.’ How 
does that sound?” the Queen of the Night Demons, Noir Giabella, 
asked him with a grin. 


In the face of her bright smile, Gavid Lindman shrugged. “That’s not 
what I was trying to point out. After all, I’ve already known for 
hundreds of years that you’re someone who’s practically overflowing 
with narcissism.” 


“Then what exactly could be bothering our dear Duke Lindman?” 


“Aren’t you fully aware that all the meals served here are just porridge 
that only barely qualifies as food in terms of providing nutrition, 
much less taste like anything?” 


“As long as they’re happy when they’re putting it in their mouths, it 
doesn’t matter if they aren’t actually eating the real thing, right?” Noir 
Giabella said with a smile as her eyes twinkled like a sky full of stars. 
“Also, since we’ve made sure of its nutritional value, I feel like the 
point you’re trying to make is out of line. ’m just making sure that 
they see the things that they want to eat, and they’re actually able to 
taste those foods while they’re eating the porridge.” 


This was all due to the ability of her Demoneyes of Fantasy. 


The ability of her Demoneyes had been passed down as a legend even 
amongst the Night Demons, whose existence trod the lines between 
reality and dreams. Noir Giabella had already been a powerful Night 
Demon from the beginning, but a long time ago, she had gotten her 
hands on the Demoneyes of Fantasy and replaced her own natural 
eyes. 


Ever since then, Noir Giabella had been titled the ‘Queen of the Night 
Demons.’ Now, several hundreds of years later, she had become the 
ruler of one of the most powerful greater demonfolk tribes in all of the 
Devildom of Helmuth. 


Noir Giabella got to the point, “There’s no way that someone of your 
stature would really come here just to ask about an issue with the 
rations we serve our workers, right? In the first place, I haven't done 
anything that might be considered a violation of our majestic Demon 
King’s laws.” 


“Please don’t be concerned. There’s no official reason why I’ve come 
to you today. If I had to say why, then it would just be personal 
curiosity,” stated Incarceration’s Blade. 


He looked around with a calm gaze and listened to the loud noise 
resounding as this huge forest was being felled at the order of Noir 
Giabella. 


“As I’ve already told you, I went and got permission before doing 
anything,” Noir pouted. 


“T know. This forest has been yours for some time now, and you’re 
free to do whatever you wish with it. As long as you can afford the 
cost, of course.” Gavid then turned his head to stare at Noir and asked, 
“..But just what in the world do you intend to do in this forest?” 


“Tm going to build a casino,” Noir proudly declared. 


“..Isn’t this site a bit too large for just building a casino?” Gavid 
pointed out. 


“The casino will be pointless if we just keep it isolated in a forest. So 
firstly, I’m going to clear away everything. Then [ll start with a casino 
and a hotel... and after that, I plan on building all sorts of things,” 
Noir replied with a grin. “To put it simply, ’m planning on creating a 
huge tourist facility that will serve as my official headquarters, with 
my Night Demons hired as staff. I might also arrange some play 
facilities for children and maybe build a museum dedicated to 
enshrining my exploits? I also want to erect a few statues... Ah, would 
you like me to put something up for you as well? No matter what I do, 
it will be difficult for me to decorate the place all by myself.” 


“...How about something for the Demon King of Incarceration?” Gavid 
eventually asked. 


“What would be the point of that? Statues of the Demon King of 
Incarceration have already been erected all across Helmuth, and every 
public library is packed full of biographies commemorating the 
Demon King’s achievements,” Noir said doubtfully. 


Gavid piously declared, “No matter how much worship and reverence 
for the Lord abound, it will never be enough.” 


“That’s why I want some for myself,” Noir stated jealously. “Since it’s 
my land in any case, there’s no problem with me making something to 
gather some attention for myself, now is there? The ‘Giabella Park’ 
will become the best tourist attraction in all of Helmuth. I guarantee 
it.” 


Had she already decided on the name? Gavid just nodded with a wry 
smile. 


“If you’ve made up your mind already, then you should just do as you 
please. As long as you carefully select the skills of the Night Demons 
you'll be employing... Hm, I can’t even imagine how much life-force 
you'll end up extracting from the tourists,” Gavid sighed in 
admiration. 


“T won’t avoid paying my taxes, so you don’t need to worry about 
that,” Noir promised. 


“T’m well aware that you keep your hands scrupulously clean when it 


comes to such matters. However, do be careful to keep the greed of 
the Night Demons serving you under control,” Gavid warned. 


“Have the children under my command ever been accused of violating 
the standardized intake of life-force?” Noir huffed. 


“Tm talking about a different sort of greed,” Gavid said as he stared at 
Noir with his calm, deep-set eyes. 


“’,.Ah,” Noir nodded her head with a grin. “I already told you this 
three years ago, but I won’t make any excuses for Olpher. After rising 
to the position of baron, he got ahead of himself.” 


Eoin Olpher, an incubus who had once held the title of baron. Three 
years before, he had tried to make a contract with Eward Lionheart. 


In fact, a demonfolk making a contract with a human wasn’t a crime. 
However, the other party just happened to be the eldest son of the 
Lionheart clan’s direct line. Since the Lionheart clan was enraged by 
this matter, the Demon King of Incarceration had personally 
apologized for causing any offense to his ‘dear’ Vermouth’s clan by 
beheading Olpher. 


Noir gasped. “No way, are you suspecting that I was involved in the 
rebellion that took place at the Black Lion Castle a while ago?” 


“You have set a precedent for it,” Gavid confirmed. 


“This is so distressing. I never even told Olpher to try and signa 
contract with a young master from the Lionheart clan.” Noir tilted her 
head to the side in perplexity. “And likewise, I wasn’t involved with 
the rebellion at the Black Lion Castle this time either.” 


Not everything about the rebellion that had taken place at the Black 
Lion Castle had been fully made public yet. 


Eward Lionheart, the eldest son of the main family; Dominic 
Lionheart, a Captain of the Knights of the Black Lion; Hector 
Lionheart, a member of a collateral branch; those three and a secret 
cabal within the collateral branches, known as the ‘Pride,’ who 
harbored resentment toward the main family, had attempted to 


conduct an evil ritual at the Black Lion Castle. 


In the process, Deacon Lionheart from a collateral line and the Council 
Head Doynes Lionheart had been murdered. Eward and Dominic, who 
had planned this incident, had also perished. 


Hector Lionheart had escaped, and the families involved in Pride went 
into hiding. 


That was all that had been made known to the public. The spirit of 
darkness and the remnants of the Demon Kings, as well as the attempt 
to resurrect a Demon King with them, hadn’t been revealed. 


“In the first place, what reason would I have for getting involved?” 
Noir continued. 


However, even if the Lionhearts hadn’t made it public, demonfolk like 
these two who had lived for such a long time could make a somewhat 
educated guess as to the aim of the terrible ritual Eward had 
attempted to perform. 


Doynes had died, and Dominic had been involved in this scheme. This 
meant that the Annihilation Hammer and the Demon Spear had been 
involved in the ritual, but how could three people with a knightly 
background, who logically had no knowledge of the magic, rules, and 
sacrifices involved in rituals like these, have performed such a 
dangerous ritual? 


Something had helped those three prepare such a ritual. 


If the Annihilation Hammer and the Demon Spear had both been 
brought to the ritual site, then it was obvious what kind of existence 
had planned the ritual. 


“What reasons could I have for desiring the resurrection of the Demon 
Kings of Carnage and Cruelty, who died three hundred years ago?” 
Noir asked rhetorically. 


All demonfolk dreamed of ascending to the throne of a Demon King 
someday. 


And as the Queen of the Night Demons, Noir Giabella was one of the 
few among the countless demonfolk who was closest to the position of 
a Demon King. 


Noir attempted to cast Gavid’s suspicions elsewhere. “Think about the 
members of the households of Carnage and Cruelty who have survived 
these past three hundred years. They might be the only ones who 
would hope for the success of such a ritual. As long as they haven’t 
lost their loyalty to the Demon Kings by now, that is.” 


Gavid Lindman gave another wry smile at these words. It was strange 
to hear these words coming from the mouth of none other than Noir 
Giabella. 


Like she had said, there were still members of Cruelty and Carnage’s 
households who survived even now, after three hundred years had 
passed. However, would they still have the same collective strength as 
they had shown on the battlefield in the past? 


The answer was ‘no.’ Most of them had since lost their strength. 


Over this long period of three hundred years, they had lost themselves 
to sweet pleasures, allowing their bodies and minds to fall apart. And 
it was Noir Giabella who had personally arranged this. She had sent a 
large number of the Night Demons who served her to comfort these 
surviving war heroes, and by the time Noir Giabella decided to 
personally intervene, the veteran demonfolk had become degenerate 
enough that they were even willing to sign contracts that put their 
strength up as a collateral. 


“,.Indeed, there’s no reason why you would be involved,” Gavid 
eventually agreed. 


“Tf you really do need to suspect someone, then instead of me, how 
about visiting the Dragon Demon Castle?” Noir let out a short laugh. 
“Though... I don’t think that dragon drunk on his own sense of self- 
importance will actually open the door to you.” 


“You don’t need to be concerned with the Dragon Demon Castle,” 
Gavid reminded her. 


“How long do you plan on letting them go on like this? Don’t you 
know just how merciful I’ve been? If I had my way, then I would 
definitely take a bite out of them as well,” Noir admitted greedily. 


Gavid lectured her, “The title of Helmuth’s Three Princes has meaning 
because there are three of us. You, the Queen of the Night Demons; 
me, the Blade of Incarceration; and the First Dragon to Fall. His 
Majesty does not wish for this balance to be disturbed.” 


“How disappointing, really... I don’t think that I’ll ever get a better 
chance to taste a dragon in my lifetime,” Noir muttered as she licked 
her lower lip. 


“Ts swallowing this whole forest not enough for you?” Gavid asked as 
he looked around said forest. 


Noir scoffed. “There’s no way that you’re actually feeling pity for her, 
are you?” 


Originally, this forest was the territory of the Rakshasa Princess Iris. 
For the past three hundred years, she had lived in this forest along 
with the dark elves under her command, working hard for the revival 
of the Fury Independence Army and her inheritance of the throne of 
the Demon King of Fury. 


However, not long ago, the Queen of the Night Demons and the 
Rakshasa Princess had waged a gambling battle for each other’s 
territories. 


Noir calmly confessed, “I admit that there was some prodding from 
my side. However, I had no choice but to do so. That girl, Iris, even 
though her race has nothing to be proud of... can you believe that she 
actually looked down on me and mocked me by calling me Queen of 
the Whores?” 


Conflicts such as territorial disputes and duels meant to establish the 
pecking order were a common sight in Helmuth. 


Just going back three hundred years, the demonfolk had been a horde 
of conquerors indiscriminately seeking to tear the continent into 
pieces. Certainly, they were now trying to get along with the other 


races, but the demonfolk still thought that the best and most simple 
way to get ahead in life was to compare their strength against their 
rivals instead of getting mediation from a third party. 


That was why Noir Giabella and Iris had also gotten into a territorial 
battle. 


Was it because the grievances accumulated over three hundred years 
had finally burst open? That was indeed part of it, but a greater part 
was because of Noir Giabella’s plans for securing her future. Recently, 
Iris had started to recruit beastfolk as mercenaries, a sign that she had 
begun to abandon her obsession with solely ruling over the dark elves. 


In fact, this challenge was also something that Iris had been willing to 
accept. This forest was all that Iris had claimed as her territory. On the 
other hand, the Duchy of Noir Giabella was considered to be one of 
the largest and wealthiest lands in all of Helmuth. If Iris were to have 
won this territorial battle, she would have gained control of Noir’s 
entire duchy, so it had seemed well worth the risk. 


“Just for sparing her, she should be thankful to me for the rest of her 
life,” Noir said with a snort. 


“T heard that it was a landslide victory,” Gavid commented. 


“Although I didn’t allow any spectators... if you had asked, I would 
have allowed you to attend as an exception.” 


“What’s the fun in watching a contest with such an obvious outcome?” 


“Still, she wasn’t that weak,” Noir conceded. “It seems that she 
worked pretty hard during these past three hundred years. Not that it 
would be enough to overtake you, the left hand of the Demon King.” 


“Did you hear what Iris had been up to since leaving Helmuth?” Gavid 
asked. 


Being defeated in a territorial battle didn’t necessarily mean being 

forced to leave Helmuth, but Iris had indeed left Helmuth with all of 
her dark elves. Was it out of humiliation? Perhaps, partly, but it was 
also likely because she had realized just how difficult life in Helmuth 


was going to be now that her entire territory had been taken from her. 


Helmuth didn’t hold such a high opinion of dark elves in the first 
place, and the Rakshasa Princess herself had also made many enemies 
due to her strong self-esteem. Since she had lost her territory, she 
would have had to go to another demonfolk’s territory for shelter, but 
with Iris’s personality, she was bound to die rather than bow her head. 


“T heard that she actually smuggled herself into Kiehl and tried to take 
one of the Lionhearts hostage,” Gavid shared. 


“She must be insane,” Noir snorted in laughter as she put the hard hat 
back on her head. “If she wanted a hostage... did she try to take 
Eugene Lionheart?” 


“Tt seems that you’ve also remembered his name,” Gavid observed. 


“Tt’s not like his name is trivial enough that I would forget it easily, 
no? It’s said that he is the youngest to have ever been given 
permission to enter Akron, and he’s even borrowed ownership of 
Akasha from that Sienna girl.” 


“Sienna Merdein... Do you think that she’s really still alive?” 


“Since ownership of Akasha was finally transferred after being without 
a master for hundreds of years, then I believe that she should still be 
alive.” 


Even as she was speaking, Noir picked up the traffic wands that she 
had set down. 


“However... she wouldn’t be in great condition, now would she?” Noir 
mused. “If she was in good shape, then she wouldn’t have stayed 
silent for these past hundreds of years... Instead she might have 
immediately snuck into Helmuth and tried to assassinate the Demon 
King.” 


“Please don’t say something so profane,” Gavid protested. 


“But it’s the truth, isn’t it? Both you and I know through firsthand 


experience just how strong Sienna Merdein was and how much she 
hated demonfolk. Especially since there were several times when we 
faced a crisis due to Sienna Merdein’s magic.” As she pulled a safety 
vest over her work jumpsuit, Noir looked back over her shoulder at 
Gavid and said with a grin, “But indeed, you probably have a clearer 
impression of Hamel Dynas than Sienna, right?” 


“Although I have no wish to insult the Lord’s abilities, Hamel’s death 
truly was fortunate,” Gavid admitted as he retraced old memories. 


Thinking back to his first meeting with Hamel Dynas, Sienna Merdein 
had also been present at that time. The two had been exploring a site 
ahead of the party in order to perform some reconnaissance and they 
happened to meet Gavid by chance. 


He had thought that it was a great opportunity, so Gavid had tried to 
kill them both, but he had failed. 


Fortunately, it hadn’t become a lifelong regret that Gavid hadn’t been 
able to kill them at that time. Before he could even reach the castle of 
the Demon King of Incarceration... Hamel Dynas had collapsed 
midway. 


“Tf that Hamel guy had survived... then the Oath may not have been 
sworn,” Noir hypothesized. “He was the only one among Vermouth’s 
companions who would actually stand up to Vermouth.” 


“He had a truly terrible personality. That might be why he died so 
early,” Gavid muttered as he took a step back. 


Noir stared at Gavid with a mischievous smile as he prepared to slip 
away. 


“You said that Iris tried to take Eugene Lionheart hostage, right?” Noir 
brought another thing up just as Gavid was about to leave. 


“That’s right,” Gavid confirmed. 


“Tf it ended as just an attempt, does that mean Eugene Lionheart was 
actually able to hold off Iris?” 


“That could arguably be the case.” 


“While I might not have had any real desire for the eldest son of the 
Lionheart clan... Fufu, that Eugene Lionheart sounds quite delectable. 
Do you think that he might come to play in Helmuth? Or else stop by 
one of our succubi shops?” Noir drooled eagerly. 


“,.Don’t be ridiculous,” Gavid said as his face contorted into a 
grimace. 


Chapter 167 
Extra - Their First Meeting (1) 


“Fuck, are you being serious right now?” 


“Th-that’s... but I’ve already told you so many times, it’s not 
something I can arrange just because you insist on it—” 


“There are so many ships in this port, but are you seriously telling me 
that none of them are willing to set sail!” 


Baaang! 


The wooden table shook like it was about to break. The receptionist’s 
body trembled in the face of this violent outburst. Intense pressure 
was weighing down on him, keeping him from moving. The 
receptionist knew that it wasn’t that the man in front of him was 
incapable of breaking the table with that blow just now; it was that he 
had chosen not to. 


“...N-no matter how much you push me, I can’t do what I can’t,” the 
poor receptionist insisted. 


“Push you? Should I show you what it looks like when I really push 
you?” The man cursed, “Fuck, I went through so much to get here. I 
might as well grab a ship, cut the anchor lines, and set sail by myself.” 


“Please... you need to understand the situation—” 


The reception’s desperate pleas abruptly cut off. The bloodshot eyes 
glaring down at him from the man in front of the receptionist made it 
feel like a grip was tightening around his heart. Unable to continue 
speaking, the receptionist desperately diverted his gaze. 


A voice suddenly rang out, “No matter how lacking in manners you 


might be, you shouldn’t go that far, right?” 


“T guess that’s just how terrible this world has become,” another voice 
sighed. 


The man heard a rattling noise approach from behind him. 


The receptionist’s face turned pale as the corner of the man’s lips 
twisted up in a smile. 


“T was wondering which sons of bitches had started yapping,” the man 
began as he turned around, still smiling. 


Standing there was a group of young knights whose soft faces didn’t 
have even a single scar between them. Their armor, which had been 
diligently polished and even oiled, shone in the sun. 


“But it turns out that instead of a pair of bitches, it’s just a couple of 
cute puppies,” the man finished with a mocking chuckle. 


“...What did you just say?” 


Faced with this vulgar mockery, the knights’ expressions darkened. 
The sigil of their knightly order engraved onto their chest plate 
declared they were members of the Silverwing Knights of Turas. Upon 
seeing their sigil, the man burst into laughter once more. 


“Just by looking at you, I can tell that you’re just a couple of 
scumbags who’ve barely managed to graduate from their 
apprenticeship, so are you really supposed to be here, doing this? 
Your boss just had his legs cut off the other day,” the man reminded 
them. 


“..What do you mean by that...?” a knight muttered. 


“T’m saying that you should go and clean up the piss and shit of your 
captain, who’s been confined to a wheelchair for the rest of his life,” 
the man said with a snicker as he plopped his ass on top of the 
receptionist’s desk. 


In a battle a few days ago, the entire mercenary guild building had 
been blown to pieces, so a temporary reception desk had to be set up 
on the roadside to deal with any mission reports. It was thanks to that 
that an incident like this occurred. 


One of the knights sputtered furiously, “A mercenary bastard like you 
dares to act so insane—!” 


Hit by this series of insults, the young knights couldn’t bear it any 
longer and drew their swords. Seeing this, the receptionist’s face was 
dyed with despair. 


Pedestrians who had just been passing by halted their steps and 
became spectators to this scene. Although a large-scale battle had 
taken place here only a few days ago, if it was watching other people 
fight instead of personally taking part in the terror of the battlefield, 
they could still find the fun in spectating. 


“Oh, so you’ve drawn your blade? What’s next? Are you going to 
throw a handkerchief? Or maybe a glove?” The man snickered and 
waved his hand dismissively. Then he grabbed his nose and, with a 
twisted sneer, went, “Sniff sniff... Ugh, your mouths still smell of 
breastmilk... do you babies really think that’s how you’re supposed to 
hold your sword? Huh? Have you ever even cut someone with those 
knives of yours? In the first place, are you really planning on taking 
me down now that you’ve drawn your swords? Hm? Or did you think 
that just by drawing your swords and striking a knightly pose, you’d 
be able to make this mercenary bastard sneak away all on his own?” 


“Draw your sword!” shouted a young knight, who appeared to be the 
leader of the group. 


At this challenge, the man just snickered once more and stood on top 
of the reception desk. 


A few mercenaries and knights were mixed among the spectators who 
had stopped to watch the show. They could recognize who this man 
was and felt pity for these young knights who seemed to know 
nothing about the real world. The mercenaries trembled in horror 
while imagining what would happen next, and even the knights began 
to take a few steps back, not wanting to get caught up in the fight or 
get hit by any stray sparks. 


“My sword?” the man repeated with a chuckle as he reached both 
hands inside the worn-out cloak draped over his shoulders. 


...Was this guy even a swordsman in the first place? This question 
suddenly swirled in the minds of the knights surrounding the man. 


Clunk. 


The sound of metal hitting metal rang out from inside his cloak. It was 
only a small noise, but the knights flinched and stepped back. 


...[t was an unconscious reaction. 


Instead of retreating, what they really needed to do was step forward 
and swing their swords. But although they knew that was what they 
needed to do, their bodies had involuntarily taken a step backward. 


“Choose,” the man commanded. 
Bang. 


When the man flapped his cloak, various weapons that had been worn 
on the man’s body fell to the ground. 


There were about three or four swords of all different lengths and 
types, a heavy hatchet, a one-handed short spear, a whip, a flail... and 
many more weapons on top of that. So many that it was hard to 
believe he could even move while carrying all these weapons on his 
body. 


The man elaborated, “As you can see, I can use many weapons apart 
from just swords. Do you have any weapons that you would prefer me 
to use?” 


A knight hesitated, “...You, you’re just bluffing...!” 


“A bluff? Hmmm, alright. I guess that means you don’t want to make a 
choice yourself? If that’s the case, P’ll have to choose carefully for 
you.” 


It appeared that he still had more weapons he hadn’t yet taken out as 
the man moved his open hands back inside his cloak. The eyes of the 
knights watching him unconsciously began to tremble with anxiety. 
For some unknown reason, a tingling sensation was spreading across 
their skin. 


“How about this?” the man asked with a broad smile that stretched 
the scars on his cheeks. 


When he started pulling his hands out from inside the cloak, the 
knights gasped and took another step backward, only to freeze when 
the man finished his action. 


The man’s hands were balled up into fists with his middle fingers 
raised. 


The man kept a serious expression on his face as he waved his middle 
fingers in an eye-catching way. 


Breaking the silence, the man asked, “...What? Is just a finger on each 
hand still too much?” 


The knights gaped in shock, “That’s...” 


As the crowd burst into laughter, the knights’ faces turned red in 
embarrassment. The humiliation and anger rising from the bottom of 
their hearts dispelled their mysterious fear. 


Almost as one, the knights charged forward. 
“..Is that really the guy you’ve picked?” 


On the rooftop of a distant building, a female wizard who wore a large 
hat on top of her full-body robes frowned as she asked this question. 


Although this location was quite a long way away from the site where 
the fight was taking place, she was able to observe the scene as if it 
was taking place right in front of her nose, and she could even clearly 
listen to their conversation. 


“IT don’t like him,” another voice said. 
The wizard wasn’t the only one watching the man. 


A female priest in black and white priestly robes clicked her tongue 
and shook her head as she said, “His skill might be second to none, 
but as a person, he’s far too vulgar. I swear in God’s name, that man 
has to be one of the rudest and most arrogant mercenaries I’ve ever 
seen in all my life.” 


“.,.And in the first place, even his skill doesn’t seem that great?” the 
wizard said in support of the priest’s words. 


Then, the giant warrior, who had climbed on top of the rooftop railing 
and was blocking the breeze from hitting the rest of the party, gave a 
heavy shake of his head and said, “No, that man’s skills aren’t to be 
taken lightly.” 


“...And just why are you standing up there?” the wizard asked. 


“The way he moves has excited my body and warmed up my blood. 
My soul as a warrior is screaming that it wants to compete with that 
man,” the warrior explained. 


“Stop with your bullshit and just get down from there. Don’t you feel 
sorry for the railing that has to carry your huge bulk?” the priest 
asked as she rolled her eyes and stared daggers into the warrior’s 
back. 


But instead of replying, the warrior just nodded his head and 
murmured in admiration, “...Just what is it that makes his skill so 
impressive...? Mhm... I think I’ve got it.” 


Although he said this, the wizard definitely couldn’t understand what 
the warrior meant by this. 


That mercenary did seem quite strong, but with just that level of 
strength, the wizard couldn’t see what made the man’s skills so out-of- 
the-ordinary. 


“Tt’s still not enough,” the priest spoke up. She leaned forward, 
propping her body against the railing, and opened up the small bottle 
of holy water hanging from her waist as she continued, “Sir Vermouth, 
I just can’t tell why you would want to accept that mercenary as one 
of your companions.” 


Vermouth Lionheart was standing a few steps behind the rest of the 
party. With his gray hair, which was neither black nor white, and 
golden eyes, which sparkled as if they had been spun out of gold, his 
face was so beautiful it was hard to believe that it belonged to a man, 
but at the same time he didn’t appear fragile. 


“,.I believe he is already perfect for our party as he is,” Vermouth 
confidently stated. 


After bringing the holy water flask she always carried with her to her 
lips, Anise Slywood took several gulps of the holy water that seemed 
strong enough to burn her from throat to stomach with just one sip. 
She then glanced back at Vermouth with her narrowed eyes. 


“Molon alone is enough to serve as our vanguard. Sir Vermouth, just 
what is it that you’re expecting from that mercenary? What do you 
think that mercenary can do for us that makes you so insistent on 
accepting him as a member of our party?” Anise questioned sharply. 


“.,.I also agree with what Anise is saying.” While righting her hat that 
had started to tilt forward, Sienna Merdein continued speaking, “I 
don’t have much skill in melee, but that mercenary doesn’t seem 
stronger than Molon, though he seems even more barbaric than 
Molon... So what help does it serve to add one more idiot?” 


“Tm not an idiot,” Molon chipped in. 


“Tf that mercenary isn’t as good at guarding our front as Molon, what 
is he supposed to be doing? Getting in close? Since we have you, 
Vermouth, do we really need another close combatant? Or, could it be 
that, unlike his appearance, that mercenary is also a devout cleric?” 
Sienna asked with a doubtful snort as she reached her hand out to the 
holy water flask that Anise had set down on the railing. “If he’s a 
priest with more faith than our holy water addict here, and who can 
work more powerful miracles, then... hehe, it should be fine to accept 
hi—” 


Anise interrupted her, “There’s no way that would be the case, right?” 
Slap! 


Anise’s hand fiercely slapped away the back of Sienna’s hand as she 
declared, “I am the Saint of Light. No priest exists in this world whose 
faith is even slightly close to mine. That is why I am the one who was 
chosen to accompany Sir Vermouth on this journey.” 


“Can’t you just give me one sip?” Sienna pleaded. 
“No way,” Anise rejected firmly. 
Sienna’s shoulders drooped at this resolute refusal. 


“’,.He’s not someone you can look down on,” Molon Ruhr insisted as 
he stepped down from the railing. “That man’s attacks and movements 
might seem crude, but every action flows as smoothly and flexibly as 
flowing water. All corners of his martial skills have been polished to 
the extent that ordinary people can’t even begin to imagine... and it’s 
not just that.” 


“What do you mean, it’s not just that?” Sienna repeated curiously. 


“T can’t explain it exactly, but some kind of unique temperament is 
mixed into that guy’s skills,” Molon confidently claimed. 


“Molon, you, by any chance, did Vermouth ask you a favor in 
advance? Hmm? Did Vermouth ask you to back him up a bit?” Sienna 
asked suspiciously. 


“Vermouth hasn’t asked me to do something like that,” Molon denied. 


Of course, she had known that would be the case. Sienna pouted her 
lips as she glanced back at Vermouth. 


...It was just that this was the first time that Vermouth had shown 
such confusing stubbornness. On the way here, they had seen several 
would-be heroes, and among them, there had also been quite a few 
who were inspired by Vermouth’s feats and had asked to be accepted 


as a companion. 


“...But why is he trying to invite someone who’s just a petty mercenary to 
be our companion?’ Sienna thought to herself with frustration. 


She had to admit that this mercenary was also a famous figure among 
the other mercenaries. A young mercenary who was able to skillfully 
wield all kinds of weapons and return alive from even the harshest 
battlefields. A ghost of the battlefield who wasn’t part of any 
mercenary company, who didn’t lead any subordinates, and instead of 
pursuing the highest pay, he wandered solely in search of battlefields 
full of demonic beasts. 


That mercenary was Hamel Dynas. 


“...This is my first time making such a request,” Vermouth finally 
spoke up. He stepped closer to the railing and continued, “But from 
now on, I won’t be making any similar requests of you.” 


“’,.Sir Vermouth,” Anise hesitantly called out. 


“Anise,” Vermouth responded. “You asked me what that mercenary 
can do for us and what exactly I’m expecting from him, right?” 


Down there, the fight was already over. 


All the seven knights who had surrounded Hamel had one of their 
limbs broken and were now sprawled across the ground. Hamel was 
gathering the swords that the knights had dropped and examining 
them. Even though he was stealing their weapons so openly, none of 
the onlookers attempted to stop him. 


“.,.I’m not sure what he’ll be able to do either,” Vermouth admitted. 
“However, he definitely has something that I want.” 


“...Huh?” Anise grunted. 
“T want him to fight alongside us,” Vermouth said with a faint smile. 


Anise’s eyes widened into circles at this smile. Anise wasn’t the only 


one showing such a surprised expression. Even Sienna, who had 
stealthily been creeping closer to Anise’s holy water flask, froze in 
mid-action, and Molon, who had been traveling with Vermouth for the 
longest time, felt his jaw drop. 


“Currently, his skills might not be reliable enough. However, he will 
be able to catch up to us very quickly,” Vermouth promised. 


“,.It’s not enough just to catch up with us. Vermouth, you know that 
as well, right? We’ll be going to Helmuth soon, and from there, we’re 
going to slay the Demon Kings,” Sienna argued once she had calmed 
down from her surprise and stretched out a finger to point at Hamel. 
“That guy who just blatantly knocks out a bunch of young knights and 
steals their swords... there’s no way that he’ll be able to fight 
alongside us—!” 


Vermouth interrupted her, “He’ll fight, and he’ll be able to stand at 
our side in no time.” 


“...Sir Vermouth, did you receive... an oracle?” Anise asked in a 
trembling voice. 


At this, Vermouth just shook his head slowly and replied, “It’s not a 
prediction. It’s just my... stubborn insistence. I intend to make him my 
companion somehow, so I’m doing what I can to try and convince 
you.” 


“ ,.Aaargh!” Sienna suddenly groaned and shook her head as she felt 
her chest constrict in annoyance at Vermouth’s frank admission. “So 
what? Are we just going to stand here watching him? If you’re going 
to make him our companion, shouldn’t we just go over there and talk 
with him!” 


“Let’s go and say hello, shake hands, and test our strength against 
each other,” Molon proposed. “Then let’s raise a glass to our fallen 
foes. If we do that, we’re sure to become friends.” 


“.,.. really didn’t want to make any more barbaric and foolish friends 
like you,” Anise sighed, still unconvinced and appearing dissatisfied. 


However, since Vermouth had already gone so far to make such a 


request, she didn’t want to refuse him anymore. 


The same went for Sienna as well. Among the members of their party, 
the only one who had accepted Vermouth’s insistence from the start 
without any complaints was Molon. 


‘,..What exactly does he have?’ 


That idiot, Molon, had said that he felt something. However, Sienna 
and Anise didn’t feel anything from Hamel. Was there really 
something that could only be seen by warriors? 


A low-class mercenary with a rough demeanor — that was all that 
they could see in Hamel. Nothing more, and nothing less. 


“And who are you lot?” 


Or at least, that had been Sienna’s impression of him when looking 
from afar, but would things really change when looking at Hamel 
from up close? Sienna glared down at Hamel with a doubtful 
expression. 


“T’m asking you, why the hell did you suddenly fly over just to fucking 
glare at someone?” 


Wasn’t he being too cheeky with people he was meeting for the first 
time? Sienna’s eyes twitched in irritation as she continued glaring at 
Hamel. 


He had a large scar on his left cheek. In addition to that, there were 
several other small scars on his face. His upturned eyes were hostile 
enough that you could tell he had a dirty personality from just a 
glance. 


“Hamel Dynas,” Vermouth said as he was the first to float down from 
the sky and land in front of Hamel. While pressing down his gray, 
windswept hair with one hand, he approached Hamel and asked, 
“Have you eaten yet?” 


Hamel and everyone else’s faces went blank in surprise at Vermouth’s 


sudden question. 
“...What?” Hamel just grunted. 


“Tt seems like you haven’t eaten yet, so why not have a meal together 
with us,” Vermouth said as he spun around on the spot. 


Chapter 168 
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Did this guy really just invite him to share a meal? 


Then, without even waiting for a reply, he just left on his own. Given 
Hamel’s personality, it wouldn’t have been strange for him to have 
slapped this insolent guy who seemed to be messing with him on the 
back of the head, but the unique atmosphere that Vermouth gave off 
suppressed Hamel’s impulse to choose violence. 


Hamel was well aware of what this feeling was. It was a warning that 
he shouldn’t touch this guy, that if they fought, he would be the one 
defeated, and if at all possible, Hamel shouldn’t get involved with this 


guy. 


“Fuck,” Hamel cursed, as he felt annoyed at allowing himself to be 
held back by such a feeling. 


It wasn’t like this guy had shown him any hostility, nor had they met 
on the battlefield. They had just met on the street. No, come to think 
about it, this guy had just one-sidedly approached Hamel and then 
suddenly invited him to share a meal. 


Wait, no. 


In the first place, who the hell were they? They had addressed him as 
Hamel Dynas, and yeah, that’s right, that was his name. So why the 
fuck weren’t they introducing themselves? And who the fuck did those 
two think they were, flying down from the sky and staring at him with 
those disrespectfully judgmental eyes? And lastly, why was that 
hulking bastard with bulging muscles looking at him with sparkling 
eyes that didn’t match the fierce expression on his face? 


Tap. 


A stone caught on Hamel’s foot. As if the heavens had arranged it, the 
stone was in the perfect position for him to kick it. But wasn’t it only 
natural for there to be stones in a place like this? Eugene glared at the 
back of Vermouth’s head, who was slowly getting further away and at 
the backs of Sienna and Anise, who were following Vermouth as they 
continued to exude an air of disdain for him. 


Molon was still at Hamel's side. As he looked down at Hamel with a 
hearty smile, Molon discovered that Hamel’s body seemed to have 
been designed and developed solely for conflict. Molon began to 
imagine just how flexibly and unpredictably such a body would be 
able to move once a battle began, and this imagined scenario 
progressed into a full-fledged confrontation inside of his head. 


‘He’s strong, but I still won,’ Molon thought. 


Not ‘I can win,’ but ‘I won.’ Their battle had already come to a 
conclusion inside of Molon’s head, and he nodded confidently at the 
result. As a brave warrior of the northern Bayar tribe, the Son of the 
Snowfields, he approached Hamel, who was to become his new 
comrade and stretched out his hand. 


“Come on, let’s go together,” Molon offered. 


Hamel was unresponsive and seemed flustered by Vermouth’s sudden 
invitation. Wanting to build a wonderful friendship with a man like 
Hamel, who would become his comrade in the near future, Molon 
tried to lightly pat Hamel’s shoulder as an early sign of their 
friendship. 


But at that moment... 


Hamel suddenly kicked the stone at his foot. The target of this kick 
was, of course, the back of Vermouth’s head. He kicked the stone so 
hard that if it were to hit, the force would be enough to explode an 
ordinary man’s head. 


But there was no way that it would hit. 


Before he had kicked the stone, and afterward as well, Hamel had 
already had such an expectation. And indeed, that was the case. The 


stone that Hamel had kicked — after flying just one step forwards — 
disappeared as if it had never existed in the first place. 


“ ..Hoh,” Hamle huffed in astonishment. 


Hamel had a clear view of what had just happened. The flying stone 
was caught in an elaborately constructed web of mana and then 
vanished. But the process was so fast that it had made it seem as if the 
stone hadn’t even been sent flying in the first place. 


“.,.Hahaha,” Hamel laughed reluctantly. 


Even though they had already walked so far ahead, they had been 
able to prepare such a mana construct without any warning of an 
attack. It was an extravagant display of skill to use such a construct 
just to block a single stone. Although his practical joke had been 
impeded right away, Hamel found himself more interested than 
embarrassed. Hamel had always been confident in his skills in mana 
manipulation, but he wasn’t sure that he would be able to do 
something as stealthy and sophisticated as what Vermouth had just 
shown him. 


Though he hadn’t wanted to accept Vermouth’s offer of sharing a meal 
together, the fact that Vermouth didn’t look back even once after 
doing something like that made Hamel follow in their steps. 


“Sienna,” Vermouth called out Sienna’s name in a low voice, still not 
turning around to look backward. “Don’t do it.” 


“Where the hell did you find such a bastard?” Sienna cursed with a 
click of her tongue as she scattered the spell she had just prepared, 
vanishing the sharp blade of mana that had been floating in front of 
them. “I know mercenaries can be barbaric, but that bastard seems to 
be one of the most vicious, even amongst his kind. Vermouth, do you 
realize what he just tried to do? That bastard just tried to crack your 
head open.” 


“But that didn’t happen,” Vermouth pointed out. 


“Youre right, you’re right. It’s all thanks to how skilled you are,” 
Sienna agreed sarcastically. “You noticed and took care of it quickly 


before I even needed to do anything. But you know what? I really 
don’t like that bastard, so I want to first teach him a lesson by making 
him eat dirt. I should have the right to do so, no?” 


“Sienna.” 
“Fine, I’ve got it.” 


Without any further complaints, Sienna instead just pouted her lips. 
As she did so, she glanced at Anise, who was walking beside them. 
Anise was looking straight ahead with a calm expression, but Sienna 
clearly recalled how the corner of Anise’s mouth had twitched slightly 
in amusement when she sensed the attack coming from behind them. 


‘...Like I’ve always said, I’m the only normal person in this party,’ Sienna 
thought. 


While Anise usually served Vermouth faithfully and always added Sir 
to his name, deep down, she seemed to have been looking forward to 
seeing Vermouth get hit by the stone Hamel had just kicked. 


The place that Vermouth led Hamel to was an ordinary restaurant that 
could be found just about anywhere. In this sort of roadside diner, a 
few mercenaries could always be found drinking at this time of the 
day. In fact, a weathered group of mercenaries really was sitting 
together and holding a raucous drinking party in the middle of the 
restaurant. 


Perhaps because of the noise, these mercenaries were the sole 
customers in this restaurant. So why had he chosen this restaurant? 
Unable to understand the reasoning behind this choice, Sienna shot a 
glance at Vermouth, but she soon realized why this restaurant had 
been chosen. 


The moment that these mercenaries, who had just been catcalling 
Sienna and Anise with lustful eyes, saw Hamel’s face as he walked in 
behind the two women, their faces paled in horror like they had just 
run into a devil. Hamel didn’t even need to say a word or look at 
them, but the mercenaries quietly set down the bottles of booze they 
had been drinking and immediately got up from their seats. 


“Pay the bill before you go,” Hamel tossed these words at the 
mercenaries just as they were about to leave the restaurant. “And 
make sure to leave a generous tip for the store owner who had to open 
up his restaurant early in the day because of you.” 


The mercenaries meekly replied, “Y-yes sir...” 


“Tf you’re going to be paying the man, I’ll also be quite grateful if you 
leave something to take care of our tab as well,” Hamel threw in. 


“Alright...,” the mercenaries powerlessly agreed. 


In the end, the mercenaries were left with no choice but to leave the 
entire contents of their wallets on the checkout counter before 
leaving. Before Vermouth had even chosen a seat, Hamel pulled out 
an empty seat and plopped his ass on it. 


“You really are a piece of trash, aren’t you?” Sienna said with a 
haughty sniff, still heavily dissatisfied with Hamel. Tilting her head to 
the side at a crooked angle, she glared at Hamel and asked, “You’re a 
mercenary, and they are mercenaries, so aren’t you both colleagues in 
the same line of work?” 


“It’s because we have a bond from being colleagues in the same line of 
work that we’re happy to pay for each other's meals. So isn’t it fine if I 
just pay for these bastards’ meals some other time?” Hamel argued. 


“As if you’d do something like that,” Sienna scoffed. 


“Aren’t you being too rude for someone I just met today? No, just 
now, in fact?” Hamel pointed out. “And also, ’ve been wondering for 
a while now... just why have you dyed your hair purple? Is it because 
you want to be more recognizable on the battlefield?” 


“Tt’s not dyed!” Sienna yelled as she squinted her eyes in anger and 
pulled off her hat. She abruptly lowered her head to show him the 
hair roots at the top of her head and said, “I’ve had purple hair ever 
since I was young! A foolish mercenary like you might not be aware of 
this, but beings like me, who are loved by mana and magic, their 
favor can physically affect our constitution!” 


“For the favor of mana to actually turn your hair purple... that’s quite 
a trivial show of favor,” Hamel commented. 


Should she just kill him? Flames sparked in Sienna’s eyes as she glared 
at Hamel. 


“You’ve got quite the sharp tongue,” Anise said as she stared at Hamel 
with narrowed eyes. 


With his old, worn-out cloak and the scars on his face, his appearance 
wasn't anywhere close to ‘polished,’ and even the way he spoke was 
abrasive. 


“Sir Vermouth, must it really be this mercenary in particular?” Anise 
pleaded. 


“As I’ve said,” Vermouth confirmed with a shrug. 


“Hamel might be weaker than me, but he’s still very strong. We’d be 
able to prove that to you if we competed with each other right now, 
but I don’t want to hurt Hamel’s pride by competing with him when 
he’s still not very familiar with me. A warrior must respect his fellow 
warriors,” Molon, who casually took a seat next to Hamel, said 
seriously as he puffed out his chest proudly. 


In reaction to these words that seemed to have come out of the blue, 
everyone turned to look at Molon. 


“..Why has this savage-looking person suddenly started talking like a 
fool?” Hamel eventually asked. 


“Hey! Who do you think you are to call Molon a fool?” Sienna 
grabbed hold of the chance to immediately reprimand Hamel. 


At the same time, she subtly drew on her mana to put pressure on 
Hamel and even went so far as to draw on her magic staff, Akasha, 
which was held beneath her robes for extra strength. If Hamel were to 
suddenly attack her like he had before, she was thinking of correcting 
this little quirk of his and making him realize the pecking order 
between them. 


“What’s the matter with calling him a fool when he acts like one...? 

No, hold on a second. Molon? Vermouth?” Hamel belatedly realized 
what those names meant and quickly spun his head between the two 
men. 


Although he had heard himself be called a fool several times now, 
Molon didn’t show any offense and was staring fixedly at the kitchen. 
His only concern seemed to be when the dishes he had ordered would 
be served. 


“...Molon Ruhr, Son of the Snowfields,” Hamel finally said. 


“Have you heard of my bravery?” Molon’s head spun back as he 
responded to Hamel’s muttered words with shining eyes. 


However, Hamel had already torn his gaze away from Molon and was 
looking at Vermouth, who was sitting across from them. 


“’,.And you, you’re Vermouth... Vermouth Lionheart, right? The 
master of the Holy Sword, the Hero of Light?” Hamel asked in 
confirmation. 


“That’s what they call me,” Vermouth replied with a gentle 
expression. 


By this point, Hamel had no choice but to let out a snort and shake his 
head in disbelief. Why hadn’t he recognized them immediately? When 
every one of these four people, even when taken on their own, were 
all extraordinary individuals with unique appearances? 


There was the beautiful and voluptuous blonde priest with a 
benevolent face that always seemed to be smiling. But in contrast to 
her appearance, a heavy mace was hanging from her waist. 


In this type of era, it wasn’t uncommon to see priests carrying arms, 
but clerics who insisted on wearing clerical robes instead of wearing 
armor while still proudly carrying a mace weren’t a common sight. 


“... The Saint of Light, Anise Slywood.’ 


As for the witch who had been quibbling with him since earlier while 
clicking her tongue at him — that cheeky face blatantly revealed her 
internal dislike of him without even the slightest intention of hiding it. 
Her purple hair wasn’t dyed but was instead altered into that color by 
her powerful mana. Finally, her green eyes reminded him of a forest. 


‘The Archwizard, Sienna Merdein.’ 
Every one of them was a famous individual. 


Molon Ruhr was the son of the war chief of the Bayar tribe, which was 
famously known as a tribe with an exceptional talent for fighting, 
even among the other native tribes that lived in that cold, northern 
land. 


Anise Slywood was the Saint of Light that the Holy Empire kept 
hidden from the rest of the world. It was said that the light Anise 
could emit all by herself was even more intense and brilliant than the 
light emitted by dozens of priests working together. The divine magic 
she could call upon was known as the Realization of Miracles, as it 
could heal the crippled, open the eyes of the blind, and even reattach 
fallen limbs in an instant. 


Sienna Merdein — a young witch who, despite being a human, was 
raised by the hands of the elves. One day, she suddenly left the Samar 
Rainforest and descended onto the battlefields outside the forest, 
where monsters and demonic beasts ran rampant. There, she acted 
like the very incarnation of a natural disaster — lighting, winds, and 
flames sweeping across the ground with each flash of her staff. 


...Finally, there was Vermouth Lionheart. 


A survivor from the Northern Kingdom of Ashal. He had been taken 
captive by the demonfolk when he was only fifteen. Then, while being 
transported to Helmuth... he revealed himself to be a monstrous 
genius when he, along with Molon, annihilated the accompanying 
demonfolk and rescued the other slaves with the help of a single 
sword. After that, he headed over to the Holy Empire and received the 
recognition of the Holy Sword, becoming the Hero of Light. 


“_..Well now, isn’t this something,” Hamel muttered as his lips 


twitched into a slight smile. 


They were all famous heroes that he had heard about more than once. 
Rumors about them may have abounded, but this was Hamel’s first 
time meeting any of them in person. 


“So why have the famous Hero of Light and his companions... come 
looking for an insignificant mercenary like myself?” Hamel asked 
sarcastically. 


“Tt looks like you have a clear understanding of your place. I really 
don’t like you very much, but as long as you’re aware of your position 
and know when to bow your head, I think I can learn to tolerate you,” 
Sienna said with a smile. 


Should he hit her just once... could he even hit her? While clenching 
his fists below the table, Hamel glared at Sienna. 


“Let’s stop goading each other,” Vermouth spoke up. The sound of his 
voice instantly calmed the hostile atmosphere that had been starting 
to simmer at the table as he continued, “The food will be coming out 
soon.” 


“Oooh,” Molon grunted in excitement as he leaped from his seat. 


Then he suddenly picked up the entire table and hurriedly ran over to 
the kitchen. He had decided that rather than having them bring up 
each plate one by one... it would be more convenient to just pick up 
the entire dining table and use it as a tray. 


Hamel muttered, “He’s one crazy son-of-a—” 


“Molon is just kind,” Anise spoke up, cutting Hamel off. She popped 
open the lid of her holy water flask, shook it gently, then brought it to 
her nose to sniff the scent rising from its mouth as she continued, “Do 
you really think that he’s such a fool that he would foolishly allow you 
to keep calling him a fool? Even if Molon’s personality isn’t as savage 
as yours, do you really think that he will just keep laughing quietly if 
he keeps getting mocked for being a fool?” 


“So what? Is he going to try and smash my head in?” Hamel 


challenged. 


“Why don’t you find out the answer to that yourself,” Anise 
responded. “You'll be able to tell whether he’s a fool or an idiot by—” 


Craaash! 


A large sound rang out from behind. Looking over to see what had 
happened, they realized that it was the sound of the table being 
crushed into pieces because it couldn’t withstand the strength of 
Molon’s grip. The dishes that had already been placed on the table 
were sent falling because of this, but Molon quickly picked up each of 
the plates as they fell with an agility that seemed unnatural with his 
large bulk and threw them back up into the air. 


The plates sent flying through the air landed on the table that had 
been next to theirs. 


...Booom! 


The building shook slightly in reaction to Molon’s violent movements 
that had left several deep footprints on the floor. 


“Um... Vermouth will pay the repair fees,” Molon announced. 
“ ..What a fool...!” Anise sighed and shook her head. 


“Tt seems that he’s alright with being called a fool because he really is 
one,” Hamel snidely pointed out. 


“ ..That might be the case, but you, Hamel, have no right to call 
Molon a fool. The only ones who can say that Molon is a fool are 
Molon’s friends and comrades,” Anise declared. 


“That’s right!” Sienna piped up. “Who do you think you are to keep 
calling Molon a fool? It’s true that Molon might be a fool, but it’s not 
okay for you to call Molon a fool, got it?” 


“Just why have you guys brought me here?” Hamel asked abruptly, 
unable to understand the situation he had found himself in no matter 


how hard he tried. 


Vermouth’s expression hadn’t changed as he listened to the entire 
conversation. 


But just as Molon stretched his arms wide and started to carry the new 
table over to where the rest were sitting, Vermouth suddenly asked, 
“Hamel Dynas, are you willing to become my companion?” 


Molon showed no intention of paying any attention to their 
conversation. He placed the new table in the middle of their seats, 
then immediately stretched his hand towards a large pork leg roast. At 
this, Sienna, who was sitting beside him, smacked the back of his 
hand. 


After a start of surprise, Molon nodded his head agreeably. Then 
Molon held his large hands out in front of him. Once he did this, 
Sienna shook her finger and drew a circle, casting a spell that covered 
Molon’s hands in bubbling foam and water. 


After his hands had been cleaned, Molon reached out for the pork leg 
once more. 


Slaaap! 


This time, Anise smacked the back of Molon’s hand. The sudden blow 
had Molon looking at her with a confused expression. While glaring at 
Molon through narrowed eyes, Anise snapped open a napkin and laid 
it down on her knees. Then she picked up a knife and fork and held 
them up for Molon to see. 


“’..Hm...!” Molon grunted in realization and nodded as he placed a 
napkin on his knees like Anise had. 


But because of how thick Molon’s thighs were, the napkin wasn’t even 
able to cover one of his legs. Molon then picked up a knife and a fork 
in his large hands. They definitely hadn’t been made to be held by 
such large hands, so Molon had to hold them by his fingertips to use 
them. 


Creak, creeeeeak... 


Molon began slicing off pieces of the meat with frustrated eyes. With 
each stroke of his knife, the old table let out creaking noises. His knife 
skills didn’t show any traces of refinement, but Sienna and Anise, who 
were responsible for teaching Molon ‘manners’, had happy looks on 
their faces as they exchanged glances. 


...While those three were doing all this, Hamel was busy thinking 
about Vermouth’s last words. 


Vermouth wanted him... to become a companion? Hamel couldn’t 
understand what these words meant. 


Vermouth, Sienna, Anise, and Molon were the most famous heroes on 
the whole continent, and their party had enough combat force to face 
off against one of the demonfolk’s many legions. 


As for Hamel... he had already been planning to take a ship in this 
port and head over to Helmuth. Most of the wars fought in the lands 
of Turas had ended. The demonfolk and demonic beasts had now 
withdrawn to Helmuth, and the monsters had been exterminated to 
such an extent that they could no longer field any armies. There were 
no longer any battlefields left in these lands for Hamel to participate 
in. 


However, that wasn’t enough for Hamel. Hamel wanted to kill even 
more monsters, demonic beasts, and demonfolk. If possible, he wanted 
to wipe them out until none were left in this world. 


Was it for the sake of world peace? No. Hamel’s desire wasn’t born out 
of such a wonderful sense of duty. He just hated them. He wanted to 
kill all of them. So that he would never have to set eyes on one of 
them again. As such, he wanted to wipe out all demonic beasts, 
demonfolk, and even the Demon Kings. 


It was for such an incredibly personal reason that Hamel had decided 
to head over to Helmuth. Over there, every day was filled with 
unending battles. Although reinforcements were being sent to 
Helmuth from all over the continent, Helmuth’s own forces were still 
leaving behind mountains of human corpses day after day. 


Hamel had always attributed his continued survival until now to 


several factors: the first was that he was strong, the second was that 
he was a genius, and the third was that he had good luck. But he knew 
that once he traveled to Helmuth, then perhaps his luck would run 
out. Even if he was strong and a genius... he would probably still die 


anyway. 


But even so, Hamel felt that it didn’t matter. His was a life that should 
have already been lost long ago in any case. He had been lucky 
enough to survive so far, but rather than continuing to live out of 
gratitude for his lucky survival, he would much rather live according 
to his desires and keep his eyes on the targets of his hatred to get this 
revenge. Even if he did end up dying in Helmuth, as long as he could 
kill at least one more demonfolk or demonic beast before he died, he 
felt he could be satisfied with that. 


“’,.A companion, you say,” Hamel repeated as the corners of his 
mouth twitched up in a smile. 


If he were to become a companion of the famous hero, Vermouth, he 
might be able to survive for a longer period in Helmuth. That fact 
alone might be enough for Hamel to be willing to become Vermouth’s 
companion. 


“T don’t care what you want from me, but I don’t really want to listen 
to the orders of some scrub who’s weaker than me, alright?” Hamel 
said challengingly. 


But Hamel really couldn’t stand the attitudes that all four people in 
front of him had shown so far. It was as if they didn’t really feel they 
needed to take someone like him with them. Even Molon, for all his 
friendliness, seemed convinced that he was stronger than Hamel. 
Sienna and Anise had clearly shown that they couldn’t understand 
why Hamel was even qualified to become their comrade. 


Hamel wasn’t satisfied with any of this. No matter how strong they 
were, just how highly did they think of themselves? Did he really look 
like some scrub to them? 


‘They’re just asking for a beating,’ Hamel thought. 


“ ,.Puhaha!” Sienna, who was in the middle of cutting off a slice of 


meat for herself, burst into laughter. “What did that bastard just say? 
D-did he really just say ‘scrub’? Vermouth, he was talking to you, 
right? Right? Ha, ahaha, hahaha!” 


In a quavering voice, Anise said, “S-Sienna, don’t, ahem, don’t laugh 
so hard. If you start laughing like that, then Pll... puhu... Puhuhu, 
puhahaha...! L-laughing like this is—! A-a big, ahem, a big in- 
insult...” 


“As expected, you really are a true warrior!” Molon said as he looked 
at Hamel with a big smile. 


Baaang! 


Hamel tilted his chair back and then slammed both feet on top of the 
table. At this action, both Sienna and Anise’s laughter was abruptly 
cut off. 


Fwooosh. 


“’,.Vermouth,” Sienna uttered in a dangerous tone as small wisps of 
flame ignited around her. “He’s just a bastard of a mercenary that you 
could find just about anywhere. Is there really any reason we need to 
take someone like him with us?” 


“...1 wasn’t expecting much, but isn’t he far too crude,” Anise chimed 
in. “Sir Vermouth, rather than a mercenary like this, who’s just a wild 
dog, there are countless other warriors who would be better to choose 
from. The only son of the Knight Commander of the Kiehl Empire is 
said to have a great appearance and personality along with 
exceptional skills... wouldn’t it be better to go to Kiehl and recruit 
him instead?” 


Amidst this chilly atmosphere, Molon once again brought up 
something completely irrelevant, “I’ve heard that the warriors of the 
Sea Kingdom are truly brave men. Id really like to compete with 
them.” 


“’,.Well now, everyone else but you really seem to dislike me, don’t 
they? And I don’t really want to travel with bastards who dislike me, 
either. So just like that bitchy Saintess over there said, why don’t you 


go find some other bastard to take with you?” Hamel sneered. 
“No,” Vermouth finally spoke up. 


The sparks Sienna had ignited were extinguished. The light hovering 
around Anise’s feet also disappeared. 


As he poured some alcohol into his glass with a graceful gesture, 
Vermouth continued, “It has to be you.” 


No one was able to understand what he meant by this claim. 


Vermouth then said, “If you really want to check my skills, how about 
we finish eating first.” 


“ ,.What?” Hamel asked in confusion. 


“Let’s eat and have a drink until we’re full, then once we’re finished 
digesting...” Vermouth swirled the drink in his glass and then finished 
with a grin, “Let’s have a friendly match.” 


Chapter 169 
Extra - Their First Meeting (3) 


When they asked to borrow the restaurant's backyard, the owner 
readily agreed. Junk had been piled up in the corners, and the ground 
was overgrown with weeds, but it was still wide enough for a duel. 


Hamel and Vermouth stood facing each other. Hamel really didn’t like 
how calm Vermouth looked as if the hero didn’t have anything to be 
nervous about. 


Vermouth was the Hero of Light. 


Hamel had heard this title many times before, but what did it even 
mean? Clicking his tongue, Hamel threw off his cloak. 


Beneath his cloak, Hamel was wearing a set of thin leather armor that 
wasn’t too heavy and wouldn’t get in the way of his movements. On 
top of that, he had a chainmail shirt that stopped short of his elbows 
and had several weapons attached here and there. Hamel took off 
each weapon, set them down, and even pulled off his chainmail. 


“Just how much lighter do you think you’ll get just by taking that 
off?” Sienna, who had been watching with her back leaning against a 
wall, commented sarcastically with a smirk. 


From her perspective as a wizard, everything that Hamel was doing 
was crude and ignorant. If her body and equipment felt heavy, all 
Sienna needed to do was cast a spell to lighten them instead of taking 
them off. 


“Can’t you just keep your trap shut for a moment?” Hamel 
complained. 


“What did you just say?” Sienna hissed. 


Hamel sighed, “Apart from you, no one else seems to be annoying me 
right now, so isn’t it obvious that I'm talking to you?” 


Sienna’s eyes widened at the smirk that Hamel had just shot her, and 
she turned to Vermouth to ask, “Vermouth, can’t I just fight him in 
your stead?” 


“Sienna, you were the one who picked a fight with him first, weren’t 
you?” Vermouth pointed out. 


“Why does it matter who picked a fight first? I just don’t like that 
bastard, so I want to beat him up,” Sienna demanded. 


“You’ve finally come up with a good idea. Do you know that, during 
my travels here and there, I’ve had to put up with a lot of people 
calling me a piece of trash? Want to know why that is? It’s because I 
won't hesitate to smack someone down, even if they are a fucking 
woman. If you have the confidence, get up here, I’ll bury that pretty 
face of yours into the ground and leave you with a mug that only a 
mother would love,” Hamel threatened with a ferocious expression. 


He had expected Sienna to explode in rage and charge over, but 
Sienna didn’t react the way that he had predicted, instead staring at 
Hamel with wide eyes. Then, after blinking a few times, she cleared 
her throat and slightly turned her head away to avoid his gaze. 


Sienna stammered out, “...Well... um... that’s... your face isn’t bad 
either, I guess.” 


“What are you saying all of a sudden?” Hamel responded in confusion. 


“No... um... thanks for calling me pretty. Despite your appearance, it 
seems that your eyes are quite... quite sharp. Though I guess you were 
only pointing out the obvious. A-as such, I choose to forgive you,” 
Sienna declared proudly. 


‘She drank a little bit earlier, but could she already be drunk?’ Hamel 
thought as he shot another glance at Sienna. 


Of course, Sienna hadn’t actually gotten drunk off the tavern’s wine. 
She secretly stole sips of Anise’s holy water every day, and sometimes 


she would train her alcohol tolerance by drinking with Anise all night 
long. So there was no way that she would get drunk after just a few 
cups of wine. 


Sienna was just unused to getting compliments on her appearance. 


This couldn’t be helped, as she had been abandoned in the Samar 
Rainforest and was then raised by the elves. This meant that Sienna’s 
family and neighbors were all members of a race that was praised as 
the most beautiful in the world. Beauty was something that the elves 
just took for granted, so there was no reason for them to praise one 
another’s beauty. 


‘...As I thought, someone like me really is pretty, right?’ Sienna thought to 
herself as she cleared her throat and unconsciously stroked her face. 


She had been around hundreds of elves since she was young, so it was 
hard for Sienna to be confident in her appearance. 


“Would you like to go first?” Vermouth spoke up. 


Vermouth was standing there casually, his hands empty as he hadn’t 
even drawn his sword. For him to then say such a thing while looking 
so relaxed, Hamel’s face couldn’t help but contort into a scowl. 


“Aren’t you going to draw the Holy Sword?” Hamel demanded. 


“You’re not a demonfolk or even a demonic beast,” Vermouth pointed 
out. 


“Then you can just draw a different sword,” Hamel growled. “If not a 
sword, then some other weapon.” 


Hamel recalled all the rumors that he had heard about Vermouth. 
Vermouth Lionheart’s skill in magic had reached a high enough level 
that he could also be compared to an Archwizard. He was the master 
of the Holy Sword, but he could even wield various weapons besides 
the Holy Sword, and he kept those weapons in a subspace created by 
his spatial magic. 


“’..Hmmm,” Vermouth hummed thoughtfully for a few seconds before 
stretching out his hand. 


In response to his gesture, the space in front of him seemed to waver, 
and the hilt of a sword suddenly protruded from thin air. 


...But it was just an ordinary sword. Hamel couldn’t feel anything 
suspicious coming off of it, and its appearance wasn’t anything 
remarkable either. It was just a long, straight sword. 


Stomp. 


Hamel gritted his teeth and lowered his stance. During Vermouth’s 
momentary hesitation, Hamel could finally tell what exactly was 
bothering him about Vermouth’s attitude. 


Vermouth seemed to feel like he didn’t even need a weapon. The man 
had held such confidence, but he had still drawn a sword out of 
consideration for his opponent. 


‘How kind of him,’ Hamel thought with a sneer. 


Vermouth was the hero who was loved by everyone. Of course, he 
would have such confidence. But that being said, Hamel didn’t allow 
himself to be intimidated. 


The mana manipulation that Vermouth had shown earlier was indeed 
amazing. It was impossible for Hamel to manage such elaborate 
manipulations of mana while targeting a space so far away from his 
own body. 


However, if the target of the mana manipulation was inside of his own 
body, then Hamel still held confidence. 


Mana flowed out of his core and spread throughout his body in an 
instant. At the same moment, Hamel had already kicked off the 
ground and charged into Vermouth’s range. 


‘,..Ohoh,’ Sienna thought as her eyes sparkled. 


In that instant, the young Archwizard noticed just how explosively 
Hamel had accelerated the mana under his control, and she realized 
that his sophisticated mana manipulation was actually far from being 
as crude as she had expected. 


‘His total amount of mana isn’t that impressive. It’s also not that pure. And 
just by mobilizing that amount of mana, his core is already being pushed to 
its limits,’ Sienna critiqued. 


What this meant was clear. Hamel’s mana training scripture had 
surely been of poor quality. Sienna didn’t know when the hell he had 
started training his mana, but it was obvious that this mercenary’s 
mana training scripture wasn’t as polished as the skills he had 
personally developed. 


eotiews But how could he have reached this level... with such a poorly 
developed core?’ Sienna marveled. 


No matter how hard Hamel had trained with his garbage training 
scripture, he should have still ended up with just a slightly better class 
of garbage. However... Sienna couldn’t bring herself to think of this 
mercenary’s mana manipulation as mere garbage. He might only be a 
mercenary, but his mana manipulation and mana control were 
smoother than any other knight she had seen thus far. 


Anise also began to concentrate as she stared at the clash between 
Hamel and Vermouth. She could now understand why Vermouth had 
stubbornly insisted on accepting Hamel as their comrade. 


‘...He has potential,’ Anise muttered to herself. 


Hamel’s potential was different from that of Sienna, Anise, and Molon. 
He was just a mercenary who had never received proper instruction. 
But he had slowly trained himself to where he was now by going 
through countless battlefields and surviving them all. 


The flow of his mana was irregular, but he had still managed to attune 
that turbid current with just his innate senses and focussed exclusively 
on accelerating his movements instead of strengthening his sword- 
force. 


But what if someone could correct that imperfection for him? 


Hamel twisted his body violently as he swung his sword. His slash 
hammered into Vermouth’s side. But the moment that his attack drew 
close, his sword shook. One slash split into dozens of slashes that all 
surged forward simultaneously to chop Vermouth’s body into pieces. 


Vermouth’s body finally began to move in response to this slash. His 
sword flowed as smoothly as water as it approached Hamel’s sword. 


Claaang! 


As their mana collided with each other, a burst of sound was 
produced. 


Hamel’s mana recoiled backward. After just one clash, his sword-force 
had been destroyed in a single moment. Hamel squeezed strength 
back into his throbbing hands and grabbed hold of his mana, which 
was in a mess from the backlash. Then he raised his sword-force once 
more. The blade of mana that returned to cover his sword 
immediately underwent a conversion. 


The blade burst into flames. Then, as if the sword had been doused in 
oil, these flames instantly grew to a great size and tried to swallow 
Vermouth. 


The moment she saw this, Sienna shook her head and thought, ‘It’s 
over.’ 


Anise also let out a short sigh. She then prepared a recovery spell just 
in case of some unforeseen circumstances. 


As for Molon, he just stood there with his large eyes peeled open, 
watching until the end. 


“,..My flames?’ Hamel realized something was off. 
His extreme concentration lengthened his perception of time. 


He was forced to watch as pure, white flames wrapped around 


Vermouth’s body. Embers scattered off of Vermouth’s shoulders like a 
lion’s mane. Vermouth’s sword hadn’t even moved, but the pure white 
flames he had summoned consumed Hamel’s blaze. 


Was this the end? 


Hamel desperately held on to his consciousness. There wasn’t even 
any backlash of mana. Instead, all the mana he poured into the flames 
disappeared. Even so, Hamel forced his body to move. He had gone 
through hundreds of battlefields, survived numerous close brushes 
with death, and overcome countless challenges. His body, which had 
been with Hamel through all these struggles, resisted the inevitable 
defeat. 


He still had a dagger hidden beneath his wrist. If he couldn’t win with 
a sword, then Hamel was desperately planning to get in close and stab 
Vermouth in the side, but... 


Boooom! 


A wall of flames swept across the ground towards him, and Hamel was 
blown backward by the impact. Unable to even arrest his fall, Hamel 
landed on the ground face-first. 


“’,.Isn’t that... a little too harsh?” Sienna muttered with a shake of her 
head. 


Should she cast a healing spell? Anise considered the question for a 
moment before lowering her outstretched hand. 


Anise justified her decision, “If Vermouth doesn’t show the clear gap 
that lies between them, that mercenary will just try again and again.” 


“Amazing!” Molon shouted in a loud voice. 


Sienna and Anise both turned to look at Molon, startled by the loud 
shout that had erupted from beside them. 


Molon continued shouting, “That spirit of not giving up until the very 
end, he truly is a warrior!” 


Before being blown away by the approaching wave of flames, Molon 
saw Hamel throw his dagger. Vermouth had been confident of his 
victory and hadn’t expected that tiny dagger to pierce through the 
flames and come flying at him. 


But in reality, that dagger didn’t do any damage to Vermouth’s body. 
However, it had managed to slightly brush by Vermouth’s sleeve 
before completely burning up into ash. 


Vermouth stared at the mark on his sleeve in amazement. To think 
that Hamel would truly be able to land a blow on him. Although there 
might not be any wounds left on his body, the fact that his opponent 
could leave a cut on the hem of his sleeve even when there was such a 
gap between them was enough to surprise Vermouth. 


But such a surprise only caused Vermouth to laugh for a moment 
before he addressed the fallen Hamel, “...It seems that I’m stronger 
than you.” 


With a thin smile on his face, Vermouth approached Hamel and 
stretched out his hand. 


...Hamel’s face hurt. His nose felt like it had been broken, and the 
inside of his mouth was filled with dirt. His body, which had been 
struck by the flames, was also screaming in protest. 


Hamel had lost. There were no excuses that he could make for such a 
crushing defeat. He didn’t even know when he had last lost so 
completely. Could a person like Vermouth... truly exist in this world? 
Just how could it even be possible? 


“...Shut up,” Hamel snarled. 


The outcome of their duel wouldn’t change even if they fought once 
more. However, Hamel couldn’t just admit defeat. Seizing hold of his 
dizzied consciousness, Hamel glared at Vermouth. 


Looking up at his gray hair and golden eyes, the bastard was just 
standing in front of Hamel, still clad in his white flames. 


Vermouth had extended his hand towards him... What? Was this guy 


offering a handshake? Instead of accepting the handshake, Hamel 
raised his hand and grabbed his nose. 


Crack! 


Wrenching his nose straight, Hamel held it in place until the 
nosebleed had stopped. 


Looking down at the sword in his right hand... the blade was gone. 
That white flame had shattered his sword into pieces. Was mana really 
capable of instantly exploding a sword into pieces like that? No, it 
wasn’t just the mana. It had actually started from the very first time 
their swords had collided with each other. Vermouth had seen right 
through Hamel’s sword techniques the moment before their blades 
had met and had used this to destroy Hamel’s blade. 


Vermouth was in a different class. 


Hamel wasn’t an idiot. He had known that there would be a massive 
gap between himself and Vermouth. Even if they fought hundreds or 
even thousands of matches, Hamel didn’t have any confidence in 
being able to beat Vermouth even once. 


But Hamel refused to accept this truth. It felt like the moment he 
accepted this, he would also have to admit that he would never be 
able to defeat Vermouth. 


'” 


“’..Fuck. Again. Let’s fight again. I haven’t lost...!” Hamel growled. 


Hamel hated losing. Defeat may have been familiar to him starting 
from a young age, but it was still a disgusting and unpleasant thing 
that he refused to get used to, no matter how many times it had 
happened. 


He had lost everything at a young age and started living as a 
mercenary. Over that time, Hamel had gotten better at fighting in 
order to survive. He wasn’t a good fighter from the very beginning. 
Hamel had experienced numerous defeats, then, at some point, 
victories began to outnumber his losses. 


Hamel couldn’t allow himself to get used to losing. Ever since he was 


young, Hamel had blindly followed this edict. 


“Tf you can’t accept it, then fine,” Vermouth agreed with a nod as he 
withdrew his hand. 


Vermouth then took a few steps backward as he continued to stare at 
Hamel. Hamel dropped the broken sword onto the ground and 
clenched his fists. If a sword wouldn’t work... then maybe he could 
use his fists? Hamel was confident in his brawling. Even before he had 
become a mercenary, he had often boxed with the other children in 
his village, and after becoming a mercenary, he swung his fists all the 
more often. 


Up to now, Hamel had always thought of himself as a genius. He had 
enough talent that it made sense for him to do so. Ever since he was 
young, he hadn’t felt any real difficulty when it came to learning new 
things, and his skills had also improved faster than the rest. 


Even after becoming a mercenary, his confidence in himself hadn’t 
changed. On the contrary, he had built trust in himself, which 
reinforced his own self-confidence. 


I’ve never seen a brat who’s as good with a knife as you. 
Did you just say that you can already sense mana? 
Is that sword-light? That’s impossible! 


All of the mercenaries who had met the young Hamel were shocked 
by him. Some of them grew jealous of Hamel’s talent and had even 
tried to cripple him for it. When it came to the envy that followed 
geniuses, Hamel had always been on the side of the ones being envied. 


Although he had become familiar with the cries of shock coming from 
his surroundings... as well as people calling him a genius, Hamel 
hadn’t allowed himself to become complacent in his arrogance. He 
hadn’t neglected to work hard and train. 


That was how he had been able to cultivate such a level of skill. 


But his opponent was the hero, Vermouth Lionheart. So it only made 
sense for him to lose. The truth was that having any expectation of 
winning in the first place was the most absurd thing. 


However, Hamel couldn’t allow himself to lose like this. Without even 
having been able to land a proper attack on Vermouth, he couldn’t 
allow himself to admit defeat, even as he felt this overwhelming gap 
in their skills. Even if it wasn’t an equal fight, there at least had to be 
an exchange of blows. Even if it meant fighting hundreds or thousands 
of times, Hamel had to believe that he would be able to win at least 
once or twice. 


“ ..Hey,” Hamel eventually called out. 


Now, he didn’t even have the strength left to pick his body off the 
ground. 


They had already fought twice, and Hamel had lost both times. He 
hadn’t even been able to brush the hem of Vermouth’s clothes like he 
had in the first match. It wasn’t just because of those pure white 
flames either. Hamel had also been completely defeated when they 
competed solely with their bodies. All of the techniques that Hamel 
had held such trust and confidence in had done anything to Vermouth. 


Hamel continued, “...?’m a lot weaker than you. So just why do you 
want me to become your comrade?” 


Hamel felt like there wasn’t any reason for which he could possibly 
accept this offer. Having struggled so hard, he had realized just how 
much of a gap there was between them. Even if he did become one of 
Vermouth’s companions, it was clear that he would just be a burden 
holding on to their ankles. 


Hamel didn’t know how to use magic, and of course, he didn’t know 
how to use holy magic either. He also wasn’t as barbarically huge as 
Molon. 


That was why he definitely couldn’t accept it. 


Was it because he was strong? No, Hamel was weak compared to 
them. Was it because he was a genius? Obviously not. So what exactly 


did they want from him? Why did this monstrous bastard come 
looking for Hamel to invite him to become his companion and was 
even willing to fight with Hamel three times? 


“Because I need you,” Vermouth stated. 
But Vermouth’s reply just sounded like a joke to him. 


“...That’s why I’m asking why the fuck you need me...?! You’re 
obviously stronger than me!” Hamel let out a roar as he slammed his 
fist into the ground. 


He had lost. He had never had any chance at winning. After being 
defeated by Vermouth in all three fights, all Hamel could feel was rage 
at himself. 


“If I won, you would become my comrade. Isn’t that what you 
promised?” Vermouth reminded him. 


“But I just can’t understand it! If you told them you wanted them as 
your comrade, there aren’t just one or two strong bastards who would 
be flattered by the offer. So why the hell would you come to me with 
this?!” Hamel demanded as he raised his head to glare at Vermouth. 


Instead of replying immediately, Vermouth gazed at Hamel with calm 
eyes. In the face of that stare, Hamel unconsciously swallowed a gulp. 
Those shining gold eyes were unwaveringly calm, but they were also 
so intense that it was as if they could penetrate through everything 
they saw and reveal the truth hidden inside his heart. 


“You’re the last one,” Vermouth’s lips parted. “So let's go there 
together, Hamel.” 


Vermouth offered his hand to Hamel once more, but Hamel didn’t 
grab hold of the hand immediately. 


Since he had lost, then all he needed to do was follow Vermouth. If he 
could just think of it like that, then Hamel would be more at ease, but 
Hamel needed a different reason to agree to go with Vermouth. 


“ ,.You rotten bastard,” Hamel cursed. 


Picking up the shattered pieces of his pride, Hamel collected himself. 
He then firmly accepted the fact that he wasn’t a genius. After doing 
this, Hamel looked up at Vermouth. 


“’,.You... just what are you planning on doing?” Hamel asked. 


“We’re going to cross the sea and journey to Helmuth,” Vermouth 
answered. 


“...None of the ships in this port are willing to sail to Helmuth.” 
“Tf I tell them Pll be going with them, they’ll set sail.” 


Vermouth was probably right. Hamel let out a hollow laugh at this. 
None of the merchant ships were willing to sail to Helmuth because 
the sea that lay between was far too dangerous. Beneath the sealine, 
the waters were filled with violent monsters and demonic beasts, and 
above the sealine, black wizards and undead sailed the waters in their 
ghost ships. 


If there was a sufficient escort force, the ships might be willing to 
depart, but a major battle had been fought in this city just a few days 
before. The only ones still full of energy were the clumsy, young 
knights who had just been promoted to fill the empty spots left by the 
dead. Among the surviving knights and mercenaries, the only one 
volunteering to go to the hellish place that was Helmuth was Hamel. 


However, if Vermouth and his companions said they would be taking 
a ship there, all of the knights blinded by the legend of the mighty 
hero would surely flock to board the same ship. Even disregarding 
their numbers, the merchant ships would be willing to set sail for 
Helmuth as long as Vermouth agreed to board their ship. 


“...And what... do you intend to do in Helmuth?” Hamel continued. 


“We’re going to kill the Demon Kings,” Vermouth replied without any 
hesitation. “First, we’re going to kill the Demon King of Carnage. Then 
we'll kill the Demon King of Cruelty, and after that, we’ll kill the 
Demon King of Fury. Once we’ve killed the Demon King of 


Incarceration, all that’s left is to kill the Demon King of Destruction.” 
Vermouth still hadn’t withdrawn his hand. 


“In order to kill the Demon Kings, we need your strength,” Vermouth 
earnestly requested. “Hamel Dynas, without you, I... no, we won’t be 
able to slay all of the Demon Kings.” 


It sounded absurd. Did Vermouth really just say that he was going to 
kill all the Demon Kings? As the hero chosen by the Holy Sword, it 
sounded plausible, but what the hell did Vermouth mean by saying 
that he wouldn’t be able to kill the Demon Kings without Hamel? 


“’..If that’s the case, then it can’t be helped,” Hamel gave in with a 
sigh. 


Was Vermouth just soothing the sore feelings of a loser? That was 
most probably the case. 


...But did he really have any reason to do so? 


Hamel didn’t want to spend any more time thinking about it. The 
more he thought about it, the more his head hurt. 


“’,.Well, I was just looking for a way to cross the sea,” Hamel 
admitted as an excuse to take Vermouth’s hand. 


“What a prideful pretense,” Sienna, who had still been leaning with 
her back against the wall, spat out in an attention-catching voice. 


Beside her, Molon was looking at Vermouth and Hamel with thick 
streams of tears pouring from his eyes. 


Then, with his arms held wide open, Molon approached Vermouth and 
Hamel to say, “Warriors on different paths have now joined together 
to work towards the same purpose! Now that we’re comrades, we may 
have been born on different days!1], but the day we achieve our 
ultimate goal will be the same!” 


While shedding hot-blooded tears, Molon embraced Hamel and 


Vermouth. 


“.,.Are you done?” Anise asked as she lifted her empty holy water 
flask and turned it upside down over her mouth to pour out the last 
remaining drops of holy water. “Hamel, because we had to deal with 
your stubbornness, I wasn’t able to hold our evening service. Just how 
are you going to take responsibility for that?” 


“,.What do you expect me to do about that?” Hamel asked grumpily. 


“Allow me to enlighten you. Anise likes to drink. You know what that 
means, right? She wants you to go buy her something to drink,” 
Sienna advised Hamel with a giggle as she waved her finger. 


A gust of wind blew away the dust clinging to Hamel's body. 


“Hmm, since we’re welcoming a new companion today... then even 
God should forgive me for skipping today’s service,” Anise confirmed 
Sienna’s suggestion. 


Hamel eyed the two women warily, “...What... is with you two? Why 
are you acting so friendly all of a sudden? Didn’t you say that you 
hated me and that I was a piece of shit?” 


“Hamel, I have never said that I hated you or called you a piece of 
shit. If I had to say it, then I might admit that you are an asshole, but 
is there anyone in this world who can really swear to love everyone 
else in existence? As long as you’re human, you can still think that 
someone else is an asshole; and as a Saint, I am no exception to that,” 
Anise confessed as she stared at Hamel through her narrowed eyes. 
“As such, while people can still think of each other as assholes and 
slightly act as assholes to each other, we still need to get along and 
come to understand each other. As for us in particular, since we'll 
have to fight together from now on while placing our lives in each 
other's hands, we should get to know each other even more deeply 
than in an ordinary relationship.” 


“Uh... a-alright,” Hamel stammered, overwhelmed by the sermon. 


“And there’s nothing like drinking together to get to know each other. 
The reason alcohol exists is that by making people intoxicated, it 


allows people to reveal their true selves without any deception; so, by 
getting drunk together, we can come to understand one another more 
deeply. That’s why alcohol is actually holy water,” Anise concluded. 


“That’s why you should buy some expensive and good-quality 
alcohol,” Sienna added helpfully from the side. 


“’,.Or else, could it be that you don’t want to drink with us? Did you 
prefer it when we disliked you earlier?” Anise accused. 


Hamel defended himself, “It’s just suspicious that your attitude has 
changed so quickly.” 


“We thought that you were just a slob without any skills who made 
his living by talking big, but having seen you fight with Vermouth, 
we’ve come to appreciate you,” Anise admitted honestly. 


“Your persistence is also pretty good,” Sienna complimented. 


Molon chimed in, “Your eyes that burned hot until the very end were 
truly fitting for a warrior.” 


What strange guys. Hamel thought as he freed himself from Molon’s 
arms. 


“’..Do you like to drink as well?” Hamel asked uncertainly, glancing at 
Vermouth. 


Something seemed to have amused Vermouth, as he’d kept the smile 
from earlier. 


“T don’t dislike it,” Vermouth responded. 
“That’s quite an ambiguous answer,” Hamel complained. 


Anise explained, “Although he phrased it like that, Sir Vermouth has 
never refused a drink.” 


“Tf that’s the case, then let’s go get some drinks,” Hamel said, recalling 


what Vermouth had said earlier. 
Have you eaten yet? 
Then let’s have a meal together. 


Then, just like Vermouth had, he turned around and started leading 
the way forward. 


‘...That bastard, he won’t kick a rock at me, will he?’ 


Hamel was suddenly concerned that a stone might come flying at the 
back of his head, but Vermouth didn’t suddenly kick a stone at him 
like Hamel had done before. 


“ ,.Hahaha.” 


Instead, the sound of laughter rang out from behind him. 


Chapter 170 
The Competition (1) 


The Lionheart’s main house had gone through some changes. First, the 
Patriarch, who had been away from the main house for a few years, 
had now returned. Just like when he had left the Black Lion Castle, 
Gilead was still noticeably thin, and Ancilla cried her eyes out, 
forgetting about dignity for a moment. 


Her husband’s return wasn’t the only reason Ancilla bawled. Her 
children, who had left her arms for a long time, had also returned. 


After attending several funerals along with Gilead, Ciel had come back 
along with Cyan, who had been training with the captains of the Black 
Lion Castle. 


Giving up on their original plan, the Third Division of the Black Lion 
Knights led by Carmen didn’t leave the main estate due to a request 

from Gilead and Klein — they asked Carmen to help train the White 
Lion Knights. 


The White Lion Knights were already among the best knights on the 
continent, but the rebellion started by Eward was enough to make the 
loyalty of the White Lion Knights waver, since they were usually very 
proud of the fact that they served the Lionhearts. Therefore, the 
Lionhearts needed to make a strong display in order to regain that 
respect and reverence. 


The simplest method to achieve this was bringing in a knight who, on 
the one hand, was indisputably strong, and on the other hand, lacked 
the elitism normally displayed by pureblood Lionhearts. In other 
words, they had to be the type to not discriminate between their 
subordinates, and they had to be enthusiastic about teaching. 


Carmen Lionheart, the strongest person in the Lionhearts, was 
naturally considered to be the best fit for this role, so she continued to 


stay in the main estate and mentor the White Lion Knights instead of 
returning to the Black Lion Castle. 


As a result, the White Lion Knights’ quarters beside the main estate’s 
training area had been extended. Carmen’s office had been set up next 
to the office of the White Lion Order’s Commander on the first floor. 
Overall, the facility had become much more elegant than before. 


All of the renovations were Ancilla’s plan to make the knights grateful 
and proud. The White Lion Knights’ facility was great in the first 
place, but the major renovation led by Ancilla made the compound 
outstanding. 


While extending the White Lion Knights’ quarter, the annex was also 
demolished. Ancilla built a new annex in the place where Eugene had 
previously lived, right next to the main estate, saying that family 
should be family even though they did not share all that much blood. 
The main estate and the annex were separate, but every floor was 
connected with a passageway, enabling people to easily move between 
the main estate and the annex. 


Aside from these renovations, various new training equipment was 
also installed in the training area. Even the Lionheart forest, where the 
World Tree’s seedlings had completely taken roots, also went through 
a renovation. 


Some had worried that the elves would be against it, but the elves 
hadn’t forgotten that they were under the Lionhearts’ protection. 
Maybe due to that reason, the elves themselves had picked up shovels 
and axes and helped with the forest’s renovation. 


“’,..1 think it’s a tiny little bit overkill,” Carmen awkwardly said. She 
was in her office, which she had decorated to suit her preference from 
top to bottom. 


One wall was fitted with a whiskey display. Not that Carmen drank 
whiskey in any shape or form — she hated both its smell and taste. 
She liked sweet beverages, warm milk, and tea that calmed her, rather 
than bitter alcohol that tasted like tree bark washed with soap. 


There was a wine display next to the whiskey display. Just like her 


whiskey display, every wine she had put on her display as ‘interior 
decoration’ was a top-class product. The highest quality wood and 
metals were used to build the displays, and they were decorated with 
jewels. The displays even came with artifacts that controlled 
temperature and humidity, creating a perfect environment for each 
type of alcohol. This was the kind of display normally owned by rich 
habitual drinkers who had far too much money. 


Therefore, the wines inside the displays were luxury items, some of 
the highest-priced wines money could buy. Whiskey and wine became 
more expensive over time, and if Eugene put together the age of the 
alcohol bottles on Carmen’s shelves, forget about Hamel’s age, it 
would even surpass the age of most high-ranking demonfolks. 


Of course, Carmen also didn’t drink wine. Well... no, unlike whiskey, 
she at least drank some of the wine, because she enjoyed both sweet 
ice wine and cool sparkling wine. Aside from those, however, did she 
care for any other type? Not in the slightest. She couldn’t care less if 
the wine was red, white, or rainbow; as far as she was concerned, 
grape juice and apple juice were the better choice. 


So... why did she even have those massively expensive shelves? 
Naturally, it was because Carmen thought that displaying quality 
alcohol was essential in order to show dignity. Although she didn’t 
like wine or whiskey, she certainly liked the way she looked when she 
held a wine or whiskey glass. 


Carmen’s thoughts remained the same when it came to cigars. Inside 
the drawers of her magnificent office desk, cigars that would never see 
a lighter were neatly organized. It was a given, but all of her cigars 
were handmade by famous artisans. She even had her cigar case and 
cigar cutter custom-made, engraved with a black lion and a silver lion. 


Apart from those, there were also a bunch of books, which — 
obviously — she didn’t read, filling a third wall. Finally, the wall 
behind Carmen’s desk was engraved with the big symbols of the 
Lionhearts and the Black Lion Knights. Armor that she never wore was 
standing beside her window-like decorations, along with a flag... 


...TO sum it up, the room was more overkill than any other room 
Eugene had ever visited. And Carmen, the very person who had 
decorated the room and was currently sitting in her chair with her 


legs on the desk, had the absolute gall to utter the word ‘overkill.’ 
Eugene could no longer think properly. 

“..Er... Uh... Is that so?” Eugene stuttered. 

“Yes, there is no reason to also train the elves.” Carmen nodded. 


“Well, I didn’t tell them to... They volunteered,” Eugene answered, 
shrugging. 


Just like Eugene had said, the elves in the forest had started training 
by themselves. The incident of Lavera being helplessly kidnapped by 
Iris had been a wake-up call for the elves and motivated Signard, who 
had deep grudges against Iris. 


The elves had volunteered to train, so several training facilities had 
been installed to grant the elves’ requests during the renovation. 
Signard himself had begun to teach swordsmanship to the elves, and 
the White Lion Knights and Black Lion Knights assisted Signard in that 
endeavor. 


“,.What I mean by overkill... is...” Carmen laid her cigar on the 
ashtray, unable to say much. The beautiful ashtray had never held 
cigarette ashes and it never would in the future. 


“.,.Aha.” Eugene realized what Carmen wanted to say. “You are 
saying this because of White Tower Master, right?” 


“ ..Hmm.” Carmen bitterly nodded. 


In Eugene’s perspective, they were the same, considering how they 
both didn’t act their age and were completely disgraceful. Yet, Carmen 
and Melkith were surprisingly on bad terms. 


Eugene thought that they were probably feeling a sense of kinship to 
each other and self-loathing at the same time. Since they were similar, 
they became more conscious of each other, but they looked hideous 
from a third-party perspective... 


‘No... rather than loathing... are they being competitive with each other?’ 
Eugene gaped. 


When Melkith had worn a mink coat, Carmen had worn a fluffier 
mink jacket. When Carmen had worn a leather jacket, Melkith had 
worn a shinier leather coat. 


“T know elves have great aptitude for spirit summoning magic, but 
since the White Tower Master is an outsider, it is a bit too much for 
her to teach the Lionhearts’ people.” 


Carmen crossed her legs on her desk. 


“Well... they wanted to learn it. If they don’t like swordsmanship or 
hand-to-hand combat, it’s for the best that they learn spirit 
summoning magic. Besides, their teacher is the greatest spirit 
summoner in history.” Eugene nodded. 


After the Lightning Flame incident, Melkith could freely come in and 
out of the Lionheart Forest on some level, but she must have felt the 
need to prove her worth when her visits became frequent. She had 
persuaded the elves in the forest and taught them about spirit 
summoning magic, so Melkith had even stayed in the forest for several 
days, using the ‘lesson’ excuse. 


“..It is a great method to make the Lionhearts more powerful but... 
ummm... she really lacks dignity...” Carmen chose her words 
carefully. 


“Pardon?” Eugene asked with a baffled expression. 


“Uhmm... Well... When I went on a stroll last night, I passed by the 
artificial lake of the forest... hmm...,” Carmen stuttered, unable to 
continue speaking. 


As if she was feeling really awkward, she fidgeted with her fingers and 
turned her head away a little as she continued. 


“...And the White Tower Master was sitting at the center of the lake 
without any clothes.” 


“..What?” Eugene couldn’t believe his ears. 


“There was no person — I mean, no elves who were watching. The 
White Tower Master must be really thorough about such matters, 
because she created a magic barrier that prevents people from 
recognizing her... Without eyes that aren’t as sharp as mine, they 
wouldn’t be able to see the White Tower Master behave strangely. 
Anyhow, she is really... disgraceful in real life.” 


“Ts that so...” Eugene wasn’t sure what he was supposed to say. 


“Of course... Ummm... she didn’t do anything strange. I did get out of 
the area right after I saw her, but she looked serious and her mana 
flow was truly beautiful. I assume she was meditating to unite her ego 
and the outside world... to develop her spirit-summoning magic,” 
Carmen spoke and cleared her throat. “...But... hmm... ordinary 
people... Well, the White Tower Master isn’t an ordinary person, but if 
she knows about shame...” 


Was it morally right for Carmen to speak about shame? 


“.,.Shouldn’t she... not cultivate while sitting naked... under the night 
sky with the shining moon? Or am I failing to understand her 
cultivation method because I’m neither a wizard nor a spirit 
summoner?” Carmen sincerely asked. 


Eugene had no response for this. 


“Is such a training method common for wizards and spirit 
summoners? Eugene, you are a wizard and a spirit summoner, so do 
you also secretly train by using the same method?” 


[Hamel.] Tempest called Eugene through his head. 


“Tf... if so, then are all the elves who learn spirit summoning from the 
White Tower Master going to go through such training? I don’t 
mind... if they do that in the Lionheart forest, but if they train while 
there is a guest in the main estate... Especially... hmm... I do believe 
you are sensible enough, however, if somebody sees you while you are 
busy uniting your ego and the outside world as you cultivate...,” 
Carmen carefully chose her words. 


[I suggest that we assassinate Melkith El-Hayah. ] 
Tempest quickly whispered to Eugene. 


[She is dragging spirit summoners’ reputation through the mud. Look 
at this bizarre woman right now. Even she is confused because she 
can’t understand the White Tower Master. ] 
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...” Eugene was speechless. 


[Just like I told you the last time, the story about how a spirit 
summoner can reach a higher level by communicating with spirits in a 
naked state is nothing more than a groundless superstition... I lament 
at the fact that such a superstition maniac is a grand spirit 
summoner... ] 


“'..1..,” Eugene began to speak. 


[She is a spirit summoner who signed contracts with the Earth and 
Lightning Spirit Kings, but why is she developing her spirit 
summoning magic on the lake’s surface? Is she following some kind of 
superstition that a forced communication with spirits for which the 
summoner has no affinity with strengthens their connection with the 
respective spirits...?] 


“.,.I never trained without clothes, nor did I ever feel any particular 
desire to train that way.” Eugene tried to speak as calmly as possible. 


[How could such a grand spirit summoner... No... Every being who 
has transcended humanity is mad... Like how Carmen Lionheart is... 
Melkith El-Hayah is also mad...] 


Tempest had just realized something on his own. 


“The White Tower Master is the weird one. Other wizards and spirit 
summoners don’t do such crazy stuff. I will make sure to discuss with 
the elves about this matter, and warn the White Tower Master too.” 
Eugene firmly answered. 


After hearing Eugene’s answer, Carmen heaved a sigh of relief and 


suddenly pulled out something from her desk’s drawer. 
Pong. 


Carmen flicked open the black-golden Dupont lighter, with a crisp and 
clear sound. 


Pong. 

“Tt’s cool.” Eugene nodded as he understood Carmen’s intention. 
Pong. 

“Tt sounds clearer than Iris’.” 

Eugene looked at her lighter. 

“Tt’s custom-made.” 

Carmen finally looked satisfied as she nodded. 


Eugene tried to keep his feet on the ground, because he hadn’t visited 
Carmen early in the morning to have this kind of conversation. 


“TIsn’t it time for you to pretend that you have no choice and tell me 
what the hell is up?” Eugene cut to the chase. 


“..I... [don’t know what you are talking about.” Carmen looked 


“T will keep asking, even if you pretend to not know anything.” 
Eugene kept looking at her. 


“Young Blood Lion. Can you handle the truth?” Carmen locked her 
fingers together. 


“Handle shandle, who gives a damn. I’m already used to the damned 
title of Blood Lion and don’t care when others call me Blood Lion, so I 
won’t stand down even if you call me Blood Lion.” 


Eugene smiled only with his mouth. Elves sure as hell had a keen 
sense of hearing. 


When Carmen had conferred the title of Blood Lion to Eugene in front 
of the warp gate, only the Black Lions and Lavera had been present, 
but all the elves in the forest heard Carmen. 


That was how the elves ended up calling Eugene ‘Blood Lion,’ and the 
title naturally spread to the servants and the White Lion Knights. No 
matter how much Eugene shivered when he heard the title, all the 
people in the Lionheart domain now called him ‘Eugene, the Blood 
Lion.’ 


‘Well... uh... Blood Lion Eugene is better than Stupid Hamel, I guess?’ 
Eugene bit his lips. 


Glaring at Carmen, he clenched his fists to control his goosebumps. 
“Besides, you’re giving off more signals than a lighthouse.” 


“..1... [have never done that.” Carmen tightly grabbed her lighter. 


“What is the mysterious experience you went through in your 
childhood dozens of years ago?” Eugene went on. 


“When we returned to the main estate, you kept clicking your pocket 
watch in the carriage every time Sir Alchester mentioned the word 
dragon.” Eugene continued. 


“_,.Wanting you to notice and you actually noticing are slightly 
different things,” Carmen solemnly said. 


“T can’t see that slight difference, so I have to hear about it directly.” 


“T have told you multiple times, but I can’t tell you my experience 
myself due to... an important promise.” Carmen desperately tried to 
change the topic, but no new topic came to her mind. 


‘If I knew things were going to turn out this way, I would have pulled out 
my Dupont lighter later. His head would have been filled with the desire to 
have a Dupont lighter instead of questions if I let him hear my lighter’s 
click in this kind of situation... ’ Carmen thought in regret. 


“Gosh.” Eugene sighed as he leaned against the sofa. For the past 
couple of days, he had been visiting and following Carmen to ask 
about the dragon, but Carmen refused to answer. 


At this point, Eugene had no choice but to believe Carmen. It was 
certain that Carmen had received the... Heaven Genocide from the 
dragon. Judging from how she kept trying to change the subject, 
unable to say something clear, she had likely made a promise with the 
dragon using Draconic. 


“’,.Can you give me a hint, if you can’t directly say it?” Eugene calmly 
asked. 


“..The encounter...” Carmen hesitated as she fell deep in thought, 
figuring out if she could speak about what came to her thoughts or 
not. After trying to say something several times, she closed her mouth 
and frowned. 


‘She can’t speak, in spite of her will,’ Eugene observed. 


[The promise made with a dragon using Draconic is absolute. ] 
Tempest explained. 


‘You call yourself the fucking Wind Spirit King, but how can you know 
zero dragons?’ Eugene growled in his thought. 


[.... know a dragon, however, I can’t talk about the party with whom I 
signed a contract even though I’m a Spirit King. So don’t count on my 
help in searching for the dragon, Hamel.] 


Tempest’s excuse sounded pathetic, but it was understandable. Since 
wind existed everywhere in the world... Eugene would have been able 
to obtain all the information if he could use the low-ranking wind 
spirits with Tempest’s help to search. 


“_..1... [stayed with the Dragonic family when I was young.” Carmen 
finally spoke after a long time. “I told you about this before, but I was 
Alchester’s martial arts teacher. I don’t like weapons like swords or 
spears, so I taught Alchester hand-to-hand combat. The Dragonic 
Patriarch at the time taught me the Dragonic Style... but it wasn’t 
much help to me.” 


Eugene had heard this in the carriage too. 


“Alchester was a fast learner. He was a five-year-old kid at the time, 
but he was unbelievably mature and he never whined about my 
lessons...” Carmen reminisced. 


“You met the Dragon in the Dragonic estate?” Eugene tilted his head. 


“Although he was mature... he had a childish side, too. The five-year- 
old Alchester was a horrible child who used to eat his booger...” 
Carmen closed her eyes. 


All Eugene heard was wayyy too much information about the best 
knight in the empire. 


“Then will I have to go to the Dragonic estate...?” Eugene muttered to 
himself. 


“Eugene, the Blood Lion, why are you interested in dragons?” Carmen 
looked at Eugene. 


“Who isn’t interested in dragons?” Eugene shrugged. 


Dragons were mythical creatures who hadn’t shown themselves to the 
world for three hundred years because they had sustained immense 
damage during the war against the Demon Kings. 


Half of the great race had been massacred by the Demon Kings of 


Incarceration and Destruction. 


No, it wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the Demon King of 
Destruction alone had massacred the race. The Demon King of 
Incarceration had indeed killed several dragons in the first war, but he 
had stopped fighting with the dragons rather early. Then, as if filling 
in for the Demon King of Incarceration, the Demon King of 
Destruction had shown up at the battlefield, killing half of the race. 


Eugene didn’t know what those battles had been like, but while Hamel 
had been wandering in Helmuth... he had met a dying dragon who 
had escaped after sustaining injuries from the battle against the 
Demon King of Incarceration. Unable to escape Helmuth, the dragon 
had been waiting for his death inside a crudely made dungeon. 


The dragon pulled out his Dragonheart for Vermouth and his 
companions and left them his last words. 


‘You can’t fight with the Demon King of Destruction.’ 


When Hamel had seen the Demon King of Destruction from afar, 
Hamel had realized how true and serious the dragon’s warning was. 
Even now, Eugene couldn’t recall what the thing he had seen looked 
like exactly, because it had been more like a blur of ‘color.’ Although 
he wasn’t sure that the thing was the Demon King of Destruction, the 
thing made him ask himself... what else could be called if not 
destruction? The thing brought overwhelming fear and despair to its 
enemy, making its enemies powerless to fight back. 


The dragons had been the ones who had attempted to fend off the 
Demon King of Destruction. Perhaps it was because of that event that 
the dragons who had survived the frontline in the war had gone into 
seclusion to heal their injuries and the mental trauma, never revealing 
themselves for three hundred years. 


“...Orix, that bastard, wasn’t remotely half-dragon, so why was there a 
dragon in the Dragonic estate? Did the dragon come to see the maniac who 
proclaimed himself to be half dragon and was respected for three hundred 
years as the heir of a dragon?’ Eugene wondered. 


It sounded plausible. 


“Can you give me advice on how to enter the Dragonic estate?” 
Eugene cautiously asked. 


“Alchester won’t refuse if you ask him for a tour of the mansion.” 
Carmen nodded. 


“Will that be enough to meet the dragon?” Eugene’s eyes shone. 


“T... ummm... stayed in Alchester’s house... as his teacher...” Carmen 
repeated. 


“Okay, I won’t be able to meet the dragon as an ordinary guest. Then 
what should I do... shall I become a temporary teacher like you... 
Lady Carmen?” Eugene mumbled to himself, glancing at Carmen. 


“Alchester has a young son who is ten years old right now.” Carmen 
straightened her posture and stared at Eugene. “If you show 
exceptional ability in front of Alchester, I will ask Gilead to arrange a 
cultural exchange between the two clans.” 


“Huh.” Eugene chuckled as he looked at Carmen. “I think I made it 
pretty clear that I will never participate in today’s competition... Are 
you the one saying this or are you speaking for the Patriarch?” 


“Tll say I speak for the Lionhearts.” Carmen smiled, putting a cigar in 
her mouth. 


The competition was caused by a squabble. The White Dragon 
Knights, whose commander was Alchester, had been protecting the 
Lionheart main estate from the fence for a month, but the White 
Dragon Knights and the White Lion Knights had gotten into a quarrel 
regarding the matter. 


To sum up, low-ranking White Dragon Knights had been caught bad- 
mouthing the Lionhearts. They gossiped about how the Lionhearts 
were not high and mighty like before and the clan was rotting from 
inside. The knights had even smirked at the Lionhearts, saying that 
they always boasted about how they were the great hero’s heirs, but 
they were now under the imperial knights’ protection because they got 
scared by whatever Rakshasa Princess who ran away from Helmuth. 


When the White Lion Knights had heard the White Dragon Knights 
gossiping, the White Lion Knights had challenged them to a duel, 
which had ended in a tie. That wasn’t the end of the squabble, 
however, because some other knights joined in when they heard the 
story, making the duel bigger. 


Alchester had tried to cover up the incident, but the White Dragon 
Knights were loyal to the Kiehl Emperor, not Alchester. As if they had 
secretly been ordered by the emperor, the White Dragon Knights who 
weren’t assigned to protect the Lionheart estate came by and 
challenged the White Lion Knights to a duel. 


Since the incident had progressed this far, the Patriarch had been 
unable to just let this slide, so he himself had stepped up and 
proposed an official competition between the White Lion Knights and 
the White Dragon Knights. Depending on the outcome, the loser was 
going to unreservedly apologize and provide appropriate 
compensation to the winner. Therefore, ten knights were chosen from 
each knightly order to fight in today’s competition. 


“Tm not a White Lion Knight.” Eugene reluctantly spoke. 


“The Patriarch and his children are the commanders of the White Lion 
Knights. You know that, don’t you?” Carmen smiled. 


“Still, it is too much for a member of the main family to participate... 
the White Lion Knights would also be uncomfortable if they saw their 
lord meddling in their problem.” 


Eugene tried really, really hard to persuade her. 


“They would be uncomfortable if Cyan, the official successor, stepped 
up. You aren’t the heir, though, and you’ve even given up the 
succession right, haven’t you? Besides, young White Lion Knights 
revere you, so their spirits will be lifted if you participate in the 
competition.” Carmen spoke flawlessly, without a pause, so Eugene 
could tell that she had been planning to persuade him in the first 
place. 


Eugene clicked his tongue and tilted his head. “That’s a cheap move.” 


Carmen smiled in satisfaction, swinging the cigar in her hand left and 
right. 


“Call it a tactic.” 


Chapter 171 
The Competition (2) 


As Eugene approached the closed door to open it, he felt muted 
footsteps move away on the other side. Eugene stood and waited in 
front of the door for a few moments. Then, seeing how the door 
remained closed, the sounds of someone slowly sneaking drew closer 
once more. 


Eugene immediately pulled the door open. 
“Kyaaah!” 

“Feeek!” 

Two foolish-sounding screams rang out. 


Eugene stared through the open doorway with a sullen face. On the 
other side of the door, he saw Dezra, who had jumped back a few 
steps and was now caught in a guilty posture, and Ciel, who was 
keeping up an impudent expression as if she refused to admit to 
having just made such an embarrassing sound. 


The ‘kyaaah’ had come from Ciel, while the ‘eeek’ had come from 
Dezra. 


“What are you doing here?” Eugene demanded. 


“What do you think I was doing? I was just passing through this 
hallway,” Ciel blatantly lied as she quickly calmed her rapidly beating 
heart from the ensuing shock. Ciel glanced sideways at Dezra, who 
was still shrinking backward, and scolded her, “Stupid Dezra, why did 
you make such an unsightly noise?” 


“H-huh?” Dezra stammered. 


“You started making noises like an idiot just now,” Ciel accused. “I’m 
talking about those ridiculous screams — ‘kyaaah’ and ‘eeek.’ No 
matter how surprised you were, isn’t it going too far to scream twice 
in a row?” 


“Wh-what do you mean by that?” Dezra protested. “I didn’t scream 
twice. Also, strictly speaking, the sound I made just now was more of 
a gasp rather than a screa—” 


“No, you definitely screamed twice. Thanks to that, I also froze out of 
surprise!” Ciel insisted, having no intention of admitting that she had 
let out any scream. At the same time, a question was brewing in the 
corner of her heart, ‘I was definitely paying attention to any signs of his 
presence, so how?’ 


Eugene had also noticed that Ciel was reading the traces of his 
presence. So, to tease Ciel, he had hidden all signs of his presence and 
waited at the door. No matter how keen Ciel’s senses were, it was 
impossible for Ciel to detect him if Eugene was determined to hide his 
presence. 


“T only screamed once!” Dezra argued. 


“Dezra! Do you, a squire, really dare to refute me, your senior 
officer?” Ciel demanded as she glared at Dezra with a stern 
expression. 


It was just as Ciel had said. 


As part of the massive recruitment drive enacted by the Knights of the 
Black Lion, Dezra followed her dreams and joined the Third Division 
of the Black Lion Knights, led by Carmen Lionheart, whom Dezra so 
admired. 


Thanks to that, Dezra had fortunately been able to don the uniform of 
the Black Lion Knights, but unfortunately, Dezra’s skills were actually 
quite lacking for a member of the Black Lions. In the end, Dezra 
became an apprentice and an assistant to Carmen’s disciple, Ciel. 


“... This... this is just absurd. Even if you are my senior officer, Lady 
Ceil, I can’t accept being accused of doing something that I didn’t do,” 


Dezra argued stubbornly. 


“Tf you keep this up, then I won’t take care of you the next time we 
head out together,” Ciel warned as she stared at Dezra with narrowed 
eyes. 


At these words, Dezra’s pupils began wavering with indecision. 


Just by listening to their conversation, one might feel like Ciel was a 

paragon of absurdity for issuing such a threat, but unexpectedly, Ciel 
had indeed been taking care of Dezra in many ways after she recently 
joined the Black Lions as her assistant. 


“You're right,” Dezra confessed with an embarrassed expression. “The 
truth is that I did scream twice.” 


“Hear that?” Ciel boasted smugly as she glanced over at Eugene. 
“’..So what do you want from me?” Eugene reminded her. 


“Why do you keep popping in and out of Lady Carmen’s office lately?” 
Ciel asked as the smile that had just been pasted onto her face 
disappeared. Gazing at Eugene’s face with a suspicious expression, 
Ciel demanded, “You can’t be thinking of becoming Lady Carmen’s 
disciple, can you?” 


“Ts there something wrong with that?” Eugene asked. 


“You can’t,” Ciel firmly rejected. “You’re already receiving special 
guidance from Sir Genos. If you accept instruction from Lady Carmen 
on top of that, that would just be too greedy and unfair.” 


“That’s right... Sir Eugene. Lady Carmen is already very busy with just 
instructing the Third Division,” Dezra backed Ciel up while stumbling 
to address Eugene as a ‘Sir.’ 


However, since she now had to use honorifics whenever she had to 
address Cyan and Ciel, it would be awkward for her to not use ‘Sir’ 
when addressing Eugene as well. So now that she had become a 
member of the Third Division, she would just have to do her best to 


get used to addressing those from the main family as ‘Sir’ or ‘Lady.’ 


“Tt must be nice to keep receiving such affection from all over the 
place,” Eugene commented as he glanced over at Carmen, who had 
propped her legs up onto the table. 


Poof, poof. 


Carmen was idly flicking open and closing her Dupont lighter!1] 
while she tried to hold back the smile that was threatening to spread 
across her lips. 


“It’s slowly getting to the scheduled start of the competition, so what 
are you guys doing here? Even if you aren’t going to participate, 
haven’t all the members of the knights been released to spectate?” 
Eugene inquired. 


“That’s why we’re here,” Ciel claimed. “We’ve come to pick you and 
Lady Carmen up.” 


“My apologies, but unfortunately, I won’t be able to hang around in 
comfort with you,” Eugene said regretfully. 


“Why not?” Ciel complained. 


“Because I’ve decided to participate in the competition,” Eugene 
replied without any trace of hesitation or worry. 


Ciel and Dezra’s eyes widened in amazement. 


Ever since three hundred years ago, the Lionheart clan had taken the 
entire sprawling forest on the western border of Ceres as their domain, 
and no other noble estates were located on the outskirts of their 
family’s territory. 


In other words, the field the competition was taking place in wasn’t 
actually part of the Lionheart clan’s private property. This area 
belonged to Kiehl as part of the lands directly owned by the Emperor. 


As this whole confrontation had stemmed from some trivial disputes, 
no more blood than necessary needed to be shed. During this 
competition, the participants had to make sure to always respect each 
other’s honor and keep to the rules of chivalry. 


While that may have been the original priority of the organizers, none 
of the spectators who had gathered to watch the competition cared 
about that. 


There were hundreds of eyes watching to ensure that all the 
participants in this competition behaved honorably to each other, kept 
to the rules of chivalry, and restrained themselves from any 
unnecessary bloodshed. Most of these spectators were aristocrats of at 
least some individual prestige within Kiehl, and even those who didn’t 
have their own titles were merchants whose wealth had granted them 
a status that could not be ignored. Rather than dull things like honor 
or chivalry, their eyes were full of interest as they anticipated the 
upcoming battles between the two knightly orders. 


The White Dragon Knights, who served directly under the imperial 
family, and the Lionheart Knights, whose prestigious record had first 
begun three hundred years ago, would face each other head-on. Until 
now, there had never once been a direct confrontation between the 
Imperial Knights and the knightly orders that served the nobility of 
Kiehl. 


‘Usually, it blows over before an all-out confrontation occurs.’ 


This wasn’t just the case for conflicts between the Imperial Knights 
and Noble Knights either. The noble knightly orders usually didn’t 
fight among themselves either, as a direct conflict between the 
knightly orders could easily lead to a battle for each other’s territory. 


Therefore, any conflict between knightly orders always adhered to 
these rules: any dispute must always be founded on just causes, duels 
should be neatly arranged to not leave any regrets, and both sides 
were expected to show respect to each other to keep the loser from 
being overly humiliated. Like this, any conflicts that arose would not 
exceed the scale of a one-versus-one duel, and the mobilization of the 
entire knightly order into the field was expressly forbidden without 
the permission of their noble patrons... 


“This conflict was caused by the White Dragon Knights in the first 
place, so the Lionheart Knights have been in the right from the very 
start of all this.” 


“However, the White Dragon Knights who serve His Majesty can’t be 
the first to bow their heads.” 


“That might be the case, but...” 


“This is just a rumor spreading inside the imperial palace, but His 
majesty might be planning on escalating this into an all-out war.” 


“What kind of nonsense...?” 


“As you may know, not long ago, there was an internal conflict 
between family members over in the Uklas Mountain Range, within 
the Lionheart clan’s domain. There weren’t many casualties, but the 
prestige of the Lionheart clan, which has prided itself on being the 
strongest martial clan in the entire continent, has fallen to the bottom. 
They have even begun to abolish their old traditions to attempt to 
rectify this and restore the family’s power.” 


The one leading this conversation was Marquis Blezico, a noble 
famous for the broad reach of his social circles, which even extended 
to the various churches. 


Lowering his voice as low as he could, as if he was telling some great 
secret, the marquis whispered, “The Lionheart Clan is a prestigious 
aristocratic family that can even be called the strongest pillar of Kiehl. 
Their ancestor, the Great Vermouth, was a great hero who will forever 
leave his name in the history of the continent... If such a clan were to 
begin to capsize... just how depressed would His Majesty be?” 


His listeners gasped in understanding, “Ah...!” 


Blezico further elaborated, “Through this competition, His Majesty 
intends to confirm whether or not the Lionheart clan has managed to 
make even the slightest progress in correcting its slow downfall. That 
is why he has allowed everyone here to observe the competition so 
that they can confirm it for themselves. Even if the Knights of the 
White Lion were to defeat the White Dragon Knights in this 


competition, His Majesty would still be very pleased with this 
outcome.” 


Conversations filled with such content flowed throughout the entire 
crowd of spectators. 


“As if it would be so easy to understand His Majesty’s true intentions,” 
Alchester muttered to himself. 


Only for the man beside him to pick up the topic, “It’s not like we 
really need to understand His Most Sublime Will.” 


The man changed topics, “It’s true that the Lionheart clan has been 
going through a lot of storms lately, isn’t it? This competition might 
stem from a dispute between our knightly orders, but it isn’t bad to 
have an all-out confrontation like this in order to confirm the true 
power of the Lionheart clan.” 


“..It was the Black Lion Knights who suffered from the latest incident. 
The Knights of the White Lion who serve the direct line haven’t 
suffered any damage,” Alchester reminded the man. 


“Yes, ’m aware of that. However, these knights who have sworn 
allegiance to a family that has started cracking apart from the inside... 
will they really be as exceptional as the reputation and tradition that 
they have inherited...?” the man questioned doubtfully as he looked 
towards the opposing side with a thin smile. 


On the other side of the field, the flags of the Lionheart clan were 
fluttering. Both the White Lion Knights in their gray uniforms and 
Black Lion Knights in their black uniforms were present for the 
competition. In the center stood the Patriarch, Gilead, riding a black 
horse. 


“Don’t look down on the Lionheart clan,” Alchester said. “They are the 
martial clan that has reigned at the top of the Empire for the past 
three hundred years. Among all the knights fascinated by their 
reputation, only those with exceptional skills are carefully selected to 
join them and receive further training to become members of the 
Knights of the White Lion.” 


Alchester was actually offended by the man’s blatant disrespect for the 
Lionheart clan. Although he had sworn absolute loyalty to the 
Emperor as the leader of the White Dragon Knights, as a knight 
himself, Alchester still respected ‘the Great Vermouth’ and was 
fascinated by his legend. 


“..If I really did look down on them, I wouldn’t have even 
participated in this competition,” the man eventually responded. 


This was one of the Captains of the White Dragon Knights, Eboldt 
Magius. 


Eboldt continued, “Regardless of whether this competition ends in our 
victory or defeat, it’s necessary to get a more accurate understanding 
of the Lionheart clan’s strength, even if it’s just for the sake of the 
Unity Conference being held next year.” 


But that wasn’t the only reason that this conference was being held. 
The Emperor had also spoken to Alchester privately about his goals 
for this competition. 


No matter how heroic their lineage may be, the Lionheart clan was 
still just a noble family. Wasn’t it excessive for such a family to hold 
enough power to field two whole knightly orders, with one hundred 
and sixty knights in one order and sixty knights in the other? Was it 
really right for a hero from three hundred years ago and his legacy to 
receive more respect than the current reigning emperor? 


That was why the Emperor wanted to put pressure on the Lionhearts. 
Even if they did end up losing the competition, the White Dragon 
Knights wouldn’t lose much. Their defeat would also work out as an 
example of the Emperor’s care. Such an idea had already been sowed 
throughout the spectators in advance. 


However, what if they won? Then the whole world would know that 
the Lionheart clan’s fortunes had indeed declined and that the blood 
of the hero had now thinned out. Should there be any deserters from 
the White Lion Knights as a result of this, the Emperor would be sure 
to generously embrace them and provide a place for them in his 
knightly order. 


“Any regrets?” Carmen asked. 


She was also sitting on a black horse beside Gilead. The hem of her 
coat swished as she surveyed the open field in front of them. 


“What do you mean?” Gilead asked. 


“T’m talking about proposing this competition in the first place,” 
Carmen clarified. 


Gilead smiled wryly as he admitted, “His Majesty was being a bit too 
outspoken.” 


“Tt’s because this peace has lasted too long,” Carmen sighed. 
Poof. 


Carmen flicked open her lighter and placed a cigar in her mouth 
before continuing, “Although he’s slowly built up more and more 
power, he doesn’t have anywhere to release it. That said, there are a 
lot of considerations that need to be made before starting a war. But 
when even the Sultan of Nahama has started to drip his drool here 
and there because his belly is full of oill2], you’d better believe that 
our Majestic Emperor drools just as much.” 


“...That’s quite the dangerous claim to make,” Gilead observed. 


“Ts there something wrong with what I’ve just said? Even if you’ve 
become the emperor of an empire, you should still know how to be 
content in moderation... If our Ancestor hadn’t laid down roots in the 
Kiehl Empire three hundred years ago, do you really think that Kiehl 
would have been able to retain its status as an empire during those 
chaotic times?” Carmen observed cynically. 


“...I expect that the size of their territory would have been reduced by 
a little,” Gilead eventually agreed. 


Carmen snorted, “That’s right. Kiehl has a lot of enemies. If our clan 
hadn’t immediately blocked the barbarians in the southern rainforest, 
then the Imperial Knights, whom His Majesty is so proud of, would 


have needed to take over our duty. Patriarch, you understand what 
I’m saying, right?” 


Gilead was silent. 


“The Lionheart clan has been protecting Kiehl for the past three 
hundred years. Without receiving any official titles for doing so! Still, 
His Majesty, whose belly is so full of oil, does not appreciate our hard 
work and seeks to target us at our time of weakness, trampling on our 
family’s name and coveting our power,” Carmen delivered these words 
with cold anger. 


Although she had retained the appearance of a woman in her 
twenties, Carmen was still Gilead’s aunt. 


This was reflected in the way Carmen encouraged him, “So Patriarch, 
there’s no need to regret proposing this competition. This is the 
decision that you have made as the head of the household. The great 
hero’s blood that flows through our veins has never thinned, and the 
Lionheart clan remains unbroken despite the harsh storms it has 
weathered. That’s right, we’re just like a pine tree that weathers the 
roughest storms...!” 


But what does a pine tree have to do with anything? 


Gilead felt the need to ask such a question, but, in the end, he 
managed to keep it from bursting out. Having experienced this sort of 
thing throughout his childhood, he knew full well that affirmations 
and silence were the most effective means of communicating with 
Carmen. 


“.,.1 don’t regret it,” Gilead eventually declared. “As you’ve said, Aunt, 
someone needed to make a decision. And this decision is something 
that I, as the Patriarch of the family, chose to make.” 


“Don’t call me Aunt,” Carmen immediately snapped. 


“’..Yes, Lady Carmen. And why would I have any regrets in the first 
place? I believe in the knights who have sworn their loyalty to the 
Lionheart clan. Even if their last name isn’t Lionheart and the blood of 
the Lionheart family doesn’t flow through their veins, they are still the 


Knights of the Lionheart clan, the ones who have sworn allegiance to 
the Lionheart family,” Gilead declared proudly. 


The White Dragon Knights were called the best knights in the Empire. 
Even Gilead was fully aware of their reputation. However, he didn’t 
believe that the White Lion Knights were in any way inferior to them. 


“’,.Also...,” Gilead continued as he looked ahead with a wry smile. 
“...1 honestly can’t imagine the sight of that child losing.” 


There were nine Knights of the White Lion who would be participating 
in this competition. 


Eugene was standing at their center. 
“Don’t push yourself too hard,” Eugene advised these knights. 
Crack crack. 


As Eugene slowly cracked and loosened the knuckles of one hand, his 
other hand was tucked inside his cloak, inspecting his weapons. 


“Our opponents are the best knightly order in this empire,” Eugene 
warned them. 


But his words sounded like they were spoken without any real 
conviction. Or at least that’s how it seemed to the other knights. 


The White Lion Knights were well aware of what an absurd and 
inexplicable monster this young master of theirs was. They were so 
out-classed by him that they couldn’t even hold any envy or jealousy 
toward Eugene. In addition to his innate talents, Eugene had managed 
to achieve the results by not missing even a single day of training. 
Their young master, who was only twenty years old this year, had 
already received the knights’ recognition for both his talent and hard 
work. 


“Should I go out there as well?” Cyan proposed, hopefully. 


“Tt’s obvious that that will just draw unfavorable comparisons between 


you two. Don’t be selfish and just stay here brother,” Ciel chided him. 


Cyan made a sullen expression and glared at the back of Eugene’s 
head as he complained, “That bastard has no humanity, absolutely 
none. Although I know that some people can be extremely talented, 
isn’t that just going too far?” 


“Your jealousy is ugly,” Ciel commented. 


“Have you only been watching us for a day or so? Huh? It’s already 
been seven years since I first started feeling jealous of that bastard? 
Why make a fuss about it now?” 


“Even when admitting his faults, brother, you still look so ugly.” 


“In any case, just the fact that he’s so talented is inhumane. Look at 
me. I’m only moderately talented, so I’m overflowing with humanity. 
Did you know? I’m actually more popular with the Knights of the 
White Lion than Eugene,” Cyan first shrugged slightly and then 
proudly boasted in front of Ciel. 


“...Since he has so many drawbacks, it must make them want to take 
care of him even more,” Ciel muttered to herself. 


“What did you just say?” Cyan asked. 
“T didn’t say anything,” Ciel denied. 


Ciel was definitely correct. The attitudes that the knights sworn to the 
main family held towards Eugene and Cyan were very different but 
still positive. It was all thanks to Eugene’s repeated declarations that 
he had no desire for the seat of the Patriarch, Ancilla’s decades-long 
efforts to win over the members of the household, and Cyan’s own 
efforts to improve himself without succumbing to his own feelings of 
inferiority towards Eugene. 


Eugene checked the rules, “So anyways, if I win, I can just call out my 
next opponent and continue fighting, right?” 


“Yes,” Hazard, the Captain of the Second Division of the Knights of 


the White Lion, replied with a nod. “If you run out of stamina or are 
left in an injured state, it’s alright if you don’t challenge the next 
opponent and just leave the ring. This isn’t a fight to the death after 
all...” 


Hazard paused for a moment and looked around. 


“ ,.Judging from this atmosphere, it has practically become just a 
friendly match without any stakes,” Hazard observed. 


“Even though they’re the ones who picked a fight in the first place,” 
Eugene said with a snort as he unbuckled his cloak. 


At this action, Mer stuck her head out from inside the cloak to ask, 
“Are you going to fight without your cloak?” 


“T only need to use a single sword. That means I don’t need to wear 
my cloak,” Eugene explained. 


Mer complained, “But that means I can’t help Sir Eugene.” 


“Tm not going to use any magic either. Didn’t I just tell you that all I 
needed was a sword?” Eugene repeated himself. 


“Really? If that’s the case, is it alright if I stay outside the cloak and 
watch the duel from the side?” Mer requested. 


“Since when did you need to ask me for permission for something like 
that?” Eugene grumbled as he placed the cloak down beside him. 


Then Laman, who had been standing behind them, hurriedly ran up 
and picked up Eugene’s cloak. 


Laman began, “Instead of the young master going out personally, I can 
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Eugene cut him off, “What qualifies you to do so? Just go over there 
and take care of my father.” 


Eugene waved Laman off as he sent a glance toward Gerhard. Sitting 
on his own horse, Gerhard was looking down at Eugene with eyes full 
of emotion. This was his first time seeing his son look so impressive on 
the battlefield, attracting everyone’s attention like he had a spotlight 
shining down on him. 


“_..If father ends up being so moved that he starts crying, get your 
handkerchief ready,” Eugene ordered. 


“Understood,” Laman acquiesced. 


“Tf you let him get closer because he can’t see me fighting, then I'll 
give you a ride on a wooden horsel3], got it?” Eugene threatened. 


“A wooden horse...?” Laman repeated in confusion. 


He didn’t have any real reason to do so, but seeing Gerhard with such 
an emotional face made Eugene feel that he should just start the fight 
ahead of schedule. 


‘Well... the purpose of getting involved in this is to attract Lord Alchester’s 
interest after all, so this should only help with that,’ Eugene persuaded 
himself. 


Eugene fastened the longsword he had taken out beforehand onto his 
waist and looked back at the White Lion Knights who would be 
participating in the competition. 


“Well then, Pll be heading out first,” Eugene informed them. 


“Huh?” Hazard and the other knights gaped, unable to hide their 
bewildered expressions. “I don’t think there’s any need for that...?” 


“Allow me to go out first,” Hazard offered. “That will give youa 
chance to figure out the other side’s strength and decide when you 
want to fight—” 


“Nope, just let me go,” Eugene demanded, shaking his head firmly. 


Then, without waiting for a response, he started walking forward. 


At first, the spectators didn’t recognize Eugene. 


As the foster child of the main family, there were a lot of rumors 
swirling around him. The youngest member to have ever entered 
Akron and the master of the Wise Sienna’s staff, Akasha... Such 
unconventional rumors abounded around him, but Eugene had never 
once shown up to a church service, a ball, or any other type of social 
gathering. 


However, he didn’t go unrecognized for too long, as the spectators 
soon realized who Eugene was. He was wearing the formal dress of 
the Lionheart clan, with the Lionheart sigil on his left chest. That, 
along with his shaggy gray hair and golden eyes, was enough to reveal 
who he was. 


“..Is that Eugene Lionheart?” 


Could he be coming out to give a public greeting? The spectators let 
out a muffled roar as they watched Eugene stride forward. 


It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say that Eugene was currently the 
most famous young man in the entire Lionheart clan. There might be a 
lot of rumors swirling around him, but Eugene was a mysterious 
celebrity who had never once appeared at any of the social gatherings 
regularly attended by the Kiehl nobles. As a result, the spectators 
couldn’t help but hold a lot of expectations in their eyes as they 
watched Eugene. 


The White Dragon Knights had also started to mutter among 
themselves. As their leader, Alchester, in particular, was greatly 
flustered as he stared accusingly at Carmen and Gilead, who were 
standing behind Eugene. 


Perhaps noticing this gaze, Gilead smiled wryly and shrugged his 
shoulders. Instead of laughing like she wanted to, Carmen proudly 
held up her Dupont lighter and flicked the lid open and closed in an 
eye-catching manner. 


“ ..Really now...,” Alchester let out a short sigh and shook his head. 


The list of participating knights hadn’t been disclosed to each other. 


But he hadn’t expected that the young master of the main family, 
Eugene Lionheart specifically, would step forward to represent them. 


“...1 can’t go out and challenge him now,’ Alchester thought in worry. 


While he was busy worrying about this, Eboldt, standing beside 
Alchester, climbed off his horse. He put one hand on the hilt of the 
sword at his waist and confidently strode forward. 


“Eboldt?” Alchester called out in question. 


“Let me go first,” Eboldt simply replied without halting his steps. 


Chapter 172 
The Competition (3) 


Eboldt Magius was also well aware of the rumors surrounding Eugene. 


Eugene Lionheart was known to be a genius and had even been called 
the second coming of the Great Vermouth, the founder of the 
Lionheart clan. 


He was also a foster child who didn’t share any blood relations with 
the main family. In other words, this meant that all the achievements 
following Eugene Lionheart had been accumulated in the mere seven 
years since he had first been initiated into using his mana. 


wasnt Not only is he a natural wizard born with genius talent... but his 
martial arts skills are also exceptional, enough to even convince the 
inflexible Lionhearts to adopt him as one of their own.’ 


Eboldt halted in his steps. Then, while measuring the gap between 
himself and Eugene, he stared into Eugene’s face. 


Twenty years old... how young. That was far too young an age for 
someone to already have made their name known throughout the 
continent. 


“... You have stepped forward to participate in a match, right?” Eboldt 
checked. 


“That’s right,” Eugene replied with a nod. 


Eugene didn’t recognize who Eboldt was. However, judging from his 
looks, Eboldt didn’t seem younger than him, so Eugene took the 
initiative to bow his head first and introduce himself. 


“My name is Eugene Lionheart.” 


“My name is Eboldt Magius. I am the Captain of the Fourth Division of 
the White Dragon Knights.” 


Eugene had already guessed it from the sense of vigor that Eboldt was 
giving off, but he really was a captain, after all. Eugene raised his 
head. 


Eboldt had no intention of asking if Eugene was qualified to be here. 
This was because he knew full well that such a question would only 
provoke the spectators watching this scene with expectant eyes and 
land him on their bad side. As such, Eboldt deliberately took a few 
steps back and tapped on the hilt of his sword. 


“’.-To think that I would be able to compete with the famous young 
master of the Lionheart clan. It seems that I also have quite the luck 
today,” Eboldt said in self-praise. 


Well, now, what could he mean by that? 


Eugene suppressed the desire to burst into laughter. Wasn’t the answer 
to that question obvious? 


As a Captain of the White Dragon Knights, Eboldt was in a position 
that only someone confident in their own skills could reach. He was 
probably twice as old as Eugene, which meant that he would have 
accumulated twice as much experience and done twice as much 
training as Eugene. 


As such, Eboldt had swiftly reached the mistaken conclusion of his 
own inevitable victory. 


While it was true that Eugene had never made an appearance at one 
of Kiehl’s social events, enough information had already spread 
around the world to get a rough idea of his abilities. 


‘He’s not wearing his cloak,’ Eboldt noted. 


What accounted for a large part of the rumors surrounding Eugene 

Lionheart was his diverse range of abilities, which were so numerous 
that it was hard to believe that they could all belong to a young man 
who was only twenty years old. This was because the event that had 


initially made Eugene famous throughout the world was his duel in 
Aroth against Jeneric Osman, the Green Tower Master. During that 
duel, Eugene had shown a tactic where he stored several different 
types of weapons inside his cloak and changed them according to the 
situation. 


“... The Storm Sword Wynnyd. The Devouring Sword Azphel... ’ 


According to the information gathered from the Imperial intelligence 
service, Eugene had used ‘lightning’ and ‘bombardments’ to break 
through the encirclement by the tribespeople of the Samar Rainforest. 
What this meant was clear. Eugene must also have the Thunderbolt 
Pernoa and the Dragon Spear Kharbos tucked away inside his cloak. 


Even among the previous Patriarchs of the Lionheart clan, none had 
dared to monopolize four of the family’s treasures like Eugene had. 
That was in addition to the Wise Sienna’s staff, Akasha... Each of 
those treasures was an artifact whose strategic importance was at the 
national level. 


But the fact that Eugene had taken off his cloak meant that he 
wouldn’t be using any of those artifacts for their fight. Currently, 
Eugene’s only weapon was the sword hanging from his waist. 


So, wasn’t it only natural that Eboldt would have already started 
dreaming of his inevitable victory? 


Eboldt had no intention of underestimating this genius — Eugene 
Lionheart. However, he was sure that Eugene’s true ‘strength’ must 
have been artificially inflated by being able to freely use these 
amazing artifacts. For Eugene to have chosen to avoid using any of the 
powerful weapons in his possession and instead come onto the field 
bearing a single sword, Eboldt could only judge this as the 
recklessness of a teenager. 


Shiiing. 


Eboldt drew the sword at his waist. He had no intention of giving up 
on this first point. What His Majesty truly hoped for was the victory of 
the Withe Dragon Knights. If Eugene Lionheart were to be defeated at 
the start of the competition, then the morale of the Knights of the 


White Lion Knights would be sure to fall, and of course, Eboldt would 
also be able to leave a deep scar on the face of the Lionheart clan. 


Mustering up his resolve, Eboldt cautiously stepped forward. Again, he 
had no intention of looking down on his opponent. From the moment 
he had drawn his sword, Eboldt had readied himself for a serious 
battle. The Core that he had been training for decades immediately 
sent mana flowing throughout his body. His keenly sharpened senses 
were sensitive enough to read the flow of the wind and even feel the 
weight of every thread that made up part of his uniform. 


Yet, even so, he wasn’t able to see what happened next. 


The moment that Eboldt took a step forward, Eugene was already 
standing in front of Eboldt, having instantly closed the gap between 
them. With such speed, the distance between them had already been 
rendered meaningless. 


However, Eugene didn’t draw his sword. He simply stood a few paces 
in front of Eboldt, just silently staring into Eboldt’s eyes. 


Belatedly, Eboldt realized what had happened. Eboldt slowly 
registered that calm golden gaze, the wind that followed in his 
footsteps, the sparks crackling and leaping off of Eugene, the fluttering 
white embers, and the hand that continued to rest on his sword hilt. 


“...Ah...!” Eboldt let out a yelp and skidded backward. 


At the same time, the space between Eboldt and Eugene was suddenly 
filled with slashes. The flurry of sword blows was so fast that it made 
the spectators doubt their eyes. 


However, it was Eboldt who found himself suspecting his own eyes 
the most. Hadn’t Eugene’s hand been resting on his sword hilt just 
now? When the hell had Eugene even drawn his sword? Eboldt just 
couldn’t figure it out. Eugene’s hand had just been seen gripping the 
hilt, then, in the next moment, the sword had already left its scabbard. 


There wasn’t any flash of movement between those two images. At 
first glance, it looked like two freeze frames had just been cropped 
together. 


... That was why Eboldt couldn’t help but doubt his own eyes. This 
scene told him that his eyes had been completely outsped by Eugene’s 
sword leading to the two frames being seemingly disconnected. 


When Eboldt tried to turn away to get some distance, Eugene’s sword 
was already on the other side of him, and when Eboldt used his head 
to try and ‘out-maneuver’ Eugene’s sword, this time, the sword 
stabbed at him from a completely different location. Eboldt 
desperately tried to keep up with Eugene. 


Although it looked like the frames were skipping between each 
motion, that wasn’t actually what had happened. The fact that the 
sword Eboldt was wielding was about to shatter proved that Eugene’s 
sword had actually met his own blade in a way that Eboldt just 
couldn’t comprehend, blocking the path of his sword each time Eboldt 
tried to slash or thrust, cutting his movements off faster than the eye 
could see. 


“... This... just what is this...,” Eboldt thought desperately. 


This wasn’t what Eboldt had been planning on facing. He hadn’t even 
been able to suspect that something like this might happen. Inevitably, 
ever so naturally, as if there was no other option but for this to occur, 
Eboldt’s feet began to slide backward. 


Even though his eyes weren’t able to follow Eugene’s sword, the 
senses that Eboldt had sharpened over his lifetime managed to detect 
a threat from it. He would feel a slash coming, then the slash would 
arrive. This continued series of unseen threats made Eboldt 
unconsciously begin to retreat. 


When he finally noticed what was happening, Eboldt had already 
taken ten steps backward. If Eugene hadn’t stopped swinging his 
sword at this moment, Eboldt probably wouldn’t have noticed until he 
had taken dozens or even hundreds of steps backward instead of just 
the ten. 


“’..Urgh...,” Eboldt choked out a groan. 


‘What is going on? What happened to me just now? My head is spinning, 
and my hands are throbbing. It feels like I’ve just struck something 


hundreds of times, but I never even managed to push him back once. 
Instead, I was the one actually pushed back, and whenever I swung... ’ 


Could this be... a spell? A type of mental attack that showed you 
illusions and disturbed your senses... 


But Eboldt was well aware that this couldn’t be the case. 
“...He’s just fast. And skilled. Much more than I am... ’ 


Eboldt finally admitted the truth to himself. His feet, which had only 
been able to retreat, bravely stepped forward once more. 


Boom! 


The ground shook from a strong impact. The mana spewing from his 
core covered Eboldt’s entire body, permeating the space around and 
adding its own density to the preexisting mana in the air. This ‘weight’ 
then put pressure on Eugene while also adding power to Eboldt's 
sword swing. 


Eboldt’s slash seemed like it was going to split space itself into two 
pieces. But Eugene just calmly spun the sword in his grip. 


Then he waved his sword. 


Even under such pressure, Eugene’s sword was so unrestrained that it 
was impossible for the added weight to fully hold on to it. 


His sword was still fast, but unlike before, it was now possible to grasp 
the true nature of Eugene’s slash. It was all because Eugene’s mana 
was flowing through his body at super high speeds. By training his 
body into a perfect state, he could use the whole force of his perfect 
body to drastically change the trajectory of his sword multiple times 
in mid-swing. 


It was too dazzling for Eboldt. The slash had been created by Eugene 
swinging his sword just once, but Eboldt couldn’t grasp the myriad 
changes mixed into that single swing. There weren’t any pauses in his 
swing either. It was as if countless slashes had been connected 


together into one body from start to finish. Eugene’s sword had started 
off with a quick slash, but at some point, the flow of the movement 
had slowed down; and unlike the light feeling that Eugene’s sword 
gave off, the huge pressure that Eboldt had tried to burden Eugene 
with seemed to have been returned to Eboldt. 


It was as if a massive wave of fog was rolling in on Eboldt. There was 
no way to avoid it. Could he somehow break through? But was there 
even any meaning in trying to pierce through the fog? Even if he did 
manage to create a way through the fog, Eboldt’s body would have 
already been enveloped by the fog. 


Fwoosh! 


Eboldt couldn’t advance any further as his body just stopped in place. 
Nothing... appeared to have been sliced off. His sword was fine as 
well. His sword-force hadn’t been destroyed either. But for some 
reason, he just couldn’t go any further. 


The ‘sword’ that seemed like a wave of fog had come to a halt right in 
front of Eboldt. If he... if he had even dared to put up the slightest 
resistance to it, the entirety of the fog would have wrapped around his 
body and turned into blades that would mince Eboldt’s body. He 
would have been broken up into dozens or even hundreds of pieces 
and scattered across the floor. 


“ .. Uwaaargh!” 


Eboldt finally couldn’t stand it any longer and bent over to vomit a 
mouthful of blood. His body... hadn’t suffered any cuts. However, his 
heart had been thoroughly mutilated. Eugene’s sword had left Eboldt 
with a feeling of overwhelming despair that he didn’t think he would 
ever be able to overcome. 


Eboldt gritted out the words, “...I’ve... lost...” 


“Thank you for your hard work,” Eugene said with a smile as he 
stretched a hand out to Eboldt. 


Although he had only reached his hand out to offer a handshake, 
Eboldt’s shoulders trembled unconsciously. It was because of the deep- 


seated fear that Eugene had just embedded into his heart. 


“...He really is crazy,” Carmen commented with a click of her tongue 
as she shook her head. 


Since they had fought together against the Rakshasa Princess just a 
month ago, she thought she had a good grasp of Eugene’s skills. 


...But had it really only been a month since then? Eugene’s growth 
rate was absurd. Carmen had already had a hard time believing that 
he could have such incredible skills at his age, but now he had even 
taken a few steps further. 


“,.Haha...!” Gilead laughed, feeling the same sense of astonishment. 


Unlike Eboldt, he could keep up with Eugene’s sword. However, that 
was just because he was watching it from the sidelines. 


If... if he was standing in place of Eugene’s opponent and Eugene’s 
sword was coming right at him... would he have been able to see 
everything without losing track of the blade like he had just now? 


“...How amazing,” Alchester muttered to himself unconsciously. 


Setting aside the fact that this was a competition and a peaceful 
confrontation between their two knightly orders, the skill that Eugene 
had just shown fired up Alchester’s warrior spirit. Alchester 
deliberately let go of the reins he had been holding onto so tightly. 


Eboldt, the Captain of the Fourth Division, wasn’t some underdog. No 
matter which opponent had come out to meet him from the Knights of 
the White Lion, Eboldt was a master swordsman who should have 
required great skills to overcome. 


However, Eboldt had been forced to admit defeat without even being 
able to swing his sword to his heart’s content. 


...If he had had his own way, Alchester would immediately get down 
from his horse and step forwards to meet swords with that young 
man. However, Alchester knew full well why that couldn’t be the 


case.” 

“,..Captain.” 

“T know.” 

Alchester let out a short sigh. 


He had planted a few decoys amongst the spectators to convince them 
that it wasn’t important who won or lost today. However, the moment 
that Alchester, the leader of the White Dragon Knights, stepped 
forward, the impact of this confrontation would change drastically. 


Especially when it came to a contest like this, where the ranks of the 
opponents needed to be kept relatively equal. 


If Alchester were to step forward, a knight with a corresponding level 
of authority needed to come out from the other side as well. The 
leader of the White Lion Knights was a man called Grius Miles. He was 
a loyal knight who had served the Lionheart clan for decades, but he 
fell slightly short when compared to Alchester, who was said to be the 
finest knight in the Empire. 


Even so, it wasn’t like the Patriarch could step forward to meet him 
personally. So if Alchester were to emerge onto the field, then Carmen 
would step forward from the Lionhearts' side to meet with him, but if 
that happened... Alchester wouldn’t be able to guarantee his own 
victory. 


“...Even if it’s just so that Lady Carmen doesn’t step forward... this isn’t a 
place where I, as the commander, can go out and fight,’ Alchester 
reminded himself. 


In the first place, he at least needed to get permission from the 
Emperor to participate. Alchester forcefully shook off his feelings of 
regret and picked up the reins once more. 


After that, Eugene didn’t step down. He proceeded to defeat three 
more members of the White Dragon Knights. 


The visual aspect of their duels wasn’t much different from Eugene’s 

first match with Eboldt. Among the three defeated knights, there was 
also a knight who used a spear, but he was overwhelmed by Eugene’s 
sword without ever being able to take advantage of his spear’s reach. 


All three knights suffered similar defeats, where they were 
overwhelmed to such an extent that they were left with no choice but 
to surrender and without even being able to put up any resistance to 
their defeats. 


“Phew, this is hard work.” 


After obtaining four victories, Eugene finally stepped down from the 
center while pretending to wipe his forehead, despite the fact that not 
a single drop of sweat was flowing from it. While Eugene could still 
fight in this condition, if he really did that, someone among the White 
Dragon Knights might just have a heart attack. 


In fact, there were already signs of that occurring even now. 


And of the knights by Alchester’s side, only two seemed to be worth 
noting, and it appeared that they were both Captains like Eboldt. 


“Whoaaaah!” 


As Eugene stepped down, the spectators ignored their own status and 
dignity to let out a primitive roar of approval. Gerhard shed streams 
of tears at the outpouring of applause, and Laman handed Gerhard a 
handkerchief while feeling a deep sense of pride in his heart. 


Eugene responded to his father’s ardent gaze by just waving him off, 
then he turned to the White Lion Knights and asked their commander, 
Grius, “Who are they?” 


“That’s Karian De’Arc, Captain of the First Division of the White 
Dragon Knights, and Derry De’Arc, Captain of the Second Division,” 
Grius replied. 


They had the same surname, so while they didn’t look similar, it 
appeared that they were brothers. 


Eugene just smiled brightly at the two men who were still glaring at 
him so fiercely that it was as if they wanted to kill him. 


“My son!” 


On their way back to the mansion, Gerhard cried out to Eugene 
several times and tried to hug him. Eugene, of course, hadn’t wanted 
to touch Gerhard’s damp beard, which was drenched in his tears, so 
he summoned some wind every time to push away his father, who 
kept trying to get closer with his arms outstretched. 


This made Gerhard feel a complex sense of distress. Before Eugene had 
become an adult, Gerhard seemed to have been able to embrace his 
son quite often... 


In fact, Eugene had never once allowed himself to be hugged 
willingly, but like all parents, Gerhard was excessively embellishing 
his memories of Eugene’s childhood. 


‘Now, he doesn’t even use his hands and just pushes me away with a 
breeze...!’ Gerhard sobbed to himself. 


Fortunately, the wind was at just the right refreshing temperature. 


“T was hoping for a complete victory,” Carmen grumbled around her 
cigar as she clicked her tongue. 


The final result of the competition was seven to three, which meant 
that the White Lion Knights had won overall, but since Eugene had 
won four times, the outcome of the actual contest between the 
knightly orders was more like three to three. 


“Please don’t feel too upset,” Gilead assured her. “Our opponents were 
the White Dragon Knights, after all.” 


“Patriarch, don’t say something so half-hearted. Apart from Eboldt at 
the start of the competition, none of the other Captains even made an 
appearance,” Carmen complained. 


“But that goes for the White Lion Knights as well. No Captains 
participated except Sir Hazard, and Sir Hazard won his match,” Gilead 
reminded her. 


“Even so, we shouldn't just lightly accept the defeat of our regular 
knights,” Carmen lectured him. “No matter what, we need to increase 
their training. Grius, you’re old, so you can sit out the training.” 


Pom. 


As he heard these words that were punctuated by the sound of 
Carmen’s Dupont lighter flicking open, Grius couldn’t help but 
seriously consider how he should respond to this. It was true that after 
serving the Lionheart clan for decades, he was now a white-haired old 
man. 


However, he was actually a little younger than Carmen. 


Grius eventually decided to say, “...Not at all. Pll take part in the 
training as well.” 


“That’s an impressive decision. Starting tomorrow, breakfast, lunch, 
and dinner will be eaten in hell,” Carmen replied with a smile. 


The truth was that Carmen wasn’t in too bad a mood. As her behavior 
thus far had revealed, Carmen was a person who enjoyed the reactions 
and attention of the people around her. The applause that had poured 
forth all throughout the competition, the affirmation of the Lionheart 
clan’s glory, and the restoration of their honor — all of these were 
things that Carmen had enjoyed. 


Cyan slowly drove his horse over to Eugene’s side and asked him with 
a grumpy expression, “...Hey, how did you do that earlier?” 


“Tt was in the book I gave you,” Eugene informed Cyan. “You just 
need to follow the instructions and work hard.” 


Cyan’s face crumpled into an agonized expression at this reply. The 
training method that was in the book he had received from Eugene... 
Cyan was still keeping up with the training plan. 


But all the methods recorded in the book were hellish ways to torture 
the core. Thanks to his constant practice, and since Cyan’s innate 
talents were also quite excellent, these methods were slowly starting 
to have an effect. 


The ultimate goal of his training was to have the Core act like the 
heart and mana like his blood. To some extent, this was already 
possible. However, it was still extremely difficult for Cyan to move his 
body with only the power of mana instead of his muscle strength, and 
he hadn’t even gotten close to the state where mana would follow his 
movements without even receiving instructions from the Core. 


In the first place, the organ meant to draw on one’s mana was the 
core, so wasn’t it ridiculous to suppress the usage of one’s Core and try 
to draw on your mana anyway? 


“You’ve also been learning this and that from Lord Genos and the 
other Captains, haven’t you?” Eugene reminded him. 


“T have been learning from them, but... ugh... You... you son of a 
bitch,” Cyan cursed. 


Eugene raised his eyebrow, “What’s with the swearing all of a 
sudden?” 


“Even though it feels like ’m working hard, it doesn’t look like ’m 
doing much when compared to you, so I can’t help but feel angry...,” 
Cyan admitted sulkily. 


“Mm, well then, you just need to keep working harder,” Eugene 
encouraged him with a chuckle as he slapped Cyan on the back. 


Chapter 173 
The Competition (4) 


At the center of the main estate’s forest, the construction of an 
artificial lake had completed a few weeks ago. This location was in 
close proximity to the elven village and was also close to the saplings 
of the World Tree. 


After receiving a warm welcome from the elves, Eugene approached 
the lake. 


“Yo,” a casual greeting, along with a smirk, flew over to meet him. 


It was the White Tower Master, Melkith El-Hayah. Sitting in the 
middle of the lake, she waved at Eugene. Melkith had been staying in 
this forest for the past three days, using ‘the need to educate the elves 
as an excuse. 


? 


In response to this warm greeting from Melkith, Eugene just narrowed 
his eyes at her. Having heard some news from Carmen earlier, he had 
readied himself to be alarmed, but quite fortunately, Melkith was 
currently dressed appropriately. 


“Why is your expression so serious?” Melkith inquired. “Could it be 
that you were beaten up during the competition?” 


“There’s no way that would be the case,” Eugene snorted. 


“Mhm, that’s true. So the elves told me you were participating in a 
competition against the White Dragon Knights, right? There’s a 
possibility that the Knights of the White Lion might be defeated, but 
there’s no way that you would have lost,” Melkith complimented him 
flirtatiously as she stood up on top of the lake. 


The surface of the lake, which was so clear that it seemed transparent, 
was disturbed by a small ripple with each step that Melkith took. 


Melkith continued to chat as she walked over to him, “It seems like 
you managed to obtain victory during the competition, so the whole 
Lionheart clan should be full of celebrations... so why does a 
handsome boy like you have such a sour expression—” 


“Why were you sitting naked in the lake?” Eugene abruptly spat out. 


Melkith’s lips naturally snapped shut at this accusation. Then she 
stared straight into Eugene’s eyes for a few moments. She was a bit 
confused... but she refused to show any shame! The moment one 
admitted to feeling something like shame and revealed it to others, 
they would continue to feel so embarrassed until they eventually tore 
their hair out. 


“...It was for training,” Melkith eventually claimed. 


“Where exactly does such an absurd training method even come 
from?” Eugene asked skeptically. 


“Hey, you brat. It looks like you don’t know much about spirit 
summoning, but in order to increase your affinity with spirits—” 


“You’ve already told me something like that doesn’t have any effect.” 


“,.It looks like you really don’t know anything, do you?” Melkith 
stubbornly continued. “There was an interesting paper submitted to 
Aroth’s Magical Research Society some time ago.” 


“Why bring up something like that suddenly?” Eugene asked in 
confusion. 


“Just listen till the end. The contents of the paper were as follows. The 
paper described some clinical trials conducted by an alchemist in the 
process of developing a new drug. He explained in detail to his test 
subjects what kind of new drug he had developed and its effect, then 
he administered the drug,” Melkith described. 


“So what?” Eugene prompted impatiently. 


“After administering the drug over a period of time, the test subjects 


reported that they could feel a clear effect from taking the drug.” 
“Tf you take a drug, then, of course, you would feel its effects.” 


“That’s right! But in fact, the drug that the alchemist had supposedly 
administered was really just plain water with some subtle flavoring 
and coloring added to it to make it look like a magic potion. That 
shouldn’t have any effect at all on the test subjects,” Melkith eagerly 
explained. 


Eugene continued to listen in silence. 


“In other words, even though the supposed drugs didn’t have any 
actual effects, a clear effect appeared when various psychological 
factors and influences were introduced. And that effect has been 
called the Placebo effect! Isn’t that amazing? Without making use of 
any hypnosis spell, clear physical changes occurred due to their 
mental adjustments... Haven’t you also seen the effect that intense 
autosuggestion can have on a few occasions?” Melkith demanded. 


Eugene hesitated, “Yes... well...” 


“When you tell yourself, ‘I’ll do it. I can do it!’...Even if it doesn’t have 
any physical effect, belief is still very important,” Melkith nodded 
sagely. 


“Alright...,” Eugene nodded along with a wavering expression. 


So what Melkith was trying to say was that due to something called a 
placebo or whatever... she was still sticking to a superstition without 
any obvious effect... but what effect could something like that have on 
her when she already knew that it was just a superstition? 


“.,.So, have you seen any effect from that training?” Eugene 
eventually decided to just ask. 


“Before I answer that question, I want you to remember who I am. My 
name is Melkith El-Hayah, the greatest spirit summoner in history,” 
Melkith proudly announced. 


“That’s right, the Spirit Princess of the White Tower of Magic.” 
“Kyaaaak!” 


In reaction to Eugene’s reply, which brought up memories of her 
shameful past, Melkith covered her ears and let out a scream. While 
she might be able to ignore other things, it was hard for her to bear 
the shame of the nickname she had used in her youth. 


“In any case, if you’re going to continue your naked meditation... 
well... just make sure to do so after checking that no one else is 
around,” Eugene requested. 


Struggling to collect herself, Melkith stammered, “I-I’ve always kept 
an eye out, though? So who the hell was it that saw me while I was 
meditating?” 


“Tt was Lady Carmen,” Eugene replied. 
Melkith hissed, “So it was her...!” 
“Tt’s better than being spotted by a man,” Eugene consoled her. 


“That woman is definitely going to mock me for this...!” Melkith 
growled. “Just what exactly did she say about me?” 


“She didn’t actually say all that much. She just seemed really... um... 
embarrassed,” Eugene reported as he cast a spell that wrapped his 
body in a transparent bubble of air. 


Seeing this, Melkith’s eyes narrowed as she muttered, “Reeeally now, 
how interesting.” 


“What is?” 


“While wandering through this forest, I’ve also been diligently 
practicing my spirit magic like I did in my energetic youth, but even 
so, the spirits of the World Tree still haven’t chosen to dwell in me 
like they have with you,” Melkith complained. 


Eugene didn’t bother to reply to Melkith’s regretful mutters. Even he 
couldn’t explain in detail why the Spirits of the World Tree had 
chosen to reside in his body. 


Was the White Flame Formula just special? Or was it because Eugene 
had been born with a natural talent for mana manipulation? Could it 
be a side-effect of the Ring Flame Formula that was formed by 
grafting the Eternal Hole onto his Circles? Akasha had been made with 
a Dragonheart. Could it be thanks to the staff’s ability to detect all 
magic? Or had he somehow acquired an affinity to spirits after making 
a contract with the Wind Spirit King, Tempest? 


Every one of those reasons seemed plausible. The fact that the 

lightning flame had become one with the Spirits of the World Tree 
and melded into Eugene’s mana might actually be a special benefit 
caused by an interlocking of any number of these different factors. 


“...Perhaps... it might even be a unique blessing,’ Eugene considered as 
one of the possible factors. 


He had visited the elven domain that lay deep in the Samar 
Rainforest. He had entered the empty city of the elves, discovered the 
World Tree standing tall in the middle of the lake, and found the elves 
that seemed to be sleeping within — as well as one who was sealed 
away with wounds that were almost certainly fatal. He had finally 
reunited with Sienna, who was only being kept alive through her 
connection to the World Tree. 


Eugene had experienced a genuine miracle there. Anise, who was 
somehow connected to Kristina, had spread her eight angelic wings. 
Thanks to the miracle that Anise had performed there, Eugene had 
met Sienna in the world of their consciousness. 


‘...If it’s the Protection of a Spirit... was it Anise or the World Tree that 
bestowed it upon me?’ Eugene silently wondered. 


He might not know the specific cause of the phenomenon, but the fact 
that the lightning flames had merged with his mana was a pure 
benefit to him. 


“Don’t follow me,” Eugene instructed. 


“Of course, I won’t follow you. Even if I do, I only end up getting 
boiled, so why would I needlessly follow you?” Melkith fired back in 
response as she stepped backward. “...I’ve told you this so many 
times, but that cloak still belongs to me. There are only six years left 
until I get it back. If you even get it wet, I’ll...!” 


Adding a demonstration to her threat, Melkith clenched her fists 
together tightly and made throat-wringing motions. 


After scanning his surroundings, Eugene slowly walked onto the lake. 
His feet didn’t make the slightest ripple when they stepped on the 
surface of the water, and before long, Eugene was standing in the 
middle of the lake. 


“Do you know how to swim, Sir Eugene?” 


Mer poked her head out from inside the cloak. Eugene laughed at 
Mer’s wicked expression, knowing exactly what she was thinking. 


[The sea route leading to Helmuth was extremely rough. The skies 
over the sea were so smothered with dark clouds that the sun couldn’t 
be seen, and the hero party thought that the raging waves and storms 
would never end. 


Hamel, who had just become a member of the hero party, had a 
reputation for being mean and ferocious, even compared to other 
mercenaries. However, even Hamel couldn’t indulge in his impulses 
and run wild in those rough seas. 


The reason for this was simple — Hamel didn’t know how to swim. 


Every day, during the fight against the assaults of the demonic beasts 
— Aaargh! — Hamel would let out a scream and fall into the sea. It 
couldn’t be helped. At that time, Hamel was so weak and incompetent 
that it was hard to even consider him a member of the warrior’s party! 


Help me, Sienna! 


As he fell into the sea and began to drown, Hamel would call out the 
Wise Sienna’s name as he struggled...] 


“T’m very good at swimming,” Eugene informed her. 


“T know youre just saying that because you’re embarrassed,” Mer 
stated smugly. 


“No, I mean it truly. The contents of that fairy tale... well... most of it 
is a clever mix of truth and lies. I wasn’t the one to fall into the sea; it 
was Sienna,” Eugene revealed. 


“..What?” Mer gasped as her eyes widened. 


“While she was chattering away and flying over the sea, she was 
attacked by the black wizards hiding beneath the water's surface and 
was hit by a mana backlash. Then, when she ended up falling into the 
sea...,” Hamel recollected that moment with a smirk. “(Hamel, Hamel! 
Save me!’ she called out helplessly with a foolish scream.” 


In fact, Sienna hadn’t let out any sort of scream. Sienna had already 
lost consciousness when she fell into the sea. If Hamel, who happened 
to be nearby, hadn’t thrown himself overboard, Sienna would have 
been torn to pieces by the whirlpool raging in the sea below. 


... The truth may have been like that, but Eugene calmly chose to tell 
Mer a lie. Since it was Sienna’s fault in the first place for tarring 
Hamel with the disgrace that she had suffered, Eugene, as Hamel’s 
reincarnation, felt he had the right to take revenge on Sienna. 


“Just think about it. Wouldn’t it be strange for Sienna, who grew up in 
a forest far away from the sea, to know how to swim?” Eugene 
pointed out. 


“ ..Th-there’s nothing that Lady Sienna can’t do,” Mer desperately 
stammered. 


“Yeah, no,” Eugene snorted. “There were so many things that Sienna 
didn’t know how to do. She couldn’t swim, she couldn’t sew, and she 
wasn’t even very good at cooking. Did you know? Even Vermouth had 
times when he had to force himself to eat Sienna’s cooking with a 
straight face.” 


The truth was that she hadn’t been that bad. It was true that she had 


been the worst cook in the party, but Sienna’s cooking had still been 
somewhat edible. 


However, why should that matter? During the time when Hamel was 
gone, Sienna had written that fairy tale all of her own volition and 
sprinkled it around the world, so all of this was just the karmic 
backlash that Sienna needed to reap for doing something so 
embarrassing. 


Eugene continued, “Want to know how funny Sienna looked when she 
was finally pulled out of the sea? Her whole body had been drenched 
in seawater—” 


“That’s...,” Mer’s lips started to tremble as she quickly stammered, “... 
D-did you... did you give her artificial respiration?” 


Eugene frowned, “What are you talking about...?” 


“Since she fell into the s-sea... th-then, of course, she would have 
swallowed some water, s-so she must have stopped breathing, right? 
S-so, then you must have had to give her a-artificial respiration...” 
Mer’s cheeks turned red as she trailed off in embarrassment. 


Eugene cleared his throat and corrected Mer’s wild imagination, “...I 
didn’t give her artificial respiration... I just wiped away the blood that 
was pouring down from both of her nostrils.” 


To think Mer would come up with the idea of giving Sienna artificial 
respiration...! There was no way that Eugene could go so far with his 
lies. 


...After all, just what benefit could he get from telling such an 
embarrassing lie? In that respect, Eugene couldn’t understand why 
Sienna had done such a thing. 


—Sienna, I like you. 


Why had she written such a gag at the end of the fairy tale...? No, 
perhaps it was Anise who had written that line. Eugene was sure that 
that damn fairytale had actually been co-authored by both Sienna and 
Anise. 


While Mer was letting out squeals, still caught in her own wild 
imagination, Eugene slowly began to sink into the water while 
wrapped safely in the air bubble. Soon, Eugene was diving beneath 
the lake’s surface. 


This lake had been created with Melkith’s help. They had widened and 
deepened the small body of water that had already been there. The 
construction of the lake had already been an addition to the main 
estate’s forest development plan, but thanks to the help from Melkith, 
who had signed a contract with the Earth Spirit King, the development 
of the forest had been completed in a much faster time-frame than 
expected. 


That was how this artificial lake had been created. 


Eugene continued diving deeper into the water, passing several fish 
swimming in the water body. 


At the bottom of the lake was a small underwater cave that led 
elsewhere. The cave hadn’t been created by Melkith. After the bottom 
of the lake had been dug up and the ground compacted with the help 
of the Earth Spirit King... 


...A number of ‘roots’ had dug down through the forest’s floor and 
emerged at the bottom of the lake, forming this cave. 


Eugene reached out to touch the intertwined roots at the entrance to 
the cave. 


...Crackle! 


Inside the bubble of air, Eugene’s mana gave off a spark. Without any 
input from Eugene, the lightning flames that were merged into his 
mana began to flow out of the air bubble. 


... The knot of roots slowly wriggled open. The cave entrance that 
appeared was just wide enough for a person to pass through it. 


The existence of this place hadn’t been revealed to anyone, not even 
to the main family. In the first place, Eugene was the only one who 
could open the door to this cave. Melkith had been the first to 


discover this cave, but even she hadn’t been able to open it. 


“_,.Although I’ve already been here several times, this is quite the 
mysterious place,” Mer muttered as she poked her head out of the 
cloak and gazed upwards. 


In this passageway full of water, the ceiling directly above them 
wasn’t made of soil or rocks but of roots. As they kept traveling down 
the passageway, they soon left the lake behind them and arrived 
somewhere below the forest. 


Now that they were standing on the ground instead of floating in the 
water, Eugene popped the air bubble. Several types of roots and soil 
had intricately intertwined to form the walls around this place. This 
place had been created by the roots from the World Tree saplings once 
they had reached the bottom of the forest floor. 


... This place also touched upon the Lionheart clan’s leyline. As 
Tempest had once guessed, the roots of the World Tree saplings had 
also connected themselves to the artificial leyline created by 
Vermouth. Thanks to this, the Lionheart clan’s leyline now had an 
even greater amount of mana than before, and there was enough thick 
mana floating above ground to make the whole forest feel like a 
leyline. 


But this underground cave was filled with pure mana even thicker 
than that found in the forest or at the Lionheart clan’s old leyline. At 
the same time, the spirits of the World Tree were most in harmony 
with the mana here. Eugene could open the door formed by the roots 
and enter this cave because the spirits of the World Tree that had 
combined with the lightning flames and merged into his mana were 
able to communicate with these other spirits. 


“Do you think it will be today?” Mer asked. 
“Probably not,” Eugene replied as he sat in the middle of the cave. 


Even without circulating the White Flame Formula, the spirits of the 
World Tree that were harmonizing the mana here began slowly 
sneaking up on Eugene. 


Mischievous and cheeky spirits like these could be seen wandering 
around the entire forest. Even though they wouldn’t come if he 
stretched out his hand and called to them, they were always lingering 
in his surroundings as if they couldn't bear to go too far from him. 


‘Though, as primitive spirits, the spirits of the World Tree shouldn’t even 
have an ego.’ 


In other words, the movements of these spirits had nothing to do with 
playfulness. 


If that was the case, then... 
‘I shouldn’t be trying to control them using my will.’ 


Since his previous life, Eugene had never encountered an obstacle in 
his mana manipulation skills. 


Spirits could be considered to be another form of mana. And among 
these various types of spirits, as the World Tree was spiritually 
powerful enough that the elves had religiously worshiped it, the spirits 
of the World Tree were independent beings that not even the other 
spirit Kings could control. 


In other words, if even the Spirit Kings weren’t able to control them, it 
was impossible for Eugene to control these spirits. But what if he 
asked for their help instead of commanding them? If he wanted 
harmony and cooperation, instead of domination... 


Fwoosh. 


A warm flame enveloped Eugene. He closed his eyes and sensed both 
the spirits of the World Tree and the mana within this cave. Mana 
continued to flow out... from the leyline created by Vermouth. The 
spirits dwelling within the roots of the World Tree saplings also 
gathered. 


Currently, Eugene’s progress in the White Flame Formula was at the 
Fifth Star. 


‘It won’t be today, but... ’ 


Eugene was confident that sooner or later, he would vault over the 
Fifth Star and reach the Sixth Star. 


Chapter 174 
Leo Dragonic (1) 


Hyren, the capital Ceres' central district, was the city's most advanced 
district and also the closest to the palace. 


This district was for the rich. The prestigious noble families and the 
families who had accumulated wealth through trades lived in Hyren. 


Although the Lionheart main estate was on the outskirts of the capital, 
the Dragonic estate was in the center of Hyren. 


The Lionhearts’ first ancestor, the Great Vermouth, had naturalized to 
the Kiehl Empire 300 years ago and worked as an archduke of the 
Empire. Straut the First, who was the Kiehl emperor at the time, 
desperately wanted the hero to become his guard and live in 
proximity to the palace... but Vermouth rejected the emperor’s 
desperate plea and mostly stayed in the castle on Mountain Uklas, 
which was located in the southernmost part of Kiehl. 


When he had gotten too old, he returned his title of archduke 
bestowed by the emperor and spent his remaining life in a mansion 
inside the forest, which was now the Lionheart’s main house. 


Unlike Vermouth, Orix Dragonic had never gone to Helmuth even 
though a full-scale war against the Demon Kings was going on. Ever 
since he had arrived in Kiehl, he continued to protect Straut the First 
and worked as a commander of the White Dragon Knightly Order. 


For over 300 years, the Dragonics had made their name as the 
prestigious noble family and the best knight family in Kiehl. Not all 
Patriarchs had become the emperor’s guard, but the Dragonic family 
had produced many good knights. Those knights were considered to 
be one of the best on the continent. Among them, the Dragonic 
knights, considered the creme of the crop, had enjoyed the honor of 
guarding the Emperor right by his side. 


The current Patriarch, Alchester Dragonic, was known to be as 
talented as Orix Dragonic, their first ancestor. There was no 
exaggeration to Alchester’s title of the best knight in the empire. 
Alchester had been able to use sword force even before he became 20. 
When he won first place in the Kiehl martial arts competition, he was 
just 21. Every talented person on the continent had participated in the 
match, but he had beaten them all. 


In recognition of his skill, he had immediately joined the White 
Dragon Knightly Order. He was 30 when he became the commander 
of the White Dragon Knightly Order. The newly crowned emperor, 
Straut the Second, had designated Alchester as the emperor’s guard. 
This was the story of Alchester Dragonic, the current Dragonic 
Patriarch. 


‘Though he ate his booger when he was five... ’ Eugene bitterly recalled 
the moment when he had heard too much information. 


Although he really wasn’t curious, he ended up hearing it. 


Eugene stared at the front gate of the Dragonic estate after getting off 
the carriage. 


The gate was big and tall. Considering just the size of the estate, the 
Lionheart main estate would be a lot bigger since the Lionhearts had a 
forest inside their land. Still, the Dragonic estate was magnificent and 
beautiful even though this place was located in Hyren, the district 
with the most expensive land values. 


“It’s shabby compared to the Lionheart estate,” A Dragonic Knight, 
who had guided Eugene to the Dragonic estate, spoke shyly. 


“T think it is a gorgeous estate.” 
The knight had approached the gate before Eugene did. 
Thud! 


The gate began to open wide. 


Only two people were currently entering the estate, but they were 
receiving too warm of a welcome. Eugene looked at the knights who 
had lined up beyond the gate. These were the knights who had 
pledged their allegiance to the Dragonics, but their numbers were far 
fewer. The Lionhearts had more knights than them. 


‘Only 30, huh?’ Eugene thought after he had finished counting. 


It was because the Lionhearts and the Dragonics were in different 
situations. The Dragonics were loyal to the empire. They had been 
working as high-ranking officials for generations. Therefore the 
number of their knights didn’t matter much to them. After all, the 
emperor owned the empire. The nobles’ knightly orders were treated 
like backup armies, which the emperor could use in times of need by 
issuing a royal decree. 


The Lionhearts were the only exception to the law. Maybe the 
emperor could conscript the knights from the Lionheart collateral 
families, but even if the emperor issued a royal decree, the White Lion 
Knights and the Black Lion Knights from the Lionheart main family 
couldn’t be conscripted. All of this was possible because of a contract 
signed 300 years ago by the Great Vermouth and the Kiehl Emperor. 


[The Lionhearts will not leave the Kiehl Empire. 

The Lionhearts will not betray the Kiehl Empire. 

The Kiehl Empire will respect the Lionhearts. 

The Kiehl Empire will recognize the Lionhearts’ freedom. ] 


...300 years had passed since then. People were now living in an age 
where they could feel the end of the peace that had lasted for a long 
time. The emperor felt overwhelmed and greedy toward the 
Lionhearts, who were partially free from royal decree even though 
they were nobles of Kiehl. On top of that, the Lionhearts had recently 
undergone an internal change, increasing the number of the main 
family’s knights in the end. They were becoming more unpleasant in 
the emperor’s eyes. 


‘They are looking at me very fiercely,’ Eugene thought when he saw the 


lined-up knights. 


It was obvious why the knights were acting that way. A week ago, the 
White Dragon Knightly Order and the White Lion Knightly Order had 
a competition... and the White Dragon Knights had lost the contest. 
The main cause of their defeat was Eugene. 


‘I thought the competition ended okay. They admitted their defeat and said 
‘great job’ to White Lion Knights in the end.’ Eugene tilted his head in 
confusion. 


And, of course, the White Dragon Knights had apologized 
unreservedly and provided compensation for the altercation they had 
with the Lionhearts, just like they had promised. 


Eugene wasn’t sure if they had compensated with the empire’s money 
or the money that had been deducted from the White Dragon Knightly 
Order’s budget. Or maybe the Commander of the White Dragon 
Knightly Order, Alchester, had paid for it with his own money. 
Regardless of the source, the White Dragon Knights had delivered 
their compensation by dozens of carriages. The mistress of the 
Lionheart clan, Ancilla, had smiled widely and brightly that day. 


“...If this is not about the competition... Hmm. Ah, they don’t like the fact 
that I will be teaching the young master of the Dragonics who will become 
the next Patriarch. I am a stranger, a Lionheart who humiliated their 
Patriarch several days ago, and just a 20-year-old man.’ 


Chuckling, Eugene walked through the knights’ ranks. Although they 
were looking daggers at him, it wasn’t enough to intimidate Eugene. 
Instead, he looked around at the estate’s wide, beautiful garden, 
feeling relaxed. 


“The Patriarch is waiting for you inside the mansion.” A knight guided 
Eugene to the inside of the mansion. 


Meanwhile, as the knight led Eugene to the Dragonic Patriarch, 
Eugene had to try his best to hold his laughter. 


A tall, big statue of Orix was in the center of the garden. When the 
servants opened the front door for them, there was another statue of 


Orix in the foyer. Orix’s portraits were even hanging on the wall. 


“... The bastard made the drawings more handsome than he actually was. 
No way. Did Orix have a sense of rivalry with Vermouth or something?’ 
Eugene thought in surprise. 


His surprise was understandable. The composition of Orix’s portraits 
was the same as Vermouth’s portraits in all the Lionheart mansions. 


“T wanted to greet you from outside the mansion, too,” Alchester 
spoke with a smile. He stood up right away when Eugene entered his 
office, which was located on the top floor of the mansion. 


“But too many people — from my steward, subordinate knights, to my 
wife — dissuaded me from doing so... I didn’t think it would be a big 
problem, but they thought it wasn’t good for me, the Patriarch, to 
come to meet you,” Alchester said as he gestured Eugene to sit. 


“No wonder the knights looked at me with fiery eyes,” Eugene joked, 
sitting on the chair that Alchester had pointed at. 


Unlike Carmen’s excessively decorated office, Alchester’s office was 
very neat, almost to a level that could be called plain. 


“Tf you felt it that way... they must have behaved rudely to you. You 
are the Dragonics’ guest. I’ll apologize on their behalf, so please don’t 
be too upset.” 


“Upset? Not in the slightest.” Eugene waved his hands. 


Keeping his smile, Alchester personally poured Eugene a cup of tea. It 
didn’t seem like he had designs on Eugene. Alchester’s smile was 
natural and pleasant, even in Eugene’s eyes. 


“’..1 didn’t know you would make such a request,” Alchester spoke 
delightedly. 


Of course, Alchester was having fun. 


He had received two letters from the Lionhearts four days ago. One 


was from Gilead, the Lionheart Patriarch. In his letter, Gilead had 
extended an olive branch, asking Alchester to forget about the 
competition’s result since it was over and the altercation, which was 
the cause of the competition. Gilead even offered to resume 
communication between the two knightly orders and between the two 
clans. 


Carmen Lionheart had sent the other letter. After mentioning the time 
she had stayed at the Dragonic estate in the distant past, she had 
requested to let Eugene Lionheart train at the Dragonic estate through 
the letter. 


Gilead had also made such a request at the end of his letter. 


“.,.1 have a son who turned ten this year.” Alchester proceeded to the 
main issue — Leo Dragonic. 


“Yes, I heard about him.” 


“My son... his name is Leo. I’m not just saying this because he is my 
son, but he is quite talented. Although he began to study mana control 
four years ago, he can already use a little bit of sword energy,” 
Alchester spoke calmly but was unable to hide his prideful expression. 
Soon, he looked a little embarrassed when he realized that the most 
outstanding genius of the Lionhearts was sitting in front of him. 


“Forgive me. I had my son during my later years... I can’t help but 
brag about my adorable son.” 


“Ts that so...” Eugene half-heartedly nodded. 


“Eugene, I have seen your ability with my own eyes a week ago. There 
are many good knights among the Dragonics family... But I believe 
Lady Carmen made me who I am today with her lessons dozens of 
years ago.” Alchester closed his eyes as he set a teacup to his lips. It 
didn’t take long for him to reminisce about the past and recall that 
moment when he was five. 


“...1 was five at the time... but my memory is still clear. When Lady 
Carmen had come to teach me, she was 17. Well, she wasn’t really 
different from now.” 


Eugene stayed silent. 
‘Is he saying that in a good way?’ he seriously wondered. 


“.,.During her lessons, Lady Carmen was strict... and unique. Some 
may use the word ‘peculiar.’ However, it does not change the fact that 
her lessons are the basis of my ability. I hope you can be such a 
teacher for Leo.” 


“T will do my best.” Eugene nodded. 


“Of course, I will also try to teach you something new... Even though I 
wonder if I have anything new I can teach you right now...” 


Alchester meant what he said. In the competition that had taken place 
a week ago, Eugene had practically played Eboldt, Captain of the 
White Dragon Knights. They weren’t using the full extent of their 
abilities, but their battle was enough for Alchester to see Eugene’s 
ability. 


His skills were mature — no, perfect. When Alchester had studied 
Eugene’s movements one by one, he couldn’t find a single area where 
Eugene needed improvement. He used his techniques with versatility. 
Although he was controlling mana with a rudimentary method, the 
level of his control was advanced. His body and willpower enabled 
Eugene to have an extremely high level of mana control. Alchester 
couldn’t believe a 20-year-old man was able to do so. 


‘...Besides, he must already be an expert in magic. He is indeed a genius... 
the genius among geniuses,’ Alchester thought as he scanned Eugene. 


...If he didn’t try his best, Alchester wouldn’t be able to teach 
anything to Eugene. In order to teach that unfairly smart genius, 
Alchester had to show Eugene what he got. 


Alchester was more than willing to do so. The emperor seemed like he 
had some complaints against the Lionhearts and Eugene, their rising 
star. However, Alchester wanted to teach and exchange knowledge 
with Eugene as a knight and a senior in martial arts. He also hoped his 
only son idolized Eugene and tried to take after him. 


“’,.l’m glad we were able to confirm that the Rakshasa Princess went 
out of our country,” Alchester mumbled, putting down his teacup. 
“Although I never thought... she would use a wagon to move around.” 


No one would have thought so. She was the Rakshasa Princess, Iris — 
a living legend since 300 years ago, an adopted daughter of the 
Demon King of Fury, the first dark elf, and the only being able to 
corrupt elves. 


... here was no way that anyone thought such a being would hide and 
move around in the back of the shabby wagon that wasn’t even hers... 


“.,.She did catch everyone off guard... yes...” Eugene was also baffled 
to hear about Iris’ escape method. He had thought Iris would live up 
to her title and use elegant ways like... taking over some cities’ warp 
gates. Regardless of people’s expectations, Iris had hidden in the back 
of the wagon and tried to sneak into a merchant ship. On top of that, 
she had gotten caught when the harbor inspectors had checked the 
ship’s luggage. 


“..But she succeeded in the end, right? She seized the ship and set 
sail.” Eugene shrugged. 


He didn’t know why Iris had put herself out to sea. 


However, he did hear about what had happened in Helmuth. Before 
the Kiehl Empire could make a formal complaint to Helmuth, they had 
notified Kiehl about how Iris had gotten banished from Helmuth since 
she had lost in a territorial war. 


‘...1 don’t know if she was really banished, but they sure don’t want to take 
responsibility for the trouble Iris caused.’ Eugene clicked his tongue 
mentally. 


The Queen of Night Demons, Noir Giabella — the damn succubus 
crossed Eugene’s mind. Since Iris had become stronger over the 300 
years, Noir Giabella must have also gotten stronger. 


Eugene was reaching the level he had achieved in his past life at a 
rapid pace. However, he knew that wasn’t enough. That was why he 
had learned abilities that he didn’t have in his past life. Therefore, 


Eugene didn’t doubt himself. Eugene had sowed seeds, and those seeds 
were growing. He was certain he would transcend Hamel’s level when 
those seeds bloomed completely. 


Eugene had visited the Dragonics to try to contact the dragon that had 
approached Carmen dozens of years ago. Eugene wasn’t sure who the 
dragon was, but dragons were so advanced in magic that they were 
called the race of magic. 


Their Draconic ‘created’ magic that didn’t exist in the world. When 
dragons spoke using Draconic, they made everything come true. Since 
their magic system differed from ordinary magic, dragons did not 
require formulas. Humans were not able to use Draconic. Only 
dragons could cast this magic. 


... Then, would non-dragon wizards never be better than dragons? No, 
Eugene knew a human wizard who was better than dragons — Sienna 
Merdein. She had banished Black Dragon Raizakia to the dimensional 
rift even though she was dying. 


“,..1 can’t search inside the dimensional rift with my magic.’ Eugene 
tousled his hair. 


It was too risky to barge into the Dragon Demon Castle in Helmuth 
and track Raizakia down. Therefore Eugene needed this dragon. Even 
Lovellian, the Red Tower Master, wasn’t able to search inside the 
dimensional rift. No magic in the world enabled wizards to do so. 
However, a dragon might be able to locate Raizakia in the 
dimensional rift. 


[Will the dragon cooperate?] Mer asked via their mental connection. 
She didn’t stick her head out from the cloak this time. She liked to 
walk with her feet, but she also liked to comfortably sit inside the 
cloak and look at the outside view through the cloak’s gap. Mer 
fidgeted with Eugene’s fingers as she continued. 


[Lady Sienna didn’t talk about dragons much, but I know quite a lot 
about them. They are a greedy, arrogant race, right?] 


‘Dragons are arrogant because they know they are powerful creatures. 
Well, they are a bunch of lizard bitches if that is the only reason... The 
main reason why dragons are revered is that they don’t run away in times 
of need,’ Eugene replied. 


[What does that mean? ] 
‘I mean it literally. Do you know what noblesse oblige is?’ 


[Don’t look down on me. In fact, I’m in real shock because you are 
using that word, Sir Eugene. ] 


‘What do you take me for?’ 


Eugene pinched the back of Mer’s hand; she had kept fidgeting with 
his fingers. 


‘T have studied a lot since I was young. Anyhow, dragons usually ignore 
humans and other races because they think we are inferior to them. 
However, they always step up first if the world is about to be fucked.’ 


They had also stepped up 300 years ago. When people had been 
completely at a loss for the sudden invasion, dragons had been the 
first to fly to Helmuth and begin to fight against the Demon Kings. 


‘,..Dragons and the Demon Kings... are a bad match.’ 


Similar to how elves could be corrupted by demonic energy, dragons 
were also negatively influenced by demonic energy. In the end, the 
dragons had lost to the Demon King of Incarceration and were 
massacred by the Demon King of Destruction. 


‘That was why they couldn’t play a starring role during the war 300 years 
ago. Dragons learned that they couldn’t win in fights against the Demon 
Kings. However, they won’ refuse if I ask for their help in a Demon King- 
related problem.’ 


[...But... we don’t know how to contact the dragon, do we? ] 


That was indeed Eugene’s problem right now. Although he could 


assume that Carmen had met the dragon in the Dragonic estate, 
Eugene didn’t get to hear how she had met the dragon. 


Carmen told Eugene two pieces of information in a way that didn’t 
infringe on the promise that had been made using Draconic: it was 
somewhere inside the Dragonic mansion, and people couldn’t go in 
there without permission. 


Since Carmen had said an ordinary visitor couldn’t enter the place... 
maybe the Dragonic mansion had a special place like the leyline in the 
Lionheart estate. 


Eugene was pretty confident in searching for something since he had 
Akasha. The magic staff revealed hidden magics and made Eugene 
understand what those spells were. If Eugene used a search spell on 
top of that, it was a piece of cake for him to find a hidden space in the 
estate. 


“,..Actually, the easiest way to call a dragon is to smash Akasha.’ 


Dragons had made Akasha with their fellow dragon’s heart after the 
dragon had passed away. When they had finished making the staff, 
they visited the elven sanctuary and personally gifted the staff to 
Sienna. 


Therefore the angry dragon might come to visit Eugene if he 
destroyed Akasha’s Dragonheart. 


‘,..But it would be a waste to smash Akasha to just summon a dragon... 
There is no guarantee that a dragon will come and cooperate with me.’ 


“We are here,” Alchester said as he stopped in front of a room. 
Pointing at a closed door, Alchester turned his head to Eugene. “Leo 
will be inside the room.” 


“Are you not going in there?” 


“’..1 coddle Leo a lot... so you won’t be able to teach properly if I go 
in with you.” Alchester took a few steps back with an embarrassed 
face. “So I will return to my office now.” 


“T’m asking this just in case, but can I scold him?” 


“Don’t worry about it. Leo is so gentle and kind. You wouldn’t need to 
scold him.” 


“Ts that so...?” Eugene nodded half-heartedly. 


“But if you need to scold him... don’t mind me. You can give him a 
good scolding.” 


‘Huh.’ Eugene thought. 


After checking that Alchester had gone far away, Eugene knocked on 
the door to Leo’s room. 


No one reacted; the room was quiet. However, Eugene could sense 
someone was wriggling inside the room. He knocked once more, but 
still, no one reacted. Clicking his tongue, Eugene opened the door. 
When he closed the door from inside the room, Eugene could see a 
clean, big room. The first thing that caught his attention was a bed too 
big for a ten-year-old boy. 


From underneath the bed, a stream of water was shot in Eugene’s 
direction. 


“He’s a little rascal.” Eugene quickly made an assessment of Leo 
Dragonic. 


Chapter 175 
Leo Dragonic (2) 


Squirt! 


Eugene was hit full in the face with a spout of water. Drops of water 
went into his eyes, trickled down his cheeks, and dripped to the floor. 
The water got Eugene’s collar and the cloak’s fur wet, but Eugene let 
them be for now since he had allowed the boy to spray water on 
himself. 


However, while sitting inside the cloak, Mer didn’t know that, so her 
jaw dropped. 


[Sir Eugene?] Mer called Eugene in her mind. 
Drip, drip. 


Standing silently, Eugene tasted the water that seeped in through his 
lips. It was sour... That damn rascal must have mixed vinegar in the 
water. The sourness inside his mouth and the wetness on his face were 
so disgusting that Eugene turned his head sideways and spat. 


“Ahahahaha!” 


Eugene could hear someone bursting into laughter under the bed. 
Without wiping the water from his face, Eugene looked at the kid that 
crawled out from under the bed. 


The ten-year-old kid, Leo Dragonic, had red hair and blue eyes, just 
like his father. He had a very fit body which was very unusual for a 
child, but he still had some baby fat on his round face. 


The boy was smiling mischievously as he pointed his water gun at 
Eugene’s face. 


“ ..Hehe.” Eugene nodded as he chuckled. 


Of course, Leo didn’t apologize. If he had enough common sense to 
apologize, he wouldn’t have randomly squirted water — no, vinegar 
water with his water gun on a guest. 


Squirt~. 
Leo used his squirt gun again. Eugene still didn’t dodge it. 
Splash! 


The stronger spout of water splashed Eugene’s lips. That fucking rascal 
accurately aimed for that little gap between Eugene’s closed lips and 
put vinegar water in his mouth. 


“You can’t even dodge that, Mister?” Leo giggled as he swung his 
squirt gun. 


Eugene could see Leo had no worries about the aftermath of his 
action. Sure, this was the Dragonic mansion, the Dragonic Patriarch 
was Alchester Dragonic, and that damn rascal, who kept squirting 
water on Eugene’s face, was Leo Dragonic. The only people who could 
scold Leo in this mansion were his parents, but Alchester adored his 
son, whom he had in his later years, so much that he turned into a big 
softie around him. 


Still chuckling, Eugene waved his fingers. 
Pah! 


The water drops that dripped to the floor after soaking Eugene’s face 
and clothes began to float in the air one by one. 


“..Woah!” Leo innocently exclaimed as he watched the sight. “That’s 
magic, right? I heard, I heard a lot about you too, Mister. You are a 
great knight, but you are also a powerful wizard, am I right?” 


After shouting so innocently, Leo slowly put down his squirt gun 
because he was now unsure about the story he had heard before. 


Then, looking at his squirt gun, then at Eugene, and the water drops 
floating in front of Eugene in succession, Leo mumbled, “...But why 
can’t you even dodge an attack from a squirt gun?” 


“Hehe...” Grinning, Eugene flicked his fingers in Leo’s direction. “To 
do this, you son of a bitch.” 


Pop! 


The water drops instantly flew in Leo’s direction and exploded on his 
face. However, they didn’t explode in an ordinary way. Eugene had 
delicately controlled his mana to shove every water drop into Leo’s 
nose and mouth. 


“Urgh!” Wriggling, Leo kept retching. “Blargh! Argh!” 


There was no way a ten-year-old kid could have prepared for this kind 
of attack. As the water drops flowed from his nose to his mouth, the 
sourness overwhelmed his nose and mouth, making Leo roll around 
the floor in pain. 


Eugene came up to Leo, who was still wriggling on the floor. After 
spending a while rubbing his nose and spitting out the water, Leo 
swiftly raised his head. The young boy was full of anger as he shouted, 
“Are you crazy, Mister?! What have you done to me?!” 


“Did you use your squirt gun on me because you were crazy?” 
“T,.. [thought you would avoid my attack...!” 


“Does that allow you to use your squirt gun on a stranger? And I 
didn’t avoid your attack and got splashed with water, so isn’t this self- 
defense?” 


“You... You... You are an adult...!” 


“Age doesn’t matter when it comes to taking responsibility for your 
actions and refraining from doing stupid things. Do you know what I 
would like to do right now? I want to consider your action as an insult 
to me and cut you with my sword,” Eugene spoke, looking at Leo 


threateningly. 


It made Leo’s face turn pale. Unable to talk back to Eugene anymore, 
Leo just looked at the floor as he hunched his shoulders. 


“_,.But I won’t draw my sword since I know your father, Sir 
Alchester.” Eugene tapped Leo’s hunched shoulder. 


Leo didn’t respond. 

“Are you not going to answer me?” 

“Ok — okay...,” Leo said haltingly. 

“What happened to my apology?” 

“Tm... sorry...” Leo lowered his head, choking up. 


...Mer watched everything from inside the cloak. Eugene was 
intimidating a 10-year-old kid by acting scary... She wasn’t sure what 
to think of Eugene — no, Hamel, the great hero from 300 years ago. 


[...You are very... thorough... Sir Eugene,] Mer finally blurted out. 


‘Somebody should teach these rascals some manners when they are still 
young. Thanks to me harassing them when we were young, Cyan and Ciel 
have become decent adults.’ 


[...Yeah... you are great...] Mer stayed silent after saying that. 


After he had pulled up a chair from nearby, Eugene sat in front of the 
still-frightened Leo. Leo kept his eyes on the floor. His eyes were filled 
with tears, but he desperately held back from crying. 


“Did Sir Alchester tell you to use a squirt gun on me?” Eugene tilted 
his head slightly. 


“ ” 
...NO... 


“Then who did? Did somebody else in this mansion tell you to splash 
the annoying Eugene Lionheart’s face with vinegar water?” 


“No, I — I just wanted to shoot you with water, Mister.” 


“Tf you call me ‘mister’ one more time...” Not finishing his sentence, 
Eugene crossed his legs. Leo flinched as he saw Eugene. “...I’m going 
to do something much scarier than you can imagine right now.” 


“Yeah, yes, brother.” Leo fervently nodded. 
“So, why did you want to shoot me with water?” 


“ ..People told me you are a great knight... so I thought you would 
dodge my attack...,” Leo timidly explained. 


“Of course, I can avoid your attack. I didn’t do so on purpose,” Eugene 
said as he flicked his fingers, straightening Leo’s posture. 


Baffled, Leo looked back and forth between himself and Eugene. 
“What, what was that? Was it mana? You used mana to move me, 
right?” 


‘Huh.’ Eugene stared at Leo as he raised an eyebrow. 


He hadn’t paid much attention when Alchester bragged about his 
talented son... It seemed like Leo was talented enough for the best 
knight of the empire to be proud of. 


“ ..Woah... Wow...!” Leo exclaimed as he felt a little bit of Eugene’s 
mana nudging his body. 


It was common for children born in prestigious warrior families to 
study mana from a young age. Therefore the children often felt mana 
even though they were young. Even Ciel and Cyan had begun to study 
mana when they were little children. 


However, Leo sensed mana better than Eugene had thought. He was 
using a tiny amount of mana to nudge Leo right now. Most knights 
wouldn’t be able to feel Eugene’s mana if he used it this way. He 


wasn’t perfect, but Leo was partially sensing Eugene’s mana as he 
moved his body around. 


‘He is interesting.’ Eugene grinned. 


He was here to contact the dragon, but Leo’s talent intrigued him. 
Holding Akasha inside his cloak, Eugene recalled a magic formula 
inside his head. He didn’t even need to chant. His will was enough to 
cast the spell. 


Woosh. 


As he focused on Leo, Eugene’s view changed a bit. He had used a 
high-level analysis spell to see Leo’s Core and mana flow. Eugene used 
magic but couldn’t see Leo’s Cores or mana flow. 


[Eh?] Mer tilted her head in confusion too. 


Showing an aptitude for mana control from a young age wasn’t 
surprising if the child was born and raised in a prestigious warrior 
family. 


However, magic resistance was a different story. 


Eugene had used a Sixth Circle spell named Detecteye, but the boy, 
who wasn’t even born from a wizard family, resisted the spell without 
using resistance magic or an artifact that held the magic. How was 
this possible? 


[...This... isn’t magic resistance,] Mer deduced. 
‘I know.’ 


If that were the case, Leo would have resisted when Eugene forced the 
vinegar water into his mouth and nose. Once again, Eugene recalled 
the formula, and Mer assisted him this time. 


Zinnng! 


He focused again, but he still couldn’t see Leo’s Core. 


Just like Mer had said before, it didn't make sense for Eugene to be 
unable to see Leo's state at all, no matter how strong Leo's magic 
resistance was. Was Leo using some kind of magic? No. Eugene 
couldn't detect any magic right now. 


“...He is... not doing this on a conscious level. If a ten-year-old kid can 
nullify magic like this, this bastard would be Vermouth's reincarnation.’ 


“Who do you like better, Sir Vermouth or Sir Hamel?” Eugene asked. 
“Pardon?” 

“Who do you like better?” Eugene repeated. 

“..1... like Sir Orix Dragonic.” 

There was no way that Vermouth would say such bullshit. 


“Come here.” Eugene suddenly gestured to Leo, and he approached 
furtively. When Leo came close enough, Eugene swiftly reached out 
and snatched Leo's wrist. 


“What, what is it?” 


“Stay still. I need to see your physical condition in order to teach 
you.” Squinting at Leo’s face, Eugene made up an excuse as he infused 
his mana through Leo’s wrist. Eugene’s mana circulated inside Leo’s 
body without any hindrance. 


Since Leo had no idea what Eugene was doing, he just blinked. “... 
Something is crawling up my arm from my wrist... You are doing this 
now, right?” 


The analysis spell didn’t even work on Leo, but Eugene could infuse 
his mana into Leo’s body without a problem. It was hard to believe, 
but was Leo just born with great magic resistance? Since Eugene had a 
hard time believing it, he used Detecteye once again. 


Just then, Eugene unwittingly let go of Leo’s hand, because a shiver 
suddenly ran down his spine, making Eugene put on a solemn face. 
When had Eugene felt this? He was sure he had felt this before. 
Brushing his arms full of goosebumps, Eugene took a step back. 


Eugene wasn’t the only one who had felt it. Mer, who had been 
analyzing Leo’s peculiarity with Eugene from inside the cloak, 
shrieked. An unfamiliar, foreign sense of intense pressure had 
frightened Mer, so she buried her head in Eugene’s chest. 


‘Fear.’ That was the first word that came to Eugene’s mind. 


Mer had never acted this way when she had met the Demon King’s 
remnant and Iris, even though they also acted hostile, giving off 
intense pressure. Eugene finally realized what he had just felt. Leo 
wasn’t being hostile or showing a desire to kill, but he was using a 
skill that paralyzed and scattered the nearby mana, just like a beast’s 
howling petrified its prey. 


‘,..Dragon Fear.’ 


Raizakia had used this skill which could only be used by dragons. 
With this skill, those arrogant dragons could scatter magic and petrify 
mana. 


“What... what’s wrong?” Leo looked at Eugene in a baffled state 
because he had just seen Eugene’s cloak wiggling and strands of 
purple hair through the cloak’s gap. Although Leo really wanted to ask 
about the small shriek he had just heard, he stayed quiet because 
Eugene’s face looked solemn. 


“...He subconsciously radiates Dragon Fear, but he can’t sense his own 
Fear?’ Eugene swiftly began to think about what had triggered Leo’s 
Dragon Fear. Had Leo instinctively reacted to the foreign mana inside 
his body? 


How in the world had he done that? 


The Dragonics’ training center was a dome-shaped building located a 


little bit far from the Dragonic mansion. 
“What do you think of my son?” Alchester asked with twinkling eyes. 


“T can see why you are so proud of him, Sir Alchester.” Watching the 
spells that filled the building’s walls, Eugene continued, “He especially 
has an outstanding aptitude in mana control that made me feel like he 
is indeed a dragon’s heir.” 


While he spoke, Eugene observed Alchester’s reaction to see if he 
revealed anything, but Alchester just smiled wildly when Eugene 
praised Leo. 


“... That made me curious.” 
“What are you curious about?” 


“Every citizen in the Kiehl Empire knows that the first ancestor of the 
Dragonics, Orix Dragonic, was a half-dragon. Among his descendants, 
you, the best knight of the Kiehl Empire in this generation... and your 
son, Leo, inherited the ‘purest’ dragon blood, right?” Eugene spoke as 
he continued to observe Alchester’s reaction. 


“.,.l’m so grateful and happy to hear that.” Feeling touched, Alchester 
nodded delightedly. “300 years have passed since my first ancestor 
established the Dragonic clan. The Dragonic clan was founded in the 
same era as the Lionheart clan, and we continued to live up to Sir 
Orix’s name. I am not supposed to say these things myself... but I have 
tried my best to take after my first ancestor who protected Kiehl in 
times of war.” 


It wasn’t what Eugene wanted to hear. 


“However, I can’t say I’m special, considering how every Dragonic 
Patriarch tried to protect Kiehl. Didn’t the Lionheart Patriarchs also do 
that? They must have trained themselves to take after the Great 
Vermouth because they respected him...” 


Eugene listened quietly. 


“T hope my son chooses the same path as me by following a code of 
chivalry, serving His Majesty as his lord, and protecting the empire. 
Someday... when my son inherits my position as His Majesty’s 
guard... then Leo will maintain a close relationship with your 
Lionheart—” 


“Tm not a candidate for the Patriarch position.” Eugene interrupted. 


“’..Yes, that’s right. My bad, but you’ll still be a Lionheart then, right? 
So you and my son will be able to protect Kiehl later...” 


“Are you able to use Dragon Fear, Sir Alchester?” Eugene simply asked 
since the conversation was never going to end if Eugene just kept 
beating around the bush. 


“ec tau?” 

“Dragon Fear. Can you use it?” Eugene repeated. 
Orix wasn’t a half-dragon. 

He had luckily obtained a Dragonheart. 

Orix’s descendants didn’t have the dragon’s blood. 


So how was it possible for Leo to use Dragon Fear? Even if it were 
possible, could a ten-year-old kid radiate Dragon Fear? 


“When you are talking about Dragon Fear... Uh... You are talking 
about the feeling of intense pressure that a dragon radiates, right?” 
Alchester spoke, baffled. 


“Yes, that’s right.” Eugene nodded. 
“How can a person radiate Dragon Fear?” Alchester asked innocently. 
“ ,.But... aren’t you the descendant of Sir Orix, the half-dragon?” 


“That is right. However, no Dragonic Patriarch was able to use Dragon 


Fear, including me.” 

Eugene listened as Alchester continued. 

“You... umm... are a bit similar to Lady Carmen.” 
“Huh?” Eugene swiftly raised his head. 


“No, no. Don’t take this the wrong way. I’m aware that you two don’t 
share blood and are very far from each other in the Lionheart family 
tree. It’s just that... you two have a similar personality.” 


“What in the world are you talking about?” Eugene asked after 
managing to stop himself from cursing aloud. How could Alchester say 
Eugene was similar to a woman who couldn’t act her age and had a 
hobby and taste that ordinary people would only enjoy during 
adolescence? 


“.,.Lady Carmen also asked... similar questions in this mansion a long 
time ago.” 


“..What were the questions?” Eugene was almost scared to ask this. 
“She asked if I could use Dragon Breath.” 
Eugene didn’t know how to respond. 


“She also asked if I was hiding wings in my back and a tail in my 
alice and whether or not a dark dragon was sealed in my right 
arm... 1°14” 


“T know I am being really rude, but Lady Carmen is insane,” Eugene 
finally said without blinking. 


“...1 think she is a very consistent person.” Alchester cleared his throat 
as he stepped back. “And I respect her as a knight and a martial 
artist.” 


“...Anyhow, so are you unable to use Dragon Fear?” Eugene bitterly 


asked. 
“T don’t know how to use it.” Alchester shrugged. 


He didn’t look like he was lying. Well, everyone around Alchester 
would have noticed it if he could really use Dragon Fear. 


“...1 think we talked enough about Dragon Fear, so I would like to talk 
about why I called you here...” Alchester cleared his throat again and 
straightened his posture. “...The Lionheart’s White Flame Formula and 
Red Flame Formula are very popular, but I’m aware of how it is 
forbidden to teach those formulas to outsiders.” 


“Yes, that’s correct.” Eugene nodded. 


“Of course, Iam not expecting you to teach Leo the White Flame 
Formula and the Red Flame Formula. Although I wish you could teach 
Leo your swordsmanship, which you have shown before, it would be 
too difficult for Leo to learn that right now.” 


“I will try...” 


“No, what I’m trying to say is that you don’t have to try too hard in 
teaching Leo. Like I said, I just want you to be Leo's... and the 
Dragonics’ friend for a long time.” 


“But I have to teach him something, right?” 


“Trick.” Alchester grinned as he spoke of one word. “I want you to 
teach my son about your trick in controlling mana.” 


Alchester’s request made Eugene see him in a different light. Just like 
Carmen had said, Alchester may be a timid and well-mannered man, 
but he was indeed insightful enough to be called the best knight of the 
empire. 


“There would be so many examples of tricks, such as the best method 
to distribute the person’s mana to create sword energy, the method to 
unite mana to transform sword energy into sword force, the best 
method to circulate mana through the person’s Core, or the first 


pathway in the person’s body that was supposed to be used while 
infusing mana.” 


Leo was a genius in controlling mana. Other people would also 
consider Eugene a genius in mana control. Leo and Eugene had similar 
talent, but Eugene had mastered mana control, so Alchester wanted 
Eugene’s trick. 


“'..It’s not difficult to teach my trick...” 


“T’m not asking you to teach it for free,” Alchester said as he grabbed 
the sword on his waist. “In return, I'll teach you the Dragonic Style.” 


—I was Alchester’s martial art teacher. I didn’t prefer a sword or a spear 
since I was a child, so I taught him hand-to-hand combat. In return, the 
Dragonic Patriarch at the time taught me the clan’s martial arts... It didn’t 
help me much. 


“ ..Uhm...” Eugene bowed as he recalled what Carmen had said. “I 
look forward to our sparring.” 


Alchester’s lesson hadn’t begun, but Eugene felt like he was already 
suffering a loss... until Alchester pulled out his sword. 
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Alchester slowly drew his sword. His stance hadn’t changed much, but 
Eugene felt a completely different sense of presence coming from 
Alchester. Right now, in Eugene’s eyes, Alchester’s fighting spirit 
didn’t seem to have been aroused, but the usual sense of foppishness 
couldn’t be felt at all. 


Instead, there was an extreme sharpness. Even in his previous life, it 
was rare for Eugene to have seen someone whose entire sense of 
presence resonated so closely with their sword. 


“...If it’s in terms of sharpness alone, then he’s even better than Gilead,’ 
Eugene judged. 


In terms of swords, such changes in presence should only correspond 
to a swordman’s inner nature. That was why Alchester’s sharpness 
came as even more of a surprise. 


“_..The Great Vermouth was able to wield such a wide range of 
weapons and magic that he was even called the Master-of-All, but Orix 
Dragonic only ever used a single sword.” As he stared down at his 
drawn sword, Alchester continued, “In the following three hundred 
years, the Dragonic family has continued to develop the 
swordsmanship left by our founding ancestor... Even though I am a 
distant descendant, I’m fully aware of the serious hardships my 
ancestors were forced to bear while doing so.” 


“What hardships are you talking about?” Eugene asked curiously. 


“Sir Orix Dragonic had the strength of a half-human-half-dragon, but 
his strength wasn’t passed on to the future generations,” Alchester said 
regretfully as he shook his head with a bitter smile. “It’s said that Sir 
Orix could emit a sword-force as tall as a mountain peak and as wide 
as a castle wall, but it was impossible for the later generations to do 


the same. My ancestors and even I didn’t have a huge reserve of mana 
like Sir Orix did, nor did we share the same aptitude with mana that 
all half-human-half-dragons have.” 


That was only natural. After all, Orix wasn’t a real half-human-half- 
dragon, and he had gained his strength by consuming a Dragonheart 
all by himself. Eugene had also once shared a Dragonheart with his 
companions in his previous life, so he was well aware of how much 
mana was contained in a single Dragonheart. 


“.. However, my ancestors didn’t give up,” Alchester declared proudly 
as he extended his sword. 


Fwoosh! 


The blue light of his sword-force wrapped around the blade. There 
wasn’t anything special up to that point, but the change that occurred 
after this caused even Eugene to feel surprised. 


The sword-force had suddenly swollen significantly. 


After examining Alchester’s sword-force without saying a word, 
Eugene nodded with an exclamation, “...Aha.” 


He had figured out the method used to perform such a technique. The 
sword-force that Alchester had emitted just now could be said to have 
reached the pinnacle of efficiency. He had emitted his sword-forced 
with the minimum amount of mana required, then combined the 
mana in the air into his sword-force. By doing so, it was possible to 
amplify the strength of his sword-force by infusing more mana. 


However, this technique wasn’t necessarily without its disadvantages. 
Using mana that hadn’t been processed by his Core resulted in a 
corresponding loss in Alchester’s control over the power and density 
of his sword-force. 


In other words, this sword-force wasn’t actually as powerful as it 
looked. At this moment, if Eugene pulled out his own sword-force, 
which was generated through the White Flame Formula, and clashed 
with Alchester’s giant sword-force, Eugene would be able to destroy it 
with just a few collisions. 


“Tt’s not as impressive as it looks,” Alchester muttered as he waved the 
sword around. “That’s why it ended up being named the Empty 
Sword. The biggest problem with the Empty Sword is its sustainability 
and durability are far too poor. It also can’t be used properly in places 
with low levels of mana, and the longer you activate the technique, 
the weaker it gets.” 


“’,.I see,” Eugene said with a nod. 


“My ancestors tried various methods to reduce this technique’s 
shortcomings, and they managed to succeed to some extent,” 
Alchester said. 


“How so?” Eugene asked, feeling intrigued. 


Being good at mana manipulation in his previous life, Eugene had also 
tried to develop various methods to extract the maximum amount of 
power from the little mana he had. By doing so, he had managed to 
create the method of Ignition, which deliberately overloaded the Core 
in exchange for power. 


Ignition still proved useful even now that he had managed to 
accumulate a much larger amount of mana through the Cores formed 
from the White Flame Formula. 


‘Instead, it’s actually even better than when I used it in my previous life.’ 


Whether in terms of the body or the Core’s performance, the 
conditions provided by the White Flame Formula were 
overwhelmingly better than those Eugene had enjoyed in his previous 
life, so the stability and output of Ignition when used with the White 
Flame Formula had increased significantly. 


In Eugene’s opinion, it seemed like this Empty Sword could also be 
useful when applied with the White Flame Formula. 


“Like this,” Alchester said as he drew on his mana once more. 


Another layer of mana was added on top of his unstable sword-force. 
The sword-force and this new layer of mana did not mix. Instead, the 
mana just covered the surface of the sword-force thinly. This layer of 


mana then slowly tightened, condensing the unstable sword-force. 
Once done, another layer of sword-force was added to the surface. The 
whole process was then repeated. 


Eugene felt a sense of pure admiration. Alchester was adding layers of 
mana and sword-force alternatingly on top of the actual blade, like 
adding coats of paint. 


“..It’s quite the difficult process,” Eugene muttered with a nod of 
amazement. 


What Alchester was doing was extremely difficult. By repeatedly 
coating the sword, the power of the sword-force was amplified and 
stabilized, but this process of coating required an incredibly high 
ability in mana manipulation. 


“Tt gets harder the more layers you add to it,” Alchester said as he 
stared at his sword. 


The sword-force had now taken on a deep dark-blue color. The shape 
of the actual blade was no longer even visible. 


“Even for me, stacking eight layers is my limit,” Alchester admitted. 
“_..I first succeeded in stacking a layer when I was twenty-one years 
old.” 


That was the age at which Alchester had participated and won the 
Imperial Martial Arts Tournament. Alcester smiled and dissipated his 
Empty Sword. The condensed mana flowed back into the air. 


“You'll probably do even better than me. When I was still your age...,” 
Alchester paused in recollection. “Haha. I was so much weaker that I 
couldn’t even begin to compare with you.” 


“ ,.Isn’t the Empty Sword the Dragonic family’s special technique? Is it 
really alright for you to teach it to a member of the Lionheart clan?” 
Eugene asked hesitantly. 


“The Dragonic’s martial heritage isn’t limited to just the Empty 
Sword,” Alchester proudly declared as he returned his sword to its 
scabbard. “As the head of the family, it’s my honor to offer one of the 


Dragonic’s martial techniques to you, who'll soon become the future 
center of the Lionheart clan. Of course, that’s only if you want to learn 
it, that is.” 


“Ts there any reason for me to refuse such an offer?” Eugene asked 
with a smirk. 


After he had been reincarnated and learned the White Flame Formula, 
he had never once felt a shortage of mana. 


‘Except for when using the Moonlight Sword, that savage blade, that is.’ 


Now that the Eternal Hole had been grafted on with the Ring Flame 
Formula, the power of his Cores had been amplified to their limit. 
What if the Empty Sword was added on top of that? That meant there 
wouldn’t be any mana depletion even if he continued to emit his 
sword-force for days. Being able to superimpose his sword-force like 
that would also be an interesting trick. 


A week had passed since Eugene had first arrived at the Dragonic 
mansion. 


During the mornings and afternoons, he taught Leo, and in the 
evenings, Alchester guided him in using the Empty Sword at the 
Dragonic family’s training ground. 


‘This is insane,’ Alchester thought to himself, unable to hide his 
astonishment. 


Currently, Eugene’s sword was wrapped up in some grayish-white 
flames. This wasn’t a sword-force made purely from the White Flame 
Formula. With the technique of the Empty Sword, the mana in the air 
was drawn in as fuel for the sword-force, then another layer of sword- 
force was added to its surface. 


At first, this caused the sword-force to look like a dark ray of light, 
but, little by little, the color of the sword-force was lightening up. This 
is because the White Flame Formula, which burnt high outputs of 
mana, was burning the impurities out of the unrefined mana. 


“... This should allow me to form an Empty Sword without compromising 
the power of the White Flame Formula,’ Eugene thought to himself in 
satisfaction. 


Even if he had already accumulated a strong foundation to work on in 
the past, to think that Eugene would actually succeed in forming the 
Empty Sword in just one week. After seeing this with his own eyes, 
Alchester felt like part of his common sense was collapsing. 


“’,.If you were a woman, I would have used everything in my ability 
to get you engaged to Leo,” Alchester confessed wistfully. 


“Don’t say something so disgusting,” Eugene said with a shudder as he 
stared down at his Empty Sword. 


It was hard to get the balance just right. If he reduced the output of 
the White Flame Formula, then the power would decrease, but if he 
maintained the high output, then the stability would fall. 


No matter how much mastery of mana manipulation Eugene had 
carried over from his previous life, he couldn’t get used to performing 
such a difficult skill right away. This kind of skill required a 
tremendous level of practice in addition to the sensitivity and talent 
needed to even start practicing it. 


‘,..For now, this balance is the best I can maintain,’ Eugene admitted. 


If that’s the case, then how about stacking it? Eugene connected his 
Cores through the Ring Flame Formula, and the five Stars rotated 
together, amplifying his mana. 


Fwoooosh! 
His Empty Sword shook strongly. 


‘It’s collapsi... No, it hasn’t collapsed yet. I need to immediately adapt to 
the increase in mana and adjust it,| Eugene reminded himself. 


The amount of mana he had first added to the flames had been 
random. However, Eugene immediately began to reassess and adjust 


the amounts. With this, he was able to add another layer to the Empty 
Sword. At two stacks, the grayish-white flame burned with even more 
intensity, then gradually began to burn with a blue light. 


Cracrack! 


A sound like space itself being crushed began to echo throughout the 
training ground. Alchester looked around in bewilderment. All the 
mana in the training ground was being sucked into Eugene’s flame. 


‘Is this really just two stacks?’ Alchester thought in disbelief. 


Slowly even lightning began to mix into those increasingly fierce 
flames. Cold sweat started to drip down Eugene’s forehead, but his 
eyes unwaveringly focused on his mana. Mer also stuck her head out 
from within the cloak to stare at the flames. 


Black spots began to appear on the flames. 
Pooow! 


The Empty Sword scattered into thin air. Eugene let out a deep breath 
and lowered the sword. No, that thing couldn’t be called a sword any 
longer. Cracks had spread throughout the blade, and it shattered the 
moment it was lowered. 


“,.Hahaha...!” Alchester let out an incredulous laugh and shook his 
head. He had sensed an unbelievable amount of power coming from 
it, even though it only held two stacks. The layering failed only 
because the power was too great. 


That Empty Sword had contained a pure ‘power’ that went beyond the 
limits of the technique. That was why Alchester couldn’t help but feel 
a chill run down his spine. Among all the great warriors who had 
made a name for themselves throughout the continent, how many of 
them would be able to receive a direct attack from that sword? 


“Phew,” Eugene let out a deep sigh and let go of the broken sword 
hilt. 


His fingers were trembling slightly. Not much of the mana from his 
Cores had been used. The recoil when the Empty Sword had dissipated 
wasn’t all that great either. But his fingers were still trembling because 
of the pure bliss that he was feeling. 


‘ reached it,’ Eugene silently rejoiced. 


It wasn’t an illusion. The moment when black dots had been mixed 
into his Empty Sword, the power that Eugene had held in his hands 
barely reached the heights that Hamel had held in his heyday. This 
brought Eugene great joy. He thought he’d be reaching the Sixth Star 
of the White Flame Formula soon, but for the moment, Eugene was 
still stuck at the Fifth Star of the White Flame Formula. 


Even so, he had managed to hold in his hands the same level of power 
he had once held in his prime. So what if he hadn’t managed to 
control it properly? He might not be able to control that level of 
power now, but he would be able to control it in the future. As long as 
he could improve his proficiency in the technique through hard work, 
he just needed to keep training until he could easily use the complete 
version of the technique. 


‘If I lower my standards in terms of the balance, I can increase the number 
of layers. However, the power won't be as explosively amplified as before. 
For now, this is the optimal configuration, and I have no choice but to 
further adjust the details as things progress...,’ Eugene gathered his 
thoughts and raised his head. 


Alchester still had a look of admiration on his face. Eugene had yet to 
find any clues regarding the dragon, but he had already reaped an 
excellent reward for coming to the Dragonic family just by acquiring 
this Empty Sword. 


“Thank you very much,” Eugene said sincerely. 


The black spots he had seen earlier, their intense color, remained 
stubbornly stuck inside Alchester’s mind. Instead of feeling jealous and 
resentful of this young genius in front of him, Alchester was 
wondering whether he could apply what Eugene had shown him to his 
own swordsmanship. 


“...How amazing. Even though I’ve been practicing the Empty Sword for 
decades... to think that my eyes would be opened to its further 
possibilities,’ Alchester marveled. 


That was why Alchester couldn’t help but feel that it was all the more 
bizarre. The level of skill that Eugene had just shown was so high that 
it seemed impossible for him to have reached such heights at the mere 
age of twenty, even considering the fact that he was a genius. 
Alchester felt like he could sense the skills of a warrior who had 
trained for decades coming from Eugene. 


“’,.I’m the one who should be grateful instead,” Alchester belatedly 
responded with a smile and a bow of his head. “Thanks to you, I feel 
like I can still learn something new at my late age.” 


Alchester had thought that he had been close to the limit of what 
could be reached, but it turned out that was just an absurd and 
delusional arrogance on his part. 


Without erasing the smile drawn on his face, Alchester continued 
speaking, “It seems that there’s no longer any need for me to supervise 
your sword practice.” 


“You’re overpraising me,” Eugene humbly denied. 


“No. I seriously mean it. In the first place, your sword... it’s already so 
perfect that I don’t know what to advise you on. The only advice I 
could give you was tips on how to practice the Empty Sword,” 
Alchester readily admitted. 


At first, he had thought that he would be able to at least spend a 
month giving Eugene just such advice, but Eugene had become so 
proficient in the Empty Sword that he didn’t need any advice in only 
two days. And now, after a week, Eugene was already able to reach up 
to the second stack all on his own. 


“I’ve heard a lot about you from Leo as well. Leo seems to enjoy 
your tutoring a lot,” Alcester remarked happily. 


“Tt’s all thanks to the fact that Leo listens well,” Eugene prevaricated. 


After disciplining that brat in their first meeting, Eugene had guided 
Leo in his mana training. Since his talent was outstanding, Leo quickly 
understood Eugene’s instructions. Although it was impossible at the 
moment, in a year or so, Eugene expected Leo to be able to develop 
his own sword-light. 


“.,.[ have nothing more to teach you, so I'd feel guilty to keep you in 
our mansion any longer. You may return to the Lionheart clan 
whenever you wish,” Alchester said, feeling that this was the right 
thing to do. 


After his son had learned the basics of mana from Eugene, starting 
four days ago, the two had begun holding lessons outside, with 
Eugene also guiding Leo into learning martial arts. At first, the knights 
sworn to the household had been dissatisfied with their one and only 
young master being taught by a member of the Lionheart clan, but 
after seeing Eugene tutor Leo, they no longer expressed such 
dissatisfaction. 


Although he was just tutoring a child, they couldn’t help but 
acknowledge the physical capabilities that Eugene had revealed. No 
matter how many rumors they might have heard about Eugene, it was 
much quicker for them to understand what kind of person he was by 
looking at him with their own eyes instead of just hearing about him. 


Given his youth, Leo had a lot to learn, but Alchester had nothing 
more to teach Eugene. It was impossible to teach Eugene any of their 
other Secret skills, apart from the Empty Sword, and it was also 
impossible to lecture this child on his basic skills when his basic skills 
were just as polished as Alchester’s. 


“Tf you say so, then I will leave tomorrow,” Eugene said after bowing 
his head. 


He left the training ground. It was late at night, and the air was cool 
— perfect weather for a walk. Eugene went straight across the garden 
to the mansion without tossing a backward look at the training 
ground. 


[You’re leaving? But you haven’t discovered anything specific yet, 
have you?] Mer asked with a puzzled expression. 


Only for Eugene to reply with a grin, ‘There are a few things that have 
caught my eye.’ 


During the week spent at the Dragonic mansion, Eugene had reduced 
his sleeping time to look around the mansion in the early mornings. 
He avoided the eyes of the many servants and knights and didn’t even 
step close to the floor Alchester was on. 


That said, he hadn’t neglected to explore that floor. He had just done 
so in daylight when he was relatively free to act; he had devoted 
himself to his search while pretending to be looking at the art 
displayed on the top floor. 


But he hadn’t found any traces of the dragon. There weren't even any 
special locations in this mansion like the Lionheart estate’s leyline. 


After struggling to find anything, Eugene decided to rethink the 
matter from the beginning. 


‘Back to the Dragon Fear,’ Eugene recalled. 


If a ten-year-old child was capable of unconsciously exuding Dragon 
Fear, there was no way that it would have gone unnoticed. 


But when he had used a perception spell, he hadn’t been able to look 
inside Leo’s body. It wasn’t because of the magic resistance in Leo’s 
body that his spell had failed to see through Leo. If Leo had that much 
magic resistance in the first place, then Eugene wouldn’t have been 
able to force the stream of water that Leo had shot at him back into 
the kid’s own mouth and nose. 


When Eugene first felt the Dragon Fear, he had been casting a 
detection spell while holding Leo’s wrist. So Eugene thought that Leo 
had unconsciously resisted his magic and exuded the Dragon Fear in 
response. 


But that wasn’t the case now, was it? The Dragon Fear was just a 
simple warning from somewhere else. But a warning against what? 


After organizing all the things that he had learned in the past week 
inside of his head, Eugene stopped walking. 


He was in front of Leo’s room. The door was locked. There weren’t 
any traces of people in his surroundings. From the moment Eugene 
entered the mansion, he had cast an invisibility spell and hid his 
presence as much as possible. Eugene placed his hand on the 
doorknob and immediately cast a spell. 


The door opened without a sound. Eugene slipped into the room. He 
saw Leo sleeping on top of his large bed, dead to the world. Eugene 
dispelled the invisibility spell and approached Leo. 


He cast another detection spell. It still didn’t work. Eugene kept up the 
spell as he looked around the room. There was nothing special. 
Eugene checked on Leo, then placed a hand inside his cloak. 


Eugene pulled out a small dagger and held it close to Leo’s neck. He 
didn’t release any killing intent. However, his actions showed no signs 
of hesitation. The moment his sharp blade touched Leo’s neck, 
however... 


Whoosh. 
The same Dragon Fear as last time attacked Eugene. 
[Sir Eugene...!] Mer called out. 


Eugene didn’t freeze, immediately springing into action. Where had it 
come from? The feeling was fleeting and light, but now that he was 
aware, he had enough time to figure out the truth. Eugene’s eyes 
quickly scanned the room. 


His eyes landed on the closed windows. 
Crackle! 


Lightning flashed up from his feet, and Eugene’s body accelerated 
explosively. 


“ ..Huh?” Leo woke up, rubbing his sleepy eyes. 


‘I thought I heard something just now... ?’ 


But there was no one inside his room. 


Caught up in a floating sensation with his feet being lifted off the 
ground, Eugene felt like it was being stretched out and then quickly 
pulled somewhere else. 


‘A Warp?’ 


The floating sensation ended in an instant. The ground suddenly 
reappeared, but Eugene landed on his own feet without any 
unsteadiness. Then, without any loss of composure, he lifted his head. 


A dangerous feeling pressed down on his whole body. As if to tear his 
entire existence into pieces, a wave of violent Dragon Fear poured at 
him from the front. Eugene felt like every hair on his body was 
standing on end, but even as this feeling of intimidation washed over 
him, his shoulders remained upright. 


“_,.Just who are you?” a voice demanded. 


In front of a fireplace, a woman with red hair that was even brighter 
than the flames of the log fire was glaring at Eugene. She seemed to 
have been reading until just recently, as she was sitting in an armchair 
with a thick book resting on her lap. 


“T’m Eugene Lionheart,” Eugene replied without avoiding her gaze. 
“.,.Are dragons these days all so voyeuristic?” 


Eugene slowly turned his head and looked behind him. An entire wall 
on one side was made of glass, and like a piece of stained glass, it was 
divided into dozens of different screens that each reflected a different 
scene. 


Among these screens were some showing Leo’s room, the hallways of 
the mansion, the garden, and even the training field. 


“..How did you find out?” the dragon spoke up once more. “You 
shouldn’t have been able to find the door with your magic. I changed 


the entire Draconic incantation so that you wouldn’t be able to peek at 
it with your irritating detection spell.” 


“But you didn’t do that on your first day, did you?” Eugene asked. 


“..How could I have known that Akasha’s owner would come to visit 
and cast a detection spell?” the dragon muttered with a click of her 
tongue. 


As expected, the Dragon Fear that Eugene had first sensed from Leo 
wasn’t because Leo himself was resisting the detection spell. The 
dragon who was watching through the glass window had sent him a 
warning, fearing that her peeping would be exposed by the detection 
spell. She hadn’t sent a warning again after that because she had 
changed her Draconic incantations to evade Eugene’s detection magic. 


“..1 know that there’s no actual dragon blood mixed into the blood of 
the Dragonic family,” Eugene spoke up without any concern on his 
face. “Also, I’ve actually experienced Dragon Fear personally. When 
you first sent the Dragon Fear as a warning, I was convinced that a 
dragon was here.” 


“’..-You say that you’ve felt Dragon Fear before...,” the dragon 
muttered as the Dragon Fear that had been oppressing his whole body 
disappeared. The dragon tilted her head slightly to the side as she 
blatantly stared at Eugene’s face before eventually saying, “...Eugene 
Lionheart, a descendant of the Lionheart clan. Did you hear about me 
from Carmen Lionheart?” 


“No,” Eugene denied. 


“As it should be,” the dragon nodded. “Her meeting with me was 
accidental, and she even swore an oath in Draconic.” 


It seemed that even this dragon hadn’t suspected that Carmen would 
get the urge to show off whenever a mention of the word ‘dragon’ 
came up. 


“,..If you know about Dragon Fear, that means you must have met a 
dragon. But I can’t believe that. There’s no way that you, Eugene 
Lionheart, could have met a dragon,” the dragon insisted. 


“T have no reason to lie to you,” Eugene argued. “I met a dragon—” 


“No. You definitely have never met a dragon,” the dragon interrupted, 
narrowing her eyes. “My name is Ariartelle, a member of the Red 
Dragon Flight and the only dragon to still keep her eyes open. Since I 
have never met you before, when you claim to have met a dragon, it 
must be a li—” 


This time it was Eugene’s turn to interrupt, “I am Hamel.” 


Ariartelle froze with her mouth open. 


Chapter 177 
Ariartelle (2) 


It was as if time had just stopped. Aiartelle froze with her mouth wide 
open. Then, after belatedly closing her mouth, she began to silently 
consider Eugene’s words. 


Hamel — although it was unexpected for this name to have come up, 
Ariartelle was immediately able to recall whose name it was. 


“ ..The Stupid Hamel?” Ariartelle said hesitantly. 
Eugene sighed, “Why not just leave out the Stupid part?” 


“Eugene Lionheart, you, a descendant of Vermouth Lionheart, are 
claiming that you’re the Stupid Hamel?” 


“T told you to leave out the Stupid part.” 


“ .. Human, are you seriously trying to make fun of me?” Ariartelle 
demanded as she stared at Eugene with slightly furrowed eyes. 


Although she didn’t release any of that ruthless Dragon Fear, even 
without that, Eugene could clearly tell that Ariartelle was highly 
displeased. 


After wondering what he could do to make her believe him, Eugene 
thought of a simple method. He immediately stuck his hand inside his 
cloak. Ariartelle was slightly startled by this sudden move, but she 
soon resumed watching Eugene with a calm gaze. 


Eugene couldn’t retrieve his hand from inside his cloak right away. 

This was because Mer had grabbed onto his hand. She was curled up 
into a ball and trembling inside the cloak. Eugene frowned as he felt 
Mer’s trembling conveyed through her grip on his hand. But, instead 


of frowning because of Mer’s resistance, Eugene glared at Ariartelle, 
who was responsible for attacking them with her Dragon Fear in the 
first place. 


“Hey, she’s terrified because of you,” Eugene complained. 


“..What?” Ariartelle asked in a puzzled tone, but instead of 
answering, Eugene just stroked Mer’s head with his hand that was 
inside the cloak. 


However, her trembling refused to abate. Dragon Fear was spread by 
scattering mana. Thus, as a familiar, Mer was more sensitive to 
Dragon Fear than a human, especially because she had a sense of self- 
awareness that allowed her to be scared of being destroyed. 


Eventually, Eugene managed to pull Mer out of the cloak. 


“’..’m perfectly fine,” Mer insisted in a shaky voice, even though her 
body continued to tremble. 


“Alright, alright,” Eugene mumbled in comfort as he hugged Mer with 
one arm. Mer sniffed as she buried her face into Eugene’s chest and 
handed over Wynnyd, which she had carried out of the cloak with her. 


“...’m not here because I’m afraid,” Mer claimed. “Since you are 
looking for Wynnyd, I decided to bring it to you myself, Sir Eugene. 


“Alright, alright,” Eugene continued to murmur in comfort. 


“Since I'd be bored staying in the cloak on my own, I’ve decided to 
stay with you, Sir Eugene, for now.” 


“Alright, alright.” 


... Just what in the world were they doing? Ariartelle narrowed her 
eyes as she scanned Mer. Although she looked no different from a 
human being, this was definitely a familiar that had been created 
through highly advanced magic. Even for Ariartelle, it would be 
impossible to create a familiar with such a high level of realism. 


‘,..For him to hold that familiar in his arms like she was a child...,’ 
Ariartelle thought curiously. 


“Do you have a problem with keeping your eyes wide open?” Eugene 
asked suddenly. 


“...Are you talking to me?” Ariartelle demanded as her cheeks 
twitched in irritation. 


Instead of replying, Eugene drew Wynnyd. 


The wind immediately enveloped the silver-blue blade. Soon the Wind 
Spirit King, Tempest, arrived in response to Eugene’s summons. It 
appeared as if he already understood the situation, as Tempest 
appeared in front of Eugene in the form of a small whirlwind rather 
than his usual full-scale storm. 


“ ..The Wind Spirit King...,” Ariartelle recognized Tempest. After 
looking back and forth between Tempest and Eugene, she tilted her 
head to the side and asked, “... You surely haven’t summoned the 
Spirit King with the intention of fighting me, have you?” 


“Tempest, tell her about the fact that I’m Hamel,” Eugene ordered. 


Eugene had no intention of doing something like fighting Ariartelle, a 
dragon, head-on. He just summoned Tempest because he needed a 
guarantor. 


[... Young dragon. He really is Hamel Dynas, the one who made a 
name for himself three hundred years ago. And in the current era, he 
is known as the Stupid Hamel. ] 


Ariartelle listened silently. 


[I understand your disbelief, but I, Tempest, guarantee that Eugene 
Lionheart is the reincarnation of Hamel. As you should know, a Spirit 
King like me wouldn’t lie to you like this.] 


“.,.Did you just say reincarnation?” Ariartelle muttered with a blank 
expression. 


Even though it had been personally guaranteed by a Spirit King, she 
stared blankly into Eugene’s face, unable to believe it. 


A hero from three hundred years ago had been reincarnated into the 
present age. And as a descendant of a fellow hero at that? 


Reincarnation of the soul was nothing special. All beings died 
someday and were reincarnated into other beings. 


However, being reincarnated with their memories of their past life 
intact was, in Ariartelle’s opinion, something impossible to be a 
coincidence. If that was the case, then had someone planned his 
reincarnation? Was that something even possible to do with magic? 


ce 


... ll believe you for now,” Ariartelle conceded, nodding slowly. 


She had some serious suspicions about Eugene’s reincarnation, but at 
the same time, she felt curious about why Eugene had come looking 
for her here. 


“..If you really are Hamel, then you would, of course, be aware that 
the founder of the Dragonic family wasn’t a half-man-half-dragon. 
Since you were living in the same era as him,” Ariartelle concluded. 


“So why is a dragon watching over the Dragonic family?” Eugene 
asked as he turned his head to look behind him. 


He might not know where exactly this place was, but it was clear that 
Ariartelle had been watching over the Dragonic family for quite some 
time. 


“...You could consider it a form of entertainment,” Ariartelle replied 
with a wave of her hand. 


At this gesture, all the screens that filled the wall were turned off 
simultaneously. 


Ariartelle continued, “Pallasquez, the dragon that the founder of the 
family, Orix Dragonic, claimed as his own ‘father,’ was actually my 
father... Orix absorbed my father’s Dragonheart and then lied to the 


world, claiming that Pallasquez was his father and that he was a half- 
human-half-dragon.” 


“..If you consider that an insult to your father, have you thought of 
trying to erase the Dragonic Family?” Eugene brought up carefully. 


“No, I don’t really consider that an insult,” Ariartelle denied. “My 
father died while I was still just an egg, and dragons do not feel much 
affection for their parents in the first place.” 


Tempest had referred to Ariartelle as ‘a young dragon.’ Eugene didn’t 
know how long a dragon’s lifespan was nor how old they needed to be 
to still be called ‘young.’ 


“.,.How old are you?” Eugen decided to ask openly. 


After consideration, Ariartelle eventually decided to answer him, “... 
I’m over two hundred years—” 


“So you're younger than me,” Eugene interrupted her triumphantly. 
“Hmm?” 


Tempest turned his head to look at Eugene with a confused 
expression, and even Mer, whose face was still buried in Eugene’s 
chest, raised her head to stare at him. 


Ariartelle appeared just as confused. Her eyes widened into circles as 
she looked at Eugene, and she tilted her head to the side in question. 


Eugene changed the subject, “While I’m not sure about the first time 
you shot your Dragon Fear at me, just earlier, you shot your Dragon 
Fear at me because you thought that I was about to kill Leo, right? To 
me, that doesn’t seem like you’re simply watching them for your own 
entertainment.” 


“Wouldn’t it be strange for me to just let him die while I’m watching?” 
Ariartelle said defensively. 


Eugene let out a snort at this off-balance answer as he continued to 


rub Mer’s back. 


“The truth is that ’m not really interested in your reasons for doing 
so,” Eugene admitted. “It doesn’t matter to me whether I know or 
not.” 


While Eugene wasn’t even able to guess what a dragon’s version of 
family affection might look like, seeing how she was looking over 
them like this, it was clear that Ariartelle had some form of 
attachment to the Dragonic Family. 


However, that was none of Eugene’s business. Although he may have 
developed some feelings of respect for Alchester after being taught the 
Empty Sword, the bond between Ariartelle and the Dragonic Family 
seemed several times deeper and more personal than the bond 
between Eugene and Alchester. 


So rather than a mystery like that, Eugene was more concerned with 
something that Ariartelle had said earlier. 


“’,.Did you say that you’re the only dragon whose eyes are still open 
in the present era?” Eugene asked in confirmation. 


Three hundred years ago, the dragons fought a battle with the Demon 
King of Incarceration and the Demon King of Destruction. The Demon 
King of Incarceration withdrew from the front line after killing five or 
six dragons, while the Demon King of Destruction slaughtered half of 
all the dragons. 


During that battle, Raizakia betrayed his fellow dragons. He killed the 
Lord of All Dragons, who had been leading them from the front with a 
surprise attack from behind, took the Lord’s Dragonheart, and then 
fled from the frontlines. 


“.,.Stupid Hamel, you should also be aware of what kind of battle the 
dragons fought three hundred years ago. In that battle with the 
Demon King of Destruction, barely half of the dragons managed to 
survive, but the ones who did weren’t unharmed,” Ariartelle said in 
grave tones. 


In Helmuth, they had met a dragon who was on the brink of death. 


“Dragons whose deaths are imminent will devise methods to make 
their remaining lifespan worthwhile,” Ariartelle continued. 


Eugene listened in silence. 


Ariartelle explained, “A deceased dragon will leave no trace of their 
presence in this world. Their bones, scales, blood, and heart, 
everything will just return back to mana. Some of the dying dragons 
decided that they wanted to leave their hearts behind, and my father, 
Pallasquez, was one of them.” 


Pallasquez created a dungeon as a test of ability and sealed his own 
Dragonheart at the end. He hoped that an outstanding adventurer who 
had managed to break through his dungeon would absorb his 
Dragonheart and continue to play an active role in saving this terrible 
world. 


...Although he wasn’t that outstanding, Oryx Dragonic did manage to 
break through the dungeon as Pallasquez had hoped and laid his 
hands on the Dragonheart. 


In his previous life, Hamel and his comrades managed to get their 
hands on a Dragonheart through similar means. 


“...The dragons whose deaths were unavoidable disappeared from the 
world like this, while the dragons who were in slightly better states 
devoted themselves to caring for their own wounds. However, the war 
ended before the dragons could recover and return to the battlefield,” 
Ariartelle revealed. 


The Great Vermouth managed to wring out an Oath with the Demon 
King of Incarceration. 


“I don’t know what the contents of that Oath were,” Ariartelle 
confessed. “However, after the Oath was sworn, the dragons all 
decided to go into hibernation at the same time. I, who was just a 
newborn hatchling at that time, was charged with the duty of 
managing the ‘cradle’ and remained alone in this world all on my 
own.” 


At the mention of the Oath, Eugene shot a glance at Tempest. 
However, Tempest didn’t show any sort of reaction to this. Tempest 
had probably been aware that the dragons had gone into hibernation, 
but it seemed that he wasn’t in a position to reveal this without 
permission. 


“Wouldn’t it have been possible for them to heal their wounds without 
going to sleep?” Eugene asked in uncertainty. 


“T don’t know why all the other dragons went into hibernation 
simultaneously, either. That should be a satisfactory explanation for 
your question. So, Stupid Hamel, just what business has brought you 
to come looking for a dragon?” Ariartelle asked while at the same 
time making a display of her full power. 


Although it was certainly interesting that the one in front of her was 
the reincarnation of a hero from three hundred years ago, there wasn’t 
any reason for Ariartelle to bow her head in front of him. 


“T want to borrow your strength,” Eugene revealed without any 
hesitation. 


At these words, Ariartelle let out a snort as if she had been expecting 
him to say something like that and shook her head, “How regrettable, 
Stupid Hamel, you seem to want to borrow my power to bring an end 
to the Demon King subjugation that you weren’t able to fully achieve 
three hundred years ago, but unfortunately I am not in a position 
where I can become greatly involved in the affairs of the world—” 


“What are you talking about?” Eugene interjected. “How could you 
expect me to join forces with a dragon who’s only a little over two 
hundred years old to defeat the Demon Kings?” 


“_..If so, just what in the world have you come looking for?” Ariartelle 
demanded. 


“I need your draconic magic,” Eugene revealed. 


Ariartelle’s brow furrowed as she tilted her head to the other side and 
asked, “...Just what exactly is it that you want?” 


“T need a spell that searches for a gap between dimensions,” Eugene 
explained as he dragged over a nearby chair without asking for 
permission and sat down in front of Ariartelle. “I don’t know the exact 
coordinates of the gap, and I don’t even know which dimension it’s 
next to. What I do know is that it can’t be in a dimension too far from 
our own. I’m also a wizard, so speaking from my perspective, I feel 
that the gap is probably somewhere that straddles our own 
dimension.” 


Ariartelle was speechless. 


“The spell, a Forced Expulsion to an Outer Dimension, was cast in an 
incomplete form, so the subject was only thrown into a gap between 
the dimensions,” Eugene informed her. “Even so, their link to this 
world has not been severed. It seems that their contract with their 
subordinates is still being supported in a limited fashion—” 


“Hold on... just hold on a moment,” Ariartelle raised her hands and 
interrupted Eugene, unable to hide how flustered she was. “A Forced 
Expulsion to an Outer Dimension? So it’s a spell meant to banish a 
target to an outer dimension through magic?” 


“Uh-huh,” Eugene confirmed. 


“That’s absurd. There’s no way that such a spell exists. Forcibly 
banishing an existence is impossible, even with a draconic incantation 
spell. Just who in the world would—” 


“Sienna Merdein.” 


The name that Eugene spat out caused Mer to prick up her ears. If she 
had her way, she would have shrugged in disdain and even puffed her 
chest a little to show off, but Mer was still in a state of fear because of 
the Dragon Fear that Ariartelle had emitted. 


“The Wise Sienna...” Ariartelle muttered in realization. 


“Whether or not such a spell actually exists is none of my business. 
Sienna cast it, and what I said did happen,” Eugene stated confidently. 


“Just what in the world... would be able to survive going through a 
dimensional rift?” Ariartelle asked in shock. 


“The Black Dragon Raizakia,” Eugene finally revealed. 


The moment that name passed his lips, Ariartelle shot up out of her 
seat. Her red hair shook like a wave of flames, and her eyes were 
filled with strong murderous intent. She even began to ruthlessly emit 
her Dragon Fear. 


While hugging the trembling Mer with an even tighter grip, Eugene 
glared at Ariartelle. He cursed, “Fuck, I told you not to do that!” 


Ariartelle roared, “Raizakia...! The Black Dragon! You’re talking about 
the Dragon Demon Castle’s Raizakia?! Stupid Hamel! Are you actually 
trying to save Raizakia from a gap between dimensions?!” 


Did she have to keep using that foolish name and call him the Stupid 
Hamel? There was no way that she could possibly think that calling 
him by that title was showing off her draconic dignity, was there? 


Eugene snorted, “Why would I want to save him? I want to find him 
to finish him off, but it would be a bit difficult to find him with just 
my abilities. That’s why I need your help—” 


“You want to kill that Raizakia with your own hands?! Stupid Hamel, 
I know you were a hero in the past, but you can’t kill Raizakia with 
your current strength!” Ariartelle chastised. 


“Tll take care of that on my own, so... for now, calm down, retract 
your Dragon Fear, and take a seat,” Eugene calmly instructed. “And 
stop calling me stupid.” 


“T... I will help you. Raizakia is a traitor to all dragons. His misdeeds 
must end at the hands of us dragons... Wait, no...,” Ariartelle trailed 
off, her eyes widening hugely. She covered her head with both hands, 
groaned, then sat down with a sigh. “Do I really... no, there’s no way. 
I already have a different mission...” 


“No, stop. I’ve never even asked you to fight alongside me, so why are 
you making a fuss all by yourself? I just need you to tell me the 


method to find the gap between dimensions where Raizakia is 
trapped,” Eugene reminded her. 


“Such a spell doesn’t exist,” Ariartelle said thoughtfully as she tapped 
her temple. “A dimensional gap... if the contract between the master 
and his subordinates is still intact... that means that his connection 
with the world hasn’t been fully severed. However, if such a contract 
is under the full control of the master, and the contractors cannot go 
against it or even interfere with it... then...” 


Ariartelle muttered to herself for quite some time. Eugene left 
Ariartelle alone while she was occupied with this and turned to look 
around the room. 


Eugene still didn’t know where this place was exactly. He first decided 
to approach a window and look outside, only to see the scenery of a 
secluded rural village. 


‘This place seems to be in Kiehl... but where exactly?’ Eugene thought 
curiously. 


For now, all he knew was that this house wasn’t a mansion for nobles 
or wealthy merchants. It was just a small, ordinary house that you 
could find in any village. And apart from Ariartelle, it didn’t seem like 
anyone else was living here. 


“Strengthening a tracking spell... to be able to find its targets beyond 
this space and in another dimension... No... Once you leave the 
spatial area and go into the gap between dimensions, things like 
boundaries and coordinates are meaningless... If we just want to get a 
rough heading... that’s right,” Ariartelle muttered to herself for quite 
some time before lifting her head. “...Let’s cooperate.” 


“How would you like to do that?” Eugene asked. 


“Tll place the draconic magic needed to track down Raizakia in an 
artifact. However, it’s impossible to find Raizakia with just this. We 
need something connected to Raizakia,” Ariartelle informed him. 


“Connected?” Eugene repeated. 


“Something like an item that Raizakia has carried with him for a long 
time. The longer an item has been carried with him, the more of his 
spiritual energy it should have absorbed, and such spiritual energy is 
bound to have the disposition of its owner engraved in it,” Ariartelle 
explained. 


“An item, you say... what about blood?” Eugene asked, his eyes 
brightening. 


Blood? When Ariartelle asked him to elaborate, Eugene informed her 
about the possibility that the Raizakia who was currently ruling over 
the Dragon Demon Castle couldn’t be Raizakia himself and might just 
be his hatchling. 


“Unlike with a contractor, such blood ties are of equal restraint to 
both parties. If it really is Raizakia’s hatchling, then we might just be 
able to find Raizakia through him,” Ariartelle confirmed 
optimistically. 


Having heard all this, Eugene pulled Akasha out of a pocket. 
Ariartelle’s eyes shook as she saw the red jewel glowing at the tip of 
the staff. This was a staff that had been created using a Dragonheart 
and the branches of the World Tree. Ariartelle gulped, mesmerized by 
the power of the staff. 


“What are you doing?” Ariartelle asked once she collected her 
composure. 


“Wouldn’t such a draconic spell work well when engraved into 
Akasha? The effect should be amplified as well,” Eugene guessed. 


“That might be the case, but I won’t be able to carve such a spell into 
it right now,” Ariartelle informed him. 


“Then Ill just leave it with you for now,” Eugene replied to her calmly 
and handed Akasha over to Ariartelle. “Can I come back to pick it up 
in a week’s time?” 


“That much time... should be enough,” Ariartelle agreed. 


Eugene’s attitude confused Ariartelle. Even though she was a dragon, 


this human wasn’t showing her the respect a dragon deserved. Instead, 
it felt like he was entrusting this item to her like she was some 
common blacksmith or a seamstress... 


“By the way, you and Lady Carmen... why did you make that Heaven 
Genocide for her?” Eugene asked curiously. 


“What is ‘Heaven Genocide’?” Ariartelle asked in confusion. 
Was she just pretending not to know? 


With some embarrassment, Eugene explained, “...It’s that thing. The 
thing that usually looks like a pocket watch, but if you shout 'form 
change,' it goes through a strange transformation...” 


“’,.Are you talking about the Alchemy Gloves?” Ariartelle murmured. 
“Tt was all because of an accidental meeting.” 


Decades ago, Ariartelle had been doing what she did every day, 
enjoying her leisure time while watching the scenes of the Dragonic 
mansion play out across her viewing wall. She was interested in the 
lady from the Lionheart clan who had arrived at the mansion a few 
days ago. Although her personality was a bit bizarre, Ariartelle 
admired her good looks and martial arts skills. 


Alchester had been five years old at the time, but unlike his father, 
who didn’t have any talent, Alchester was extremely precocious. If 
that child were to become the next Patriarch, then the Dragonic 
family would enjoy greater power than ever before. Then, what if they 
managed to arrange a betrothal to the Lady of the Lionheart clan on 
top of that? 


“',.A dragon’s daily life is quite boring. So dragons soothe the 
boredom of their life through various amusements. It’s for the same 
reasons that I watch over the Dragonic family. Watching these humans 
live their short lives with such passion and even tracking the progress 
of a family is quite an immersive pastime, even for a dragon. It could 
be said to be similar to how humans watch creative performances such 
as operas and plays,” Ariartelle explained. 


Contrary to what Ariartelle had hoped for, Carmen didn’t feel any 


affection towards Alchester. That was the same for Alchester. In the 
first place, Carmen was seventeen years old back then, while Alchester 
was only five. 


Although there hadn't been any progress in terms of a relationship, 
Ariartelle never lost interest in watching Carmen Lionheart. This was 
because Carmen was more bizarre than any human that Ariartelle had 
seen thus far. 


“.,.Carmen Lionheart was a fascinating human. When she was alone in 
her room, she once drew a strange magic circle on the floor and 
attempted to cast a spell all on her own. It was just a scribble without 
any magical influences, and the spell she cast was...,” Ariartelle 
hesitated. 


Eugene groaned, “I don’t think I really want to know what she said...” 
“T don’t really want to say it either,” Ariartelle agreed. 


Ariartelle grew sloppy. She couldn’t help but think of it that way. 
Carmen was so much fun to watch that she ended up watching over 
Carmen far too closely. No... more than that, it happened because 
Ariartelle could have never imagined that Carmen would behave like 
that. 


“One day, after Carmen Lionheart had returned from her training and 
finished washing up, she became enamored with her reflection in the 
mirror,” Ariartelle began. 


“What?” Eugene barked in confusion. 


“Don’t humans sometimes behave like that?” Ariartelle asked. “With 
her hair still drenched, her eyes watering, and her rough panting... 
Carmen Lionheart seemed to really be appreciating her own 
appearance, only for her to suddenly slam her fist into the mirror.” 


“'..No... just what?” Eugene asked once more. 


“Carmen ended up passing through that mirror and arriving here,” 
Ariartelle’s expression crumpled as she recalled that moment. 


Back then, Ariartelle had actually been punched right in the eye by 
Carmen’s fist, but she had no desire to allow such an incident to 
escape her lips. 


Ariartelle continued, “...The Alchemy Gloves were something from my 
mother’s lair, battle artifacts that could change their appearance in 
response to their owner’s blood. I gave her those Alchemy Gloves as a 
reminder to keep our meeting a secret and as a tribute to a human 
with such outstanding talents.” 


Deep down, she had actually hoped that Carmen would develop a 
good relationship with Alchester after receiving such a gift and 
knowing that a dragon was behind the Dragonic family. Carmen made 
a promise with Ariartelle not to tell anyone, but that didn’t matter as 
long as Carmen herself knew. For a family with a dragon watching 
them from behind the scenes, Ariartelle didn’t think that it would be 
too unconventional for Carmen to consider marrying a boy twelve 
years younger than her. 


Contrary to her wishes, however, Carmen hadn’t married Alchester in 
the end. Alchester himself didn’t have any romantic interest in 
Carmen. Ultimately, all that happened was that those precious 
Alchemy Gloves were reborn as Heaven Genocide in Carmen’s hands. 


“..Why did she hit the mirror?” Eugene asked, still confused. 


More than a few people would have gotten the feeling that their 
reflection in the mirror looked quite sexy after having taken a bath. 


But why would she then hit the mirror? 


More than anything else, Eugene just couldn’t understand this fact. 


Chapter 178 
Ariartelle (3) 


Located in Bollayno, the outskirts of the Kiehl Empire, the village 
Ariartelle lived in was as rustic as Gidol, Eugene’s hometown. When 
Eugene arrived in the village, he finally understood why Cyan and 
Ciel had said some specific things before. 


“’..It smells like cow dung,” Eugene commented bitterly. 


To some level, Cyan and Ciel had spoken the truth. The smell of cow 
and horse dung wafted around the quiet countryside. 


“Won’t it be better to live in a city rather than the countryside?” 
Eugene muttered to himself. 


“T hate the city because it’s noisy there,” Ariartelle mumbled, frowning 
after she had followed Eugene outside. 


She looked like she had nothing to do aside from watching what was 
happening in the Dragonic mansion while cooping herself inside her 
home, so why would she care if the outside of her house was noisy? 


... However, Eugene decided to not ask Ariartelle the question. 


“Don’t come looking for me on your own,” Ariartelle spoke. “This is a 
quiet village. If a warp gate connecting to the capital was opened 
here, the news would shock everyone in the town. If one of the 
Lionhearts used the warp gate, the villagers would be hellbent on 
holding a festival.” 


“...Are you exaggerating a bit?” Eugene asked reluctantly. 


“This village held a festival for a neighbor’s dog when it first 
succeeded in using a potty. I don’t want to provide any excuses for the 


village to have another festival or attract attention because of you.” 


If she really didn’t want to receive attention, shouldn’t she have lived 
in a secluded mountain village instead of a village like this? And how 
could she hope to not draw unwanted attention with her fiery red 
hair? 


...Eugene didn’t ask those questions too. 
“Then what do you want me to do?” Eugene tilted his head. 


“What do you mean? I will just send the magic staff, as I don’t want to 
be associated with you any further,” Ariartelle spoke, glaring at 
Eugene. “...Stupid Hamel, I’m telling you this now because I was too 
distracted, but I’m really not pleased about your sudden visit. If you 
weren’t a Lionheart and the Stupid Hamel’s reincarnation, I would 
have made you pay for your rudeness with your life.” 


“What does the fact that I’m a Lionheart have to do with anything?” 
Eugene asked with faint annoyance. 


“Tt is true that the world became peaceful after the Great Vermouth 
swore the Oath. I’m a dragon, but I respect the Great Vermouth.” 
Ariartelle nodded solemnly. 


“But why aren’t you respecting me? I also fucking cut the heads of 
three Demon Kings with Vermouth.” 


“...1 forgave your sudden visit and your rude remarks, so aren’t I 
respecting you enough?” 


“T think you need to respect me a lot more. To be frank with you, I 
will kill Raizakia, the motherfucker of the dragons, on your and other 
dragons’ behalf and finish the task that the solidly sleeping dragons 
weren't able to do 300 years ago.” 


“’..You are going to finish it? How?” Ariartelle’s eyes sparkled. 


“Are you seriously asking that? I’m going to kill Raizakia, the Demon 
King of Incarceration, and the Demon King of Destruction. In the 


process, I will probably kill all the other high-ranking demonfolks and 
wipe out Helmuth that braggingly calls itself an empire,” Eugene said 
nonchalantly, but Ariartelle believed none of Eugene’s words would 
come true. 


However, Eugene’s eyes were calm, and his voice didn’t tremble, so he 
sounded like he was talking about his daily life, just telling her he was 
hungry or thirsty. If a person was hungry, they needed to eat, and 
they could just drink if they were thirsty. So yes, everything Eugene 
said wasn’t difficult to complete because all he had to do was just do 
it. 


Killing Raizakia, the Demon King of Incarceration, the Demon King of 
Destruction, and wiping out Helmuth could never come true, but 
Eugene spoke as if he could just do the impossible if he just tried. 


Therefore Ariartelle was confused. She was a young dragon who had 
recently graduated from being a hatchling, and she hadn’t even been 
born 300 years ago, the time when the world was in the heat of war. 
Only after Vermouth had succeeded in wringing out an Oath with the 
Demon King of Incarceration and the world gained peace had she 
hatched from the egg. 


She hadn’t experienced the war, but she knew how horrible the war 
was 300 years ago. Dragons lived for eons, and the dragons, who had 
barely survived the fight against the Demon King of Destruction, said 
that the scariest and most horrible being they encountered during 
their lifespan was the Demon King of Destruction, followed by the 
Demon King of Incarceration. 


‘You can’t fight with the Demon King of Destruction.’ The dragon had told 
Vermouth and his party as his last words. 


The dragon’s last words were also the lesson that every dragon 
learned through extreme pain. Even Ariartelle had heard this from her 
mother before she had gone dormant. Showing her crushed scales and 
wounds underneath, her mother warned Ariartelle to never go to 
Helmuth, try to take revenge on Raizakia for the other dragons, or to 
fight against the Demon King of Incarceration, or stand in front of the 
Demon King of Destruction. 


“Hamel.” Ariartelle no longer added stupid in front of his name 


because she could finally realize that the man in front of her wasn’t 
the 20-year-old Eugene Lionheart. 


He was the leading star of the war and had journeyed to kill the three 
Demon Kings alongside the hero Vermouth, who had challenged the 
Demon Kings. The same Demon Kings who had clipped the wings of 
all the dragons 300 years ago. 


“Ariartelle, the cradle’s manager and the only dragon to be awake, 
would like to ask Hamel Dynas... Are you really going to kill all the 
Demon Kings?” Ariartelle asked solemnly. 


“Then shall I make pinky swears with the sleeping dragons or 
something?” Eugene snorted as he answered, “I prefer punching and 
swinging a sword to making promises.” 


“,..Is that so?” Ariartelle didn’t need to suggest Eugene take a vow 
because she read Eugene’s hatred and the strong desire to kill, which 
hadn’t subsided or decreased over time, in his calm golden eyes. 


Hamel — no, Eugene Lionheart was going to kill all the Demon Kings. 
Even if he failed to achieve the goal due to his lack of strength, he 
would continue to try everything he could to kill the Demon Kings 
until the last day of his life. 


“...That cloak,” Ariartelle observed Eugene’s Cloak of Darkness 
closely. 


The cloak was an extraordinary artifact that no longer needed to be 
improved. The inside of the cloak was carved with the highest-ranking 
spatial magic, and its outside was filled with appearance-changing 
spells and defensive spells for physical and magical attacks. 


“',.It’s already a great artifact, but it isn't a good enough armor if I 
think about the enemies you will face.” Ariartelle raised her hand, 
splitting the air, and put her hand in the split space. 


“T’m managing the assets of the dormant dragons, but I assume you 
won’t need jewels or coins since you’re a member of the prestigious 
Lionhearts,” Ariartelle spoke as she pulled out an ordinary-looking 
golden ring. “I hope this aids your journey.” 


However, Eugene knew that the ring was never an ordinary ring. 
Unlike its exterior, the inside of the ring was pitch-black because it 
was filled with small indecipherable letters, creating magic formulas. 


“ ..What is that?” Eugene asked. 


“Tt’s Agaroth’s ring. Do you know who he is?” Ariartelle looked at 
Eugene. 


“T don’t know. Who is he?” 


“...He is one of the ancient gods who had disappeared due to the myth 
that mainly emphasized the God of Light. You must have received a 
high level of education since you were born in the prestigious noble 
house,” Ariartelle explained. 


There was one religion that could be called the biggest religion in this 
world right now, and it was that of the God of Light served by the 
Holy Empire Yuras. The religion was not only believed in Yuras, but it 
was also believed all over the continent. 


The God of Light wasn’t the only god on the continent. Although 
Yuras had officially made the God of Light religion a state religion, the 
other nations guaranteed the freedom of religious beliefs, leading to 
different countries and tribes believing in various gods. For example, 
the citizens of Nahama believed in the God of Desert and Sand. The 
people in Shimuin, who were famous for upholding the code of 
chivalry, believed in the God of Knights and Honor. There were also 
various beliefs in the Kiehl Empire, but the most famous god was the 
God of Light, followed by the God of Abundance and Prosperity. 


Aside from the gods that people still believed in, it was known that 
many other deities had existed in ancient times. 


“Agaroth is an ancient God of War from the old era that even dragons 
who lived for eons don’t remember. The ring is the remaining artifact 
from the Age of Myth.” 


The ring flew toward Eugene from Ariartelle’s hand. When Eugene 
reached out with his left hand, the ring put itself on Eugene’s ring 
finger even though his fingers weren’t adorned with any accessories. 


“Why did you put it on my ring finger?” Eugene tilted his head. 


“From ancient times, the ring on the ring finger has various meanings, 
from a contract, a bond, a promise,” Ariartelle calmly spoke. 


After pricking Eugene’s finger, the ring shrunk its size to fit his finger 
and absorbed his blood. Shortly after, an invisible barrier covered 
Eugene’s body underneath his uniform. 


Although Eugene was sure something had covered his skin, he could 
feel nothing. When he brushed his skin, he could still feel his arm and 
pull out his arm hair. He could even feel a little pain if he pinched his 
skin. 


“The ring will protect you from lethal dangers,” Ariartelle continued. 
“Tt won’t protect you perfectly, but it will help a lot in fighting against 
your enemies.” 


“Give me Akasha.” Eugene gestured at Ariartelle. 


After Ariartelle handed him Akasha, he glared at the ring and could 
understand the various spells engraved on it one by one. This was 
ancient magic — no, closer to divine magic. 


‘,..It is impossible to decipher them, and they don’t look like they require 
mana.’ Eugene observed the ring. 


Though he was observing the spells with Akasha’s aid, he couldn’t 
replicate them without using the ring itself. This was the case with all 
divine magic. While it was technically still classified as magic, it was 
fundamentally different from regular magic that used mana, for which 
reason the powers of priests and paladins were called ‘miracles.’ 


“...A magic barrier... Is... this healing magic? The healing magic forcefully 
increases the regenerative abilities of the ring owner to the maximum 
limit... Luckily, it’s only activated when I want it to,’ Eugene thought. 


He now understood what Agaroth’s ring was. At the cost of forcefully 
recovering the owner’s fucked-up body, the ring’s healing spell 
decreased the ring owner’s life span, stealing the owner’s future. 
Along with figuring out why the ring made a contract with the owner 


through their ring finger and siphoned their blood, Eugene had also 
comprehended why Agaroth, the ring’s original owner, was a God of 
War. Agaroth wanted the owner to stand up and fight after recovering 
their half-dead body multiple times through the ring. 


Eugene chuckled as he clenched his fists. If he inevitably used the 
healing spell, he would need plenty of rest and recover his vitality that 
would be drained away by the ring. Moreover, he wouldn’t be able to 
overuse the ring’s regenerative ability in battles. Although it depended 
on the severity of the wounds, recovering from one fatal injury with 
the aid of the ring would make it useless for further consecutive uses. 


‘Using it with Ignition... is impossible. I would rather suffer the rebound.’ 
Eugene clicked his tongue. 


The idea of using Ignition to the level at which he burst his heart and 
healing the shattered heart with Agaroth’s ring came to his mind. Not 
only was it a brainlessly crazy method, but it also wouldn’t give him 
the efficiency he thought it would give, so it would just make him 
idiotically self-destruct. 


‘It'll be for the best to just receive treatments for injuries, so I guess it’s just 
insurance for an inevitable moment... It’s also lucky that I can choose 
whether or not to use the ability. I can heal my injuries just enough for my 
body to survive and recover my lost life span after I survive.’ 


If he hadn’t understood the ring through Akasha, he would have 
overused it on battlefields and died a sudden death. Snorting at the 
God of War’s naughtiness and atrocity, Eugene clenched his fists as he 
asked, “Are you not going to give me any weapons?” 


“You no longer need any new weapons.” Ariartelle shook her head. 


The Storm Sword Wynnyd alone was one of the strongest weapons on 
the continent. Aside from the sword, the Lionhearts possessed various 
weapons, strong enough to even make dragons madly obsessed. 
Vermouth had found and monopolized the hidden weapons of the Age 
of Myth from around the continent 300 years ago. Including the 
dormant dragons’ assets, no stronger weapons existed than the ones 
the Lionhearts possessed. 


“T want to decide whether or not I need them though... It looks really 
bothersome to manage the dragons’ assets, so why don’t you leave 
that to me? I will put them to good use and return them in one piece, 
along with some money and jewels...” 


“Tf you go through the full-length mirror in the living room, you will 
be able to return to the Dragonic estate.” Ariartelle took Akasha away 
from Eugene without further ado. “I will carve the Draconic spell on 
the magic staff and send it to the Lionheart estate, so don’t come to 
visit me anymore.” 


It looked like she had no intention of entrusting Eugene with the 
dragons’ entire assets. 


Eugene gained more than he had thought he could from the week he 
had spent in the Dragonic mansion. First, Alchester had taught Eugene 
the Empty Palm. Then Eugene had met Ariartelle, the dragon, and 
learned that all the dragons aside from her had gone dormant. And 
lastly, he had obtained Agaroth’s ring, which would be Eugene’s 
insurance in a worst-case scenario. 


But his biggest achievement was that he could now track Raizakia 
using the Draconic spell that would be carved on Akasha. 


Although he still needed Raizakia’s personal items that had been used 
over a long period or the blood of Raizakia’s hatchling, he now had 
options — a significant improvement over the time when Eugene had 
just wandered around without any clues. 


‘I have to go to the Dragon Demon Castle either way.’ Eugene came to a 
conclusion. 


Although it was a very accurate conclusion, he couldn’t depart to the 
castle immediately as he still needed to decide if he was going to 
barge into the Dragon Demon Castle or sneak inside. No matter his 
choice, going to the Dragon Demon Castle meant that Eugene was 
going to Helmuth. On top of that, the Dragon Demon Castle was filled 
with beings who hated humans the most in all of Helmuth. 


“,..Aside from finding Raizakia... ’ 


The Draconic spell that would be carved on Akasha would have 
complicated magic formulas, but they had one simple purpose — 
tracking. 


“...1 might be able to find the Moonlight Sword’s fragment through the 
spell.’ 


Eugene had too many strong enemies to kill, so if he could restore the 
Moonlight Sword to its original state from 300 years ago, it would be 
of tremendous help to Eugene in killing them. 


“,..And... Vermouth.’ Eugene thought bitterly. 


Vermouth had hidden the fact that he hadn’t died for 200 years and 
put a hole in Sienna’s chest. 


‘He also left the Moonlight Sword inside my coffin.’ 


After stealing Sienna’s necklace to interfere with Eugene’s 
reincarnation, he had left the necklace in the treasure house of the 
Lionheart family’s main branch. 


Using the spell, Eugene could perhaps track down the unfathomable 
bastard. 


...S0D... 


‘...Maybe I can even find Anise or Molon. Anise... umm... became an 
angel... then will it lead me to heaven?’ Eugene wondered. 


Sob... Sob, sob... 


‘It seems Molon is still alive, considering how he was healthy and well 100 
years ago. Wait, he didn’t die in the meantime, right? Molon’s favorite 
items will be there in the Ruhr Kingdom’s castle... ’ Eugene made a plan 
in his mind. 


Sob... 


“Why are you weeping?” Eugene frowned and looked forward, seeing 
the crying Leo as he drooped his shoulders. 


“...Are you not sad?” Leo asked with difficulty. 
“Do you think I’m going die? Huh? Or are you going to die?” 
“Sob...” Leo just cried. 


“Why in the world are you crying? Why are you so sad about me 
returning to my own home?” Eugene genuinely wondered. 


“IT can no longer learn from you...” Leo’s shoulders trembled. 


“T have taught you everything I can, so you don’t need my lessons 
anymore, Leo Dragonic.” Eugene firmly said, thinking this would be a 
better way to calm Leo down than sloppily pacifying him. 


Although he had been annoyed just now, Eugene solemnly put his 
hand on Leo’s shoulder. “Shed sweat instead of tears, boy. The more 
sweat you shed, the stronger you will be. Don’t forget my lessons 
during the training.” 


“_,.1 will, I will.” Leo fervently nodded. 


“Obey Sir Alchester’s words, and don’t swagger as you just rely on 
your father’s power. If you swagger without knowing anything about 
reality, you might get killed by a person who is scarier than me.” 


“Yeah, I will...” 


“T’ve taught you for a week, but don’t mistake yourself and visit the 
Lionhearts on your own, thinking we have a special bond.” 


“Pardon?” Leo asked back, unable to understand Eugene. 


After pondering for a moment, Eugene rephrased his words for a ten- 


year-old to understand clearly and said, “If you want to come, ask me 
if you can come, but don’t come if I say no, got it?” 


“Okay!” Leo smiled brightly as he imagined visiting the Lionhearts to 
meet Eugene. 


Of course, Eugene would say no to Leo, no matter what he said. 


‘I played with children seven years ago, so I can’t play with a child again at 
this age.’ 


Weren't the current Cyan and Ciel children if Eugene added the age 
from his past life to his current age? 


‘Then what about me? Am I old?’ 


The thought suddenly popped into Eugene’s mind, but he didn’t think 
about it further. 


‘It’s better to be young than old.’ 


Including his past life, Eugene was lenient with only himself in many 
ways. 


Chapter 179 
Ariartelle (4) 


When Eugene returned to the Lionheart estate, nothing had changed. 
This was not surprising, though, considering that he had only been 
away for a week. 


“How’s Leo Dragonic?” Gilead interrupted Eugene’s report in the 
Patriarch’s office. 


“He’s young, but he’s a genius,” Eugene answered. At the same time, 
Carmen, who was sitting beside Gilead, flicked open the lid of her 
Dupont lighter. 


‘How much longer is she planning to do that...?’ Eugene wondered, 
avoiding Carmen’s gaze. 


Well... at least he tried to ignore it. 
Pong! 


Carmen flicked her lighter lid once more. Holding back the sigh that 
was stuck in his throat, Eugene turned his head to look at Carmen’s 
lighter as he said, “It’s a cool lighter.” 


“T don’t like the word genius being used lightly...” Carmen muttered, 
creating fire with her finger that flicked the lighter lid. 


Pzzz. 


“When you talk about him being a genius, do you mean the next 
Dragonic Patriarch is as great a genius as you, or maybe even better?” 
Carmen asked. 


“Not really. If I just take into account his gifts, Leo is a little bit better 


than Cyan.” Eugene shrugged. 
“That is not good news.” Carmen faintly frowned. 


“T’m saying Leo is better than Cyan if I only take into account his 
talent. Otherwise, Cyan and Leo are totally different people. While 
Leo... umm... feels that he is doing pretty fine, Cyan is never satisfied 
with himself,” Eugene explained. 


Although he had been with Leo for just a week, it had been more than 
enough for Eugene to figure out Leo’s personality to some extent. 
After giving it some serious thought, Eugene had come to a 
conclusion. 


Leo Dragonic had exceptional innate talent and was passionate about 
learning and training himself. He was also proud of his Dragonic 
blood and the clan that he had been born into — meaning that he was 
in a good environment, a very good environment. 


Leo was the only rightful heir of the Dragonics. Within twenty years 
or so, Leo would become the Dragonic Patriarch no matter what. 


Leo was well aware of everything: Alchester Dragonic, his father and 
the best knight of the empire, loved him. Just like the Dragonic 
Knights were completely devoted to Alchester, they would swear the 
same loyalty to him someday. 


“In order to become truly powerful, talent is not nearly enough. What 
you need is tenacity that allows you to endure any and all effort and 
hardships,” Eugene continued his explanation. 


In an environment like Leo’s, it was hard for a person to acquire that 
tenacity, but what about Cyan? Although he was currently the heir of 
the prestigious Lionheart clan, he hadn’t been designated as the heir 
from the start, because neither was Ancilla the first wife, nor he the 
Patriarch’s first son. 


“Ever since he was a child, Cyan had to continuously prove himself. 
Even though he was raised in such a tough environment, and had my 
shadow continuously looming over him, didn’t he brave through 
anyway? Cyan has become a fine adult.” Eugene faintly smiled. 


“Not as good as you.” Carmen shrugged. 


“Well, I’m still not going to become the Patriarch. Anyhow, Cyan’s 
upbringing was much tougher than whatever Leo experienced, and he 
is by far more tenacious. You are well aware of it, aren’t you?” Eugene 
said, making Carmen grin. 


If they chose the next Patriarch solely based on individual power, then 
that individual would undoubtedly be Eugene, and Cyan was also well 
aware of it. 


However, Cyan hadn’t given up. Since he knew that he wasn’t the 
perfect heir, then he simply had to become perfect. Considering that 
he was going to become the next Patriarch if no incident occurred, he 
could afford to loosen up a little, yet he still devoted himself to 
training every single day. This earned him the respect and support of 
the Lionheart clan members. 


People usually cheered much more for someone who wasn’t perfect 
but did their best and never gave up rather than for someone who was 
just perfect from the get-go. 


“To put it simply, Leo can’t beat Cyan.” Eugene summed up concisely. 


Carmen was very much into friendship, faith, and the springtime of 
youth. Feeling goosebumps at Eugene’s inspiring speech, she nodded. 
“Tt’s a beautiful conclusion.” 


Staring at the flame in her hands for a moment, Carmen then snapped 
shut the lighter lid. Gilead also looked rather pleased. 


When Gilead had adopted Eugene and brought him to the main estate 
seven years ago, Gilead had some worries, but those worries no longer 
existed. In fact, they had been replaced by a feeling of his own 
inadequacy, especially due to having witnessed Eugene’s 
swordsmanship in the previous competition. During the competition, 
Eugene’s swordsmanship set fire to the hearts of all the Lionhearts. 


“Shall we stroll together?” Carmen randomly asked after she and 
Eugene had exited Gilead’s office. 


The reason was obvious. Looking at the mumbling Carmen, Eugene 
chuckled. 


It seemed like although she wanted to question him, she wasn’t able to 
speak properly, so she just opened and closed her mouth several 
times, looking really frustrated. 


“Why did you hit the mirror?” 


Eugene just directly asked Carmen the question he really wanted to 
ask, and she knew what Eugene meant. 


When other people were forced to recall an embarrassing memory 
from the distant past, they would pretend that they didn’t know 
anything or make excuses with a flushed face, but that was not the 
case with Carmen. Of course, Carmen wasn’t embarrassed about her 
past one bit, so she proudly answered, “I wanted to shatter myself.” 


“Pardon?” Eugene was more confused by her answer. 
“The egg is the world.[1]” 
What was she trying to say? 


“ Whoever wants to be born must first destroy a world,” Carmen 
solemnly spoke. 


“,.It’s a mirror, not an egg...” Eugene quietly mumbled, feeling a 
headache coming. 


“My reflection in the mirror is myself in the mirror of another, 
opposite reality, so don’t you find that the wall between us is like the 
shell of an egg? So what would then happen if I reached out toward 
my mirror self?” Carmen held up her fist. “When I touched the mirror, 
my fist touched another reality... shattering it. I hoped to be reborn.” 


“Yeah...” Eugene half-heartedly nodded. 


“And I was actually reborn because the coincidental encounter led me 
to another world. Eugene, you know that story... because you met, 


right?” Carmen’s face brightened up. 


“T can’t tell you.” Eugene pretended that he had made a vow, 
although, unlike Carmen, he hadn’t made a promise in Draconic to 
keep the meeting with Ariartelle secret. 


He felt like he would end up losing his mind if he talked with Carmen 
about this. 


“T guess there’s no other choice then.” Carmen nodded. 


Although she wanted to talk in detail about the mysterious experience, 
Carmen understood that it was impossible to break the vow, since she 
was also under a vow. Looking disappointed, Carmen retreated, so 
Eugene silently heaved a sigh of relief. 


“Hey.” After checking Carmen had gone away far enough, Eugene 
glared downward. “Are you happy?” 


He snorted when he heard a gasp from downstairs. 


Cyan quickly ran up to Eugene. “What, what do you mean I’m 
happy?” 


“Why are you playing dumb when you ran your ass off to get here?” 
Eugene tilted his head. 


“No... well... I was just a bit surprised,” Cyan mumbled. 


“You’ve been sneaky ever since you were a child. It makes you look 
like a wuss, man,” Eugene commented. 


“You are too harsh on your brother...” Cyan trailed off. 


“If you’ve eavesdropped on a compliment, you should also gladly take 
the criticism. So, are you happy?” Eugene asked again. 


Unable to say anything, Cyan cleared his throat because, of course, he 
felt good. Who would hate it if they eavesdropped on other people 


complimenting them? 


“Uh... ’'m just saying this so you wouldn’t misunderstand. I didn’t 
eavesdrop. I could just hear it since as you know, Father’s office is 
right above my room,” Cyan quickly explained. 


“Wasn’t the Patriarch’s office soundproofed?” 


“Well, the builders finished the estate expansion in such a hurry...” 
Cyan turned his head sideways. 


“Then I’ve to tell lady Ancilla that the fucking builders did a shit job 
on the expansion even though they were paid a lot,” Eugene spoke 
coldly, causing Cyan’s eyes to widen. 


“Wait... there’s no need to tell Mother... I could hear Father’s voice 
and yours, that’s all... My ears just work better than usual...” Cyan’s 
voice was barely audible now. 


Instead of saying something, Eugene just squinted at Cyan. The latter 
could almost physically feel the sting of Eugene’s gaze. 


After tapping on the floor with his toes several times, Cyan heaved a 
big sigh as he confessed, “Well, you know... sometimes people get 
curious... and they listen to things...” 


“Sneaky bastard.” Eugene grinned. 


“Not like I eavesdropped on anything confidential or bad... Hey, 
what’s your next plan?” Cyan’s face brightened up. 


“The same things I always do.” Eugene shrugged. 


“T knew it! Then why don’t you check my swordsmanship, since we 
haven’t done it in a while?” Cyan tapped the hilt of his sword as he 
conveniently changed the topic. 


It seemed that he was eager to train more after hearing the 
compliments from upstairs. 


“Sure.” Eugene had no reason to refuse. 


Although the estate’s training area had been expanded significantly, 
too many knights were training there. Receiving the knights’ 
greetings, Eugene and Cyan left the estate and headed to the forest. 


“Ts it because elves live here? I feel like my mana training always goes 
smoothly in the forest,” Cyan brightly spoke. 


“Idiot, you could always train better in the forest anyway, so what do 
the elves living here have to do with anything?” Eugene tilted his 
head. 


“Well... it is said that the elven race originates from a fairy living in 
the forest, so the presence of the elves makes the forest more 
special...” 


“Just in case, I’m warning you not to force the elves to cater to your 
weird preferences, got it?” 


“Who the hell do you think I am?” Cyan turned away in shock. 


Eugene recalled the adult books that Cyan had indulged in ever since 
he was little and the women wearing suggestive clothing on the 
covers. 


“If you dare so much as suggest that...” Eugene blatantly stared at 
Cyan’s crotch, and his gaze was so cold that Cyan shivered. 


Crossing his legs, Cyan frowned. “This is so unfair.” 


The training area in the forest was much quieter than the one in the 
estate, but there were still some people training in there. Eugene 
looked at the training area where he could see Dezra, who was busting 
her ass trying to control the sleek-looking Wyvern. 


Judging from her plaintively shaking hands on the reins, she was 
practicing her Wyvern riding skill. In front of Dezra, Ciel was looking 
at her with a resigned gaze. Although Ciel was also riding a Wyvern, 
she was comfortably sitting on top of the Wyvern, and her arms were 


crossed — her mount was obedient even though she wasn’t holding 
the reins. 


“You are doing it wrong! A Wyvern is totally different from a horse. 
These guys don’t run, they fly,” Ciel explained. 


“T don’t know what it’s like to fly because I don’t have wings.” Dezra 
pouted. 


“S.O. I.M.A.G.I.N.E! See, your sitting position is also wrong. The 
Wyvern can’t move his wings if you sit there. Move a little bit 
forward... It’s important to become one with the Wyvern, become one, 
Dezra! Your uselessly big butt should stick to the Wyvern’s scales!” 
Ciel shouted. 


“M-my butt isn’t big...!” Dezra talked back. 


“That’s your problem now?! Focus on the important part! Become one! 
Are you — are you seriously capable of nothing? Lean closer to the 
Wyvern and stop pulling the reins! Hold it as if it’s a part of you.” Ciel 
poured out nagging sentence after sentence without stopping once. 
The more Ciel continued, the more Dezra’s shoulders trembled, but 
Ciel didn’t stop. 


“Don’t try to make yourself comfortable, think about the Wyvern that 
is squashed under your big butt right now. And also think of me, who 
gave up her only day off on this sunny day to teach you, and also 
think of Draggy, who keeps folding and closing his wings to show you 
how it’s done!” 


“Sob... sob...” Dezra’s eyes filled up with tears. 


“Don’t cry! What are you going to do if you cry? Nothing can be 
solved by crying! You are doing it again! You are not leaning onto the 
Wyvern enough again! No matter what you hear, maintain your 
position! Even if you get stabbed and your guts pour out during your 
flight, don’t let go of the reins...” Ciel shouted at the top of her lungs. 


Just hearing Ciel’s nagging was enough to make Cyan shudder. 


“Phew...” Cyan sympathetically looked at Dezra’s drooping shoulders. 


During the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony and the hunt in the 
Black Lion Castle’s forest, she hadn’t hesitated to talk back to 
everyone, but she now acted like a whining puppy with its tail 
between its legs in front of Ciel. 


“Um... Sister, why don’t you cut—” Cyan stepped up. 


“Be quiet, Cyan. I’m not wrong! She must learn the correct way now, 
otherwise she will only be a nuisance to the other knights in our 
division,” Ciel growled. 


Although she knew that Cyan and Eugene were watching, who cared? 
As Dezra’s superior, Ciel had to grasp her subordinate with a firm 
hand in order to teach her properly. If a cavalryman made a mistake 
during a battle, they would just fall off their horse and end up with 
bruises, but a Wyvern rider making a mistake during an air battle 
would quite literally result in the rider plummeting down from the 
sky. If so, not only could Dezra die, but she would also cause harm to 
the other knights because their formation would break. 


“She’s right.” Eugene shrugged. 
“...Well, she can be more gentle...” Cyan timidly suggested. 


“T know this from my lessons with you. If the situation demands it, it’s 
better to scold the student than comfort them,” Eugene said. 


“What did I do now...?” Cyan pouted as he felt the heat on him. 


Since Eugene was taking her side, Ciel brightly smiled. “...Hmm, 
hmm. Watch me, Derza. I’ll show you how to make a Wyvern walk.” 


“Okay...” Dezra answered, sobbing. 


“Stop crying! Pay attention, my Draggy is known to walk most 
elegantly and stylishly among all the Black Lion Knight’s wyverns.” 
Ciel raised her chin, looking proud as she pulled the reins little by 
little. She spurred Draggy toward Eugene as if she were leading a 
parade, but after walking a few steps forward, Draggy refused to move 
due to his vivid memory of Eugene beating him up and pulling out his 
scales. 


Instead of approaching Eugene, Draggy groaned and shook his head. 


“Draggy!” Ciel’s eyes shone with surprise. She couldn’t believe Draggy 
was embarrassing her before her subordinate. “Dezra! It’s all your 
fault.” 


“Pardon?” Dezra flinched. 


“Because you’ve been acting stupid until now, Draggy had to repeat 
his demonstration several times, making him too tired to move!” Ciel 
shouted. 


“That’s...” Dezra spoke quietly. 


“Am I wrong? So you haven’t been acting stupid? Then prove it. Fly!” 
Ciel urged. 


“I c-can’t,” Dezra stuttered. 


“Stupid Dezra,” Ciel snapped. She dismounted Draggy, then she 
approached Eugene. 


“How was the Dragonic esta—” Ciel froze up in the middle of her 
question, her gentle smile instantly wiped off her face. 


“Why did you stop?” Eugene asked. 


She couldn’t just say that she had seen the ring on his ring finger... 
right? 


“What is it?” Eugene asked again. 


Ciel’s expression kept changing. Her eyebrows raised and dropped, she 
looked pensive, and then she frowned... She looked as if she was 
going to say something, but she stopped herself. She shivered for a 
moment, then her gaze turned ice cold. 


It was Cyan’s first time seeing his sister acting like this, but the 
instinct engraved in his very blood and flesh let him know that he 


ought to be afraid... very afraid. 


When he was a child, he had once feared ghosts; however, he now 
realized how insignificant ghosts were. The real terror was standing 
right before him. Right now, not only was his sister scarier than a 
ghost, but unlike ghosts, she was actually real, in front of his eyes. 


“...Urgh...” Dezra groaned in fear as she saw Ciel’s triceps and deltoid 
wriggling from behind. 


‘She’s going to slap him,’ Dezra thought as she held her breath. 


Ciel was indeed actively thinking about slapping Eugene with her full 
power, and wondering whether or not she should go ahead and put 
her thoughts into practice. 


“ ,.What... what?” Eugene subconsciously stuttered, something that 
almost never happened to him. 


That was how sudden and intense the energy Ciel released was. 


In the meanwhile, Ciel recalled the Dragonic family tree. The 
Dragonic Patriarch was Alchester Dragonic, and he had one wife. They 
only had a ten-year-old son, Leo Dragonic. 


Therefore, Eugene clearly hadn’t gotten engaged with a Dragonic 
family member all of a sudden, but romance between a man and a 
woman could spark rather abruptly. Since the Dragonic clan was very 
prestigious, there had to be many young maids in the estate. 


...SO was Eugene the noble young master in love with a maid? 
Although she knew that this kind of romance novels were always hits, 
she couldn’t believe that Eugene — who only focused on swinging 
swords, training until he sweated, and eating meat — would hook up 
with a maid who wasn’t even a Lionheart. 


In that case... had Eugene fallen in love with one of the Dragonic 
Knights? Which of the Dragonic Knights was female? 


“ ..-Hey.” Ciel forced herself to calm down. Her face-slapping muscles 


stopped twitching, to Dezra’s relief, but even though she tried to 
suppress her emotions, her body still tensed up against her will. 


With a trembling grin, she continued, “...what’s with that ring?” 


She could guess at it all day, but she couldn’t come up with an 
answer. Therefore, she decided to just ask. 


Chapter 180 
Ariartelle (5) 


When Ciel asked about the ring, Eugene opened his eyes wide, 
wondering what she meant about a ring. 


‘Wait... a ring?' Eugene realized. 


“Ah.” Eugene held up his left hand and stared at Agaroth’s ring on his 
ring finger. Although he was wearing a ring, he didn’t really feel it, 
and it didn’t hinder Eugene from clenching, unclenching, or moving 
his hand. 


Looking back and forth between the ring and Ciel, Eugene explained, 
*J1ts-a gift...” 


“From who?” Ciel asked quickly. 


It was a difficult question to answer since the ring was from Ariartelle, 
the dragon. He hadn’t made any vow using Draconic to not talk 
anything about her to someone else, but Eugene had no intention to 
speak about Ariartelle unless he really needed to. 


“T can’t tell you,” Eugene answered with an awkward smile. Regretting 
telling Ciel that the ring was a gift, Eugene saw Ciel’s eyes lose focus. 
It wasn’t just her eyes because Ciel tightly clenched her fists and bit 
her previously gaped lips. 


“You can’t. Tell. Me? Why?” Ciel hadn’t been planning on getting 
enraged about this matter. Her plan was to handle the situation 
rationally and calmly, but a person’s mind and emotions often 
contradicted the person’s rationality. 


On top of that, a person often failed to objectively analyze their 
emotions. For instance, the person obviously looked angry, but they 
refused to acknowledge that they were angry. 


It wasn’t that they lacked the ability to make such a judgment, but 
they pretended to do so even while knowing their true feelings, or 
they didn’t want to admit their emotions because they were 
embarrassed. 


It also applied to Ciel because she thought she wasn’t furious and had 
no reason to be angry. A ring? So what? Even though she believed it 
was nothing, the thought didn’t naturally come to her mind as it was 
just a desperate self-justification. 


Ciel Lionheart was a twenty-year-old human who teased and made 
others angry rather than getting teased and angry herself. Therefore 
she didn’t want to admit this complicated but simple annoyance she 
was feeling right now. Meanwhile, she shook her fists and chewed her 
lips, blatantly expressing her irritation to Eugene. 


“’,.Uh... Are you alright?” Eugene cautiously asked, feeling a shiver 
down his spine. 


Taking a step back, Eugene lowered his left hand, but just then, Ciel 
snatched Eugene’s wrist. 


“ ..Hmm.” Ciel raised one of her eyebrows, glaring at the ordinary- 
looking gold ring. The ring didn’t really have an expensive jewel — 
no, was it actually made of gold? Maybe the ring had been plated with 
gold or made from another mineral. When she reached such a 
conclusion, the ring's color on Eugene’s ring finger looked faded. 


“...It doesn’t look expensive,” Ciel commented. 
“Tm not sure about its price...” Eugene looked at his ring. 


“Tt doesn’t look good for the members of the Lionheart main family to 
wear a cheap...” Ciel trailed off after seeing the old necklace on 
Eugene’s neck through the gap in his shirt. If her memory served her 
correctly, Eugene had already been wearing that necklace for seven 
years. 


Although Gilead knew that the necklace was from the Lionheart 
treasure house, Ciel and Cyan didn’t know about that for a simple 
reason. Seven years ago, Eugene had brought out two things — the 


necklace and Wynnyd — from the Lionheart treasure house, and 
Gilead didn’t want his children to be jealous and give the cold 
shoulder to Eugene. Therefore Ciel and Cyan had previously come up 
with a theory: since Eugene never took off the necklace, even when he 
was sleeping, maybe the necklace was from Eugene’s deceased 
mother. 


‘I’m so stupid...!’ Ciel screamed in her mind. 


The necklace was so old that it couldn’t be called luxury even as a 
pleasantry, but that necklace was probably from Eugene’s deceased 
mother, making it the most valuable treasure for Eugene. Ciel had 
completely forgotten about the necklace and made a comment about 
how Eugene was wearing a cheap accessory... Not knowing what to 
do, Ciel tiptoed around Eugene. 


In fact, it was from Hamel's deceased parents, but it didn’t mean much 
now. Eugene was wearing it since the necklace was from his past life. 


“...Uh...” Cyan spoke as he stepped up. Since Ciel was in trouble, he 
thought he had to help his sister. However, how should he help her? 
Well, he did make Eugene and Ciel look at him by speaking up. 


Cyan saw how Ciel’s eyes lost focus. His sister who had been born a 
few seconds later than him always looked mischievous and naughty, 
but she was feeling lost. 


“You... you are thrifty, haha,” Cyan said as he chuckled. 


Although he had put some words together... he felt there must be 
better words to choose from. Looking back and forth between Ciel and 
Eugene, Cyan continued, “The ring... uh... must have special 
characteristics... that ordinary people don’t know since you are 
wearing it...” 


Ciel’s eyes started to focus again little by little, and she awkwardly 
snorted in a high pitch. However, Ciel was certain that she perfectly 
controlled her emotions and successfully hid how she had been shaken 


up. 


“’,.So you can’t tell us who gave you that ring?” Ciel quietly asked. 


“Shouldn’t you respect others’ privacy?” Eugene answered. 


Upon hearing the worst answer, Ciel raised her eyebrows, making 
Cyan break into a cold sweat. Derza never wanted to be involved in 
the conversation, so she kept her butt close to the saddle as she 
maintained her unstable position on top of the wyvern’s back. Despite 
feeling frustrated from the conversation, Mer ate crispy chips inside 
Eugene’s cloak. 


“The ring!” Cyan hurriedly interrupted. “Wearing the ring on your left 
ring finger has a special meaning, right? That is why the story about 
your ring is your private affair, and you can’t tell us, am I correct?” 


“What? Why is everyone so interested in my ring?” Eugene raised one 
of his eyebrows. 


“Of-of course, I’m curious since you are my brother. Just a week ago, 
you didn’t wear any ring, so wouldn’t it be natural for us to be curious 
if you’re suddenly wearing a ring on your ring finger? Of... of course, 
sharing rings with somebody else is totally your right...” Cyan spoke 
dramatically. 


“No, you are misunderstanding. This isn’t a matching!1] ring.” Eugene 
lightly chuckled, waving his hand. “This is a magic artifact, not a 
fashion accessory. The reason I can’t tell you about who gave me—” 


“Magic!” Cyan suddenly yelled and went up to Ciel, putting his arm 
around her shoulder. “That was it! You have no other choice if it’s a 
magic artifact. Magic is... really a mysterious and secret study, 
right?!” 


“,.What?” Eugene asked back in disbelief. 


“People shouldn’t talk hastily about magic, so you have no choice. 
Considering your personality, you must have a good reason to not talk 
about it,” Cyan proudly concluded, grinning awkwardly. 


“You are right, Sir Cyan!” Mer stuck her head out from the cloak. 
Then, wiping the chip crumbs from her mouth, Mer continued, “The 
ring holds a magical vow. Since you aren’t a wizard, you may not be 
aware of this, but the left ring finger symbolizes a contract, a promise, 


and a connection. And such a ritual is very important in magic.” 
“,.Is that so?” Ciel’s face loosened up more. 


“Yes, that’s true! And just like Sir Cyan mentioned, magic should be 
secretive. That’s why Sir Eugene can’t tell you, yup!” Mer backed Cyan 


up. 


Although Mer wanted the conversation to continue further, it seemed 
that things would escalate into a disaster if she let the conversation 
continue on its current track, and that wasn’t what Mer wished. To be 
honest, watching Ciel’s refreshing reaction from within Eugene’s cloak 
was quite fun. 


‘Well, her every attempt will be futile once Lady Sienna returns,’ Mer 
thought, already feeling a sense of superiority like a victor. 


“Ts thaaaat soooo?” Ciel grinned, shaking Eugene’s hand up and down 
that she had been holding until now. 


‘I can’t believe I got so worked up,’ Ciel thought in disbelief. 


After calming down very quickly, Ciel spoke pleasantly, “There’s no 
choice if magic is involved. Why didn’t you tell me sooner?” 


She knew she had gotten enraged about a stupid matter just because it 
involved Eugene. Her pervert brother had indulged himself in 
pornographic books he had hidden in his room since he was little, but 
Eugene hadn’t done it once, not to Ciel’s knowledge. Eugene was stoic 
and devoted himself to training and improving himself to the extent 
that Ciel couldn’t believe Cyan and Eugene were the same age. 


‘Did he run into a wandering wizard that had been hiding their identity or 
something?’ Ciel wondered. 


The Dragonics had Alchester Dragonic, the best knight in the empire, 
as their Patriarch. Although the Dragonics were lacking in several 
aspects compared to the Lionhearts, there was a possibility of the 
Dragonics having a secluded wizard with a hidden identity as their 
clan member. 


“T did it!” Dezra exclaimed from behind. The wyvern that had refused 
to move in accordance with Dezra’s will now followed her lead and 
flapped its wings. 


“Lady Ciel, look! My wyvern spread his wings!” Dera proudly called 
out to Ciel. 


“Shut up, Dezra!” Ciel let go of Eugene’s hand and glared at Dezra for 
talking to her when she was having a good conversation. 


Another week had passed. 


After Eugene got up from his bed, he blinked in disbelief because 
Akasha was floating in the middle of his room. Ariartelle had said that 
she would send Akasha to Eugene... and she literally just sent it over 
to him. From the rustic Bollanyo, Akasha had flown all the way to 
Eugene’s room in the Lionheart’s main estate. 


“Well... umm... did she not worry about someone snatching it or birds 
pooping on it...?” Eugene frowned. 


Of course, Ariartelle had cast all sorts of protections on Akasha for 
possible accidents, from an invisible spell to a magic barrier to shield 
the staff from rain storms and dust. Still, Eugene grumbled as he 
reached out to Akasha. 


Akasha looked the same. However, when he grabbed the staff, 
Eugene’s view flickered once. 


‘She improved Akasha’s mana circulation system,’ Eugene analyzed. 


300 years ago was a long time back. Although Akasha was made by a 
dragon, it had an old-fashioned side from the perspective of a wizard 
from the current generation. Ariartelle, being a newer generation 
dragon, had figured that out and updated the circulation system to the 
current standard. 


‘Well, there was no standardized system of the Circle Magic Formula when 


Akasha was made... ’ Eugene nodded. 


This had always resulted in a little bit of delay and a bit of Eugene’s 
mana getting wasted while using the Circle Magic Formula with 
Akasha. 


“So the dragon learned Lady Sienna’s Circle Magic Formula, right?” 
Mer asked, sticking her head out from within the cloak that Eugene 
had put aside. 


During their stay in the Dragonic Estate, Ariartelle had poured out 
intense Dragon Fear, and Mer had been close by. Although it had been 
a week since they returned from the Dragonic estate, Mer crawled into 
the cloak every night, unable to forget the fear she had felt then. 


“She improved the circulation system in accordance with the Circle 
Magic Formula, so yeah, she probably did so,” Eugene agreed. 


“That means Lady Sienna’s Circle Magic Formula is so exceptional that 
even a dragon acknowledges it, right?!” Mer squealed in excitement. 


“Why are you suddenly bringing it up...? Aside from dragons, most 
wizards are already learning the Circle Magic Formula.” Eugene tilted 
his head in confusion. 


“A human learning about the Circle Magic Formula is totally different 
from a dragon learning about it! A dragon — no, the race of magic is 
acknowledging Lady Sienna’s ability! That’s my Lady Sienna!” Mer 
crawled out of the cloak, making a fuss. Then she quickly climbed her 
way up to Eugene’s bed. Despite her excited looks, thinking of a 
dragon alone made her remember how scared she had been when she 
had faced Ariartelle’s Dragon Fear in close proximity. 


Feeling Mer’s slight trembling, Eugene wrapped a blanket around her 
without saying anything. 


“ ..Hmm.” Eugene concentrated on linking with Akasha. He could 
understand what had changed and been added right away. 


‘The recoil I experienced while using high-ranking magic has lessened. The 
formation of formulas became neater and faster... ’ Eugene went through 


the change one by one. 


He was currently a Fifth Circle wizard who could use up to Seventh 
Circle magic with Mer and Akasha’s assistance, but in all fairness, it 
was risky for him to use high-ranking spells during battles. 


Through the improved circulation system, high-ranking spells became 
less burdensome, and Eugene could use his mana more efficiently 
while using Akasha. Eugene didn’t expect Ariartelle to be generous 
enough to actually upgrade the staff, so he grinned as he looked at the 
Dragonheart on top of Akasha. 


He could see the Draconic spell engraved by Ariartelle. It didn’t 
include any specific formulas; rather, the method to use the engraved 
Draconic spell was transmitted directly to Eugene’s head through 
Akasha. After understanding the method, Eugene stood up. 


“',. Hmm.” 


After looking around at the surroundings, Eugene remembered his 
necklace, so he took it off and made it resonate with Akasha. 


Woosh! 


The moment the light inside the Dragonheart flickered, Eugene could 
see an image of someone in his head. 


‘That’s me.’ Eugene realized. 


It was a vague image of him from his past life, but the image soon 
overlapped with his current self. Was Akasha showing the memory 
that was engraved in his soul? Where was this? When Eugene infused 
more of his mana, he could see the Lionheart estate. 


‘The coordinates are... I can’t read the coordinates, and it seems Akasha 
can’t show me the exact location of the target. Yeah, Ariartelle told me that 
a location and the coordinates are useless if I go beyond space and reach a 
dimension. I need to find a concrete connection... ’ Eugene thought as he 
closed his eyes and understood the concept within the Draconic spell. 


He now had to find something connected with Raizakia and make it 
resonate with Akasha. If the object was undoubtedly connected to 
Raizakia, Eugene could force open a dimensional door and reach the 
rift where Raizakia was wandering around. 


“...The spatial coordinates aren't fixed, so it always changes little by little, 
requiring a complicated calculation,’ Eugene thought. 


After giving up on calculating the coordinates, Eugene expanded his 
search radius to a dimensional level. Looking at a place where the 
target belonged from far away was enough, so Eugene grinned as he 
reached his hand to the Cloak of Darkness, planning to conduct 
several tests. 


The first weapon Eugene pulled out was Wynnyd. When he put 
Akasha before Wynnyd, the sword shook instantly, making Tempest 
react immediately. 


[It’s an unpleasant spell,] Tempest grumbled. 
“Cooperate,” Eugene spoke concisely. 


[Hamel, I can’t refuse if you ask, but keep this in mind. For a long 
time, countless beings located the spirit world and attempted to enter, 
including several dragons. However, no one is allowed to enter the 
spirit world.] 


“Why don’t you just say I'll die if I go to the spirit world just because I 
found it,” Eugene grumbled, making Akasha resonate with Wynnyd. 


The current attempt made Eugene’s head ache. Unlike the previous 
attempt, he couldn’t see Tempest and the space he belonged to. 


[So, you can’t force open the spirit world’s door? I guess the spell just 
enables you to open the door to a place inside that dimension. Well, 
there is no way such a young dragon can ignore the strict law of the 
spirit world and open up a door to another dimension.] Tempest’s 
voice brightened up a bit. 


“Then the spell will be useless if Raizakia is in another dimension,” 
Eugene said in annoyance. 


[Hamel, don’t you already know the answer to your question? If 
Raizakia were somewhere in another dimension, Sienna Merdein and 
the elves wouldn’t be affected by his curse anymore.] Tempest 
reminded Eugene. 


Knowing Tempest was right, Eugene felt slightly disappointed as he 
put down Wynnyd and pulled out the Moonlight Sword. 


[Isn’t it dangerous?] Tempest asked because he also knew the power 
of the Moonlight Sword very well — the mysterious sword that had 
been found in Helmuth’s underground ruins. Although Tempest was 
the Wind Spirit King who had existed since ancient times, he had 
never heard of a myth or a legend about the Moonlight Sword on the 
continent. 


[Hamel, you may also be aware, but that thing is... destruction in the 
form of a sword. You might experience an unexpected rebound from 
the sword. ] 


“The Moonlight Sword has the strongest connection with Vermouth,” 
Eugene spoke, unsheathing the Moonlight Sword without a single 
hesitation. 


Woosh...! 


When pale and dim moonlight made up a blade of the Moonlight 
Sword, Mer snuggled into the blanket. 


“Thunderbolt Pernoa, Dragon Spear, Holy Sword... All the weapons 
had their own histories and previous owners before Vermouth began 
to use them, but the Moonlight Sword had no history of being used 
before Vermouth. Although I’m the one who’s holding the Moonlight 
Sword right now, Vermouth used it way more often, longer, and better 
than me,” Eugene reasoned. 


[That’s true, but...] 


“Tm not putting too much hope on this since it’s Vermouth. That 
thorough bastard even had a funeral to pretend that he died, so he 
must have erased all the traces that could lead to him. However, there 
is always that ‘what if,’ right? Even if I fail in finding Vermouth, I 


might be able to locate the Moonlight Sword’s fragments.” Eugene 
said, bringing Akasha close to the Moonlight Sword. The moment the 
Moonlight Sword’s moonlight pushed away Akasha’s magic, Eugene 
instantly mediated between the two. 


When he had first found the Moonlight Sword’s fragment three years 
ago, he had trained his mana control skill using the fragment, and 
after that, he had obtained the sword’s handle in the desert grave. It 
was hard to control the fragment of the Moonlight Sword, but he 
could use the sword’s handle. 


The process of making it possible had been so freaking hard. While 
holding the Moonlight Sword, he used magic and released his sword 
force to tame the Moonlight Sword. 


Woong...! 


Through Eugene’s mediation, the Draconic spell from Akasha was cast 
on the Moonlight Sword. 


“.. This is... ’ Eugene thought. 

Something had appeared inside his head. 

“..What am I... ’ Eugene slightly gaped. 

Something appeared, spread, and stained his mind. 
‘...What am I seeing?’ 

It was now pitch-black. Was it... the sky? 
‘...That’s... ’ Eugene squinted. 


However, he had no idea what he was looking at right now. It was so 
dark... nothing was around — no, he couldn’t see anything... 


‘Vermouth?’ 


Rattle. 
He had heard the sound before... where had he heard it? 
Rattle. 


The sound of iron chains being dragged on the floor echoed in the 
wavering darkness. 


Two rays of red light showed up in the center. 
“Don’t look,” someone quietly whispered to him. 


‘The Demon King of Incarceration.’ Eugene realized who had whispered 
to him. 


The darkness took on a shade of scarlet, and Eugene knew what that 
scarlet light was. 


eeceee 


eee ccccce 


[...Hamel!] Tempest yelled inside Eugene’s head. 
“Sir Eugene!” Mer shouted right next to Eugene. 


The two voices brought Eugene back to reality, but his view was still 
red. 


“Fuck,” Eugene cursed as he wiped the blood tears running down his 
cheeks. 


Chapter 181 
Ariartelle (6) 


Eugene was dizzy and nauseous. Hearing two voices at the same time 
made his already dizzy head ache. 


“Sir Eugene, Sir Eugene!” Mer made a fuss as she grabbed Eugene’s 
shoulders. 


Wondering how long had passed, Eugene raised his head as he wiped 
the blood tears running down his cheeks. According to the clock on 
the wall, a little over ten minutes had passed since he had begun to 
resonate with the Moonlight Sword. Eugene felt like he had been 
watching the darkness projected inside his head for a very 
longmoment, but only ten minutes had passed. 


“How long are you going to keep shaking me?” Eugene asked, 
groaning. 


“Are you sure you’re okay?” Mer’s voice croaked. 


“Tm fine. Yeah, I think I’m fine,” Eugene answered and got down from 
the bed. 


However, his legs gave in for a moment and he almost collapsed, 
making Mer look like she would start to cry. She climbed down the 
bed and tried her hardest to help Eugene, even though he was way 
bigger than her. 


[That was why I warned you...!] Tempest yelled inside Eugene’s head. 


“This isn’t the first time I ignored a warning and got my ass handed to 
me, right?” Eugene shrugged. 


[Hamel...!] Tempest gritted his teeth. 


“Alright, alright, I’m sorry. I should have been more careful and 
checked beforehand.” Eugene raised his arms. 


First, he took a look at Akasha, because he was worried that the 
Draconic spells had been broken due to the incident just now, but 
Akasha was luckily intact, as was the Moonlight Sword. The bladeless 
sword was still emitting pale moonlight. 


Well... the sword was emitting light outward, but it projected a pitch- 
black darkness in Eugene’s head. The night after sunset, shadow, ink... 
Eugene could think of many dark things, but the darkness he had just 

seen was the darkest and the most ominous of them all. 


There was also the rattling sound of iron chains and the pair of red 
eyes that had opened in the center of the darkness — eyes belonging 
to the Demon King of Incarceration, whom Eugene could never forget, 
even though he had only met the Demon King once. 


‘...Why would he?’ Eugene wondered. 
—Don’t look. 


The words the Demon King of Incarceration had just whispered ran 
through Eugene’s head. Was the Demon King related to the Moonlight 
Sword? No... his appearance in Eugene’s vision was due to the Demon 
King’s own interference, it had nothing to do with Akasha’s new 
detection spell. When the Demon King told him not to look... was he 
talking about the darkness? Why? 


‘So... the Demon King of Incarceration is definitely related to Vermouth’s 
disappearance.’ Eugene nodded. 


He had no intention of being surprised or getting angry now. Even 
though Sienna had gotten a hole in her chest and had almost died 
because of that son of bitch, she had told Eugene that Vermouth had 
his own reasons as his former comrade and friend. 


The Oath itself was evidence that Vermouth and the Demon King of 
Incarceration had done something together. The Demon King of 
Incarceration could have killed everyone who arrived before him — 
no, the Demon Kings could have destroyed the continent. 


The only reason why a war had taken place instead of a one-sided 
massacre three hundred years ago was that the Demon King of 
Incarceration and the other Demon Kings hadn’t left Helmuth. 
Although they controlled demonic beasts, demonfolks, and dark 
wizards, the Demon Kings never left Helmuth. If the Demon Kings 
themselves had fought in the war, or if even two Demon Kings joined 
forces... it would have been impossible for the hero party to kill one 
Demon King, let alone three. 


“...Is the Demon King of Incarceration... holding Vermouth captive?’ 
Eugene wondered. 


It wasn’t the first time Eugene thought of this. In fact, he had thought 
about Vermouth multiple times. Why had he taken so many wives and 
had so many children? Why had he almost killed Sienna, signed a 
peace treaty with the Demon King, and made Hamel reincarnate? 


The Vermouth that Eugene remembered hadn’t really expressed what 
was on his mind. Eugene had felt this when he had first met Vermouth 
in his past life; he really couldn’t tell what Vermouth was thinking 
about. 


—... And what... do you intend to do in Helmuth? 
—We’re going to kill the Demon Kings. 
Vermouth had said so. 


—First, we’re going to kill the Demon King of Carnage. Then we’ll kill 
the Demon King of Cruelty, and after that we’ll kill the Demon King of 
Fury. Once we’ve killed the Demon King of Incarceration, all that’s left 
is to kill the Demon King of Destruction. 


Vermouth had reached out his hand as he had spoken, and Hamel had 
never thought that Vermouth was lying. It didn’t only apply to Hamel 
— whether Sienna, Anise, or Molon, everyone believed Vermouth’s 
resolve and had the same resolve as him. 


Their countries, their genders, their backgrounds, and their abilities 
were all different, but they all had a twisted side. Rather than 
following someone’s lead, they would all have worked alone or 


become a leader themselves. 


The only reason why these five people could form a group was that 
they had Vermouth as their leader. Since Vermouth had said that they 
would kill the Demon Kings, the five had wandered Helmuth without 
doubting him one bit as they killed the Demon King of Carnage, 
Demon King of Cruelty, and Demon King of Fury. 


“,..But you signed the treaty because you had to,’ Eugene thought as he 
looked at his reflection in the mirror. 


He did stop shedding blood tears, but there were still traces of blood 
on his cheeks. 


—I just didn’t want to let you go ahead of me, Hamel. 


—Were you satisfied with your death? If you really were, then you’re 
a son of a bitch. What gives you the right to go and get yourself killed 
out of self-satisfaction? We couldn’t just accept your death, and we 
didn’t want to let your soul go to its final resting place ahead of us. 


—But Hamel, you shouldn’t blame Vermouth. 

Eugene thought of Sienna. 

—Hamel. 

—Why should Vermouth have abandoned his comrades? 
—He didn’t want you to die. 


—He also didn’t want to see Sienna, Anise, or Molon die either. That’s 
why, when everyone else was defeated, Vermouth held back from 
delivering the killing blow with the Moonlight Sword. 


—In that moment, the Demon King of Incarceration would still have 
been able to kill everyone except for Vermouth... However, that didn’t 
happen, because the Demon King of Incarceration instead was forced 
to make a promise with Vermouth. 


—That promise wasn’t made for the sake of the world. It was to save 
the comrades who had stayed together with him until that final 
moment, and to reclaim your soul, which should by all rights have 
been annihilated. 


Eugene thought of Tempest. 
—Thank you. 
—Thank you all... for coming with me without dying. 


Eugene thought of Vermouth, who had pulled out the Holy Sword 
from the Demon King’s corpse with his back against the daybreak 
light. 


“T would rather...” Heaving a long sigh, Eugene wiped the stains on 
his cheeks. “I would prefer the hypothesis of how Vermouth made a 
promise that he couldn’t avoid, arranged my reincarnation, and got 
captured alive by the Demon King of Incarceration.” 


Tempest stayed silent. 


“T know how absurd and ridiculous my thoughts are. The Demon King 
isn’t an idiot, so why would he just hold Vermouth hostage, not kill 
him? And why would he let me — someone who reincarnated to kill 
the Demon Kings — live?” Eugene rubbed his eyes. 


[...The Demon King made a promise. ] 


“For what? I don’t know. I don’t really see why. Why would the 
Demon King of Incarceration stop me from seeing Vermouth’s 
memories on Vermouth’s behalf?... I don’t know.” Eugene covered his 
face with his hands. 


What would have happened if Eugene had kept staring into the 
darkness? 


Eugene looked down at the Moonlight Sword that was still in his 
hand. The destruction in the shape of a sword emitted pale moonlight, 
which was beautiful yet ominous. 


...What was... the darkness that Akasha had gotten from the 
Moonlight Sword and projected inside Eugene’s head? Was Vermouth 
beyond the darkness? The voice said ‘don’t look... ’ 


“...As if.’ Eugene bit his lips. 


Because of the Demon King of Incarceration’s interference, Eugene 
had been able to stop staring at the darkness. If the Demon King 
hadn’t interfered, how long would Eugene have stared at the darkness 
— no, would he have just looked into it? 


“Fuck,” Eugene muttered. 


When Eugene had met Amelia Merwin at the desert dungeon, he had 
been unable to beat her. He knew that he would not have been able to 
escape from Amelia in the deep desert underground dungeon even if 
he had used Ignition and the Moonlight Sword. Yet, the Demon King 
of Incarceration had also interfered at the time; he had descended and 
made Amelia Merwin stand down. 


‘There is nothing beyond. Nothing has happened here,’ Eugene thought as 
he returned to his bed, biting his lips. 


When he collapsed on the bed, he could feel Mer, who had been 
sitting in the corner, furtively approaching. Putting a steamed towel 
on top of Eugene’s cheeks, Mer carefully wiped the faint blood stains 
and the blood clots in the corner of his eyes. After that, Tempest’s 
warm wind dried Eugene’s wet face. 


Without talking to Eugene any further, they quietly stayed beside 
Eugene. 


“Thanks,” Eugene quietly spoke. 
“’,.Shall we sleep together today? I’ll hold your hand.” Mer offered. 
“You can’t sleep anyway,” Eugene pointed out. 


“But I can stay by your side until you wake up.” Mer shrugged. 


“Aren’t you just scared to stay in the cloak alone?” Eugene faintly 
grinned. 


“No way, I’m not scared of anything. Well... not exactly anything... 
I’m scared about something happening to the people who are nice to 
me, like Lady Sienna, you, and Lady Ancilla,” Mer quietly murmured 
as she tucked Eugene and crawled into the comforter to lie beside him 
as if it was the most natural thing. “So don’t get mad or be sad, Sir 
Eugene. Don’t do something dangerous too much or get hurt. Stay 
healthy until Lady Sienna returns.” 


“I’m fine,” Eugene assured Mer. 


“You're lying. I saw you shedding blood tears and felt a part of your 
emotions.” Mer pouted, remembering Eugene’s pain, desperateness, 
loneliness, and... anger that she had sensed. Mer didn’t know what 
would happen to Eugene if he had to endure the burden of all these 
emotions at the same time, so she couldn’t just leave him alone. 


[.... can sing you a lullaby.] 
“Get lost, Tempest.” Eugene growled. 


He was sure that he would have a horrible nightmare if he listened to 
the lullaby sung with Tempest’s husky voice. 


—Hamel, Anise said. 


Eugene wasn’t sure when this had happened. How could he know for 
sure? Although he had fought rather often even before he had gotten 
to Helmuth, once his group had reached the Demon King country, 
fights had come their way more often than meals. Enemies hadn’t 
cared about what time it was and used whatever methods they could 
think of to attack the hero party. 


The time in the horrible hell quickly made the hero party stronger, but 
the party’s fights didn’t get any easier. As they got stronger, the 
number of strong enemies increased. 


The hero party was able to fight through endless battles because three 
people out of the five party members could use healing magic. 
However, the healing spells that the three used were different from 
one another. 


Although Vermouth’s healing magic was very effective on himself, he 
couldn’t cure other people. Healing magic could only be used by a 
devout priest in the first place, so Vermouth’s healing magic was more 
like a hero’s blessing of sorts. 


Sienna couldn’t use actual holy magic either, but she knew how to use 
elven healing magic, having grown up in an elven village ever since 
she was a baby. Since Sienna was a very talented wizard to begin 
with, her healing magic was as strong as most high-ranking clerics’, 
but it could not hold a candle to Anise — the Faithful Anise, the Saint 
of Light. 


—Are you okay? Hamel asked. 


The healing magic cast by Anise Slywood was too extraordinary to be 
called a mere magic spell; no, her magic was quite literally a miracle. 
When Anise reconnected amputated limbs to their owner, she didn’t 
only connect the flesh, but she connected everything, from bones and 
muscle to nerves and veins. Therefore, whoever was treated with 
Anise’s magic did not suffer from aftereffects, and neither did they 
have to go through rehabilitation. When Anise cast her healing spells, 
the lame walked, the lepers were cleansed, and the blind regained 
sight. 


Even if every bone in a person’s body was shattered, their intestines 
were torn out, or the heart ruptured, Anise’s miracles cured any 
wounds in a flash. She could fix absolutely anything, unless the person 
was well and truly dead. The only people that she failed to help were 
the dead... and Hamel, whose very soul was dissipating due to the 
curse of the Lich, Belial. 


—I’m not fine, Anise answered. 


Eugene wasn’t sure on which battlefield Anise had said that. Was it 
after they had killed the Demon King of Carnage? Was it after they 
had killed the Demon King of Cruelty or the Demon King of Fury? 

When they had been fighting against Kamash and the giants? While 


they had been avoiding Raizakia’s bombing? When they had been 
fighting against the suicidal vampires... the demonfolk army led by 
the Incarceration’s Blade? 


He had no idea, because he had fought too many battles three 
hundred years ago. In fact, he could count on his fingers the number 
of times he had ended a fight unscarred. Hamel had always been busy 
treating his wounds after battles — no, he had even treated his 
injuries during battles. People had died every day on the battlefields 
three hundred years ago, so of course, there had also been many 
wounded. Many people who had lost someone to monsters, demonic 
beasts, or demonfolks had struggled on those battlefields out of hatred 
and desire for vengeance rather than whatever fancy belief about 
saving the world. 


Those people were terribly weak, yet they went from battlefield to 
battlefield to cool their anger and seek vengeance. Although they 
wanted to give their everything to achieve those goals on the 
battlefields, they subconsciously knew that they could never do so, so 
they just hoped they could die fighting. 


Anise, the Saint, had never been able to sit by and watch them die. 
Despite Anise’s normal unsaintly self, she was more devout and saint- 
like than anyone else when she had to. 


When the hero party arrived before the Demon King of Incarceration’s 
castle, all five members were alive and able to fight. They had 
encountered several crises that had almost rendered them incapable of 
fighting, but only unerasable scars had been left on their bodies. For 
years, they had fought battles every day, but they were still in peak 
shape thanks to Anise’s miracles. 


—You overtaxed yourself, Hamel murmured, looking at Anise. 


On the battlefield, they could smell the blood... and the scent of 
rotting and burning corpses. 


—You know, I know you’re so damn stubborn that you would never 
listen to anyone, Hamel said. 


—I don’t want to hear that from someone like you, Anise grumbled. 


—Why? Is it because I’m also a stubborn bastard who never listens? 
Well, yow’re right. But unlike you, I choose who to save, Anise. 


Hamel shrugged. 
Anise didn’t answer. 
Click. 


Instead, she unbuttoned her priest robe, so Hamel sighed and 
approached Anise. 


—They’re begging to be killed because they really want to die. Letting 
them die will be their salvation rather than healing them, so why... 
why are you taking all this suffering upon yourself by going through 
the trouble of saving them? Hamel asked. 


—Why would a cleric need a reason to save someone? Anise answered 
without turning back to Hamel. The fact that they don’t want to be 
saved is none of my business. I just save them because I can save 
them. Not saving them when I can would mean that I’m turning a 
blind eye to everything. 


One by one, she unbuttoned the rest of the buttons on her robe as she 
continued. 


—I can’t — no, I won’t do that. You asked why I suffer losses, right? 
No, I’m not suffering losses, Hamel. I’ll... do many good deeds by 
saving many people so I can go to heaven. 


Her priest robe dropped down to the floor. 


—Of course, I already did enough good deeds to go to heaven. Since 
God must be watching my good deeds, he’ll bestow with light as 
bright as the number of my good deeds, Anise calmly explained. 


When a person died, the good deeds they had done before they had 
died became light, and their bad deeds became darkness. If their light 
was bright enough to outshine the darkness, then the person could go 
to heaven, where there was no darkness. All the sins in this world 


were created in the darkness, where there was no light, and since 
there was no darkness in the heaven ruled by the God of Light, there 
was no sin. Therefore, no one suffered. 


This was the story that the citizens of the Yuras Empire believed in. 


—God doesn’t bleed on behalf of young sheep. Although God is a 
bright enough light to outshine all the darkness, he isn’t lighting up 
the darkness that is now trying to swallow up the world.” 


Anise’s long hair was the only thing covering her bare back. She lifted 
it up as she continued to speak in a bitter tone. 


—I’m the Saint of Light, and as God’s saint, I have to outshine the 
darkness in this world if He isn’t doing so. I should shed holy blood 
and brighten up the darkness with my light on His behalf, Hamel. I... 
think that not everyone who has died after living in this horrible era 
can go to heaven. 


Anise’s back was bloody. Because he had seen it multiple times, Hamel 
had been used to it already. Whenever Anise used too much of her 
divine power or performed great miracles too many times, Anise’s 
back always turned bloody. Every time it happened, she called Hamel, 
but he was sure that she hadn’t planned to do that in the beginning. 


There had once been a time, a long time ago, when Vermouth, Sienna, 
and Molon had gone off to take care of nearby remnants of the 
demonic forces after they had finished a battle, but Hamel and Anise 
had stayed behind because he had been too injured and she had been 
too tired. Instead of asking the already tired Anise to use her healing 
magic on him, Hamel had tried to give himself first aid, but while he 
had been taking care of his injury, Anise had fainted. 


—TI’ll become the second brightest light, next to the god I serve. 
Anise handed Hamel a wet towel. 
Holding the wet towel, Hamel carefully wiped Anise’s bloody back. 


—So [ll also light the people’s darkness who couldn’t go to heaven. 
Not all the people who have died in this generation will be able to go 


to heaven, but I’ll guide as many people as possible there. 


When Hamel wiped the blood, her wounds were revealed — no, not 
wounds, but divine writing carved into her entire back. Any time 
Anise performed a great miracle, the divine writing dug deeper into 
her skin, making her bleed. The writing was thus growing bigger little 
by little. The first time Hamel had seen Anise’s back, the divine letters 
had only been carved near her shoulders, but every time she 
performed a miracle, the divine writing became longer and wider. The 
divine writing that Hamel could see now had already reached her 
waist. 


—It’s interesting how you can’t cure your own back when you can use 
all sorts of miracles. 


—tThat’s my stigmata, which in and of itself is a miracle, so wouldn’t it 
be absurd to treat a miracle with another miracle? 


Putting the holy water bottle on her waist to her lips, Anise sat down, 
so Hamel could wipe out the blood more easily. 


Hamel usually aimed for Anise’s holy water, but not in times like 
these, because he had found out why Anise was drinking the holy 
water non-stop. 


—... Tell me if it hurts. 
—It doesn’t. 
Anise laughed and drank the holy water like usual. 


Since she was good at hiding her feelings and thoughts, she always 
said something totally different from what she was thinking, and she 
always smiled, no matter how grievous her pain. 


After wiping up all the blood, Hamel applied ointment on her deeply 
carved tattoos. Since her so-called stigmata couldn’t even be cured by 
a miracle, the ointment obviously couldn’t cure the wounds, but they 
bled less if Hamel applied it. 


—TI’m glad you’re the one who found out about my stigmata, Anise 
mumbled as she put down her holy water. I don’t want to show this to 
Vermouth, and Molon... would start fighting passively, giving up his 
strength. As for Sienna... heh, she’d physically restrain me to stop me 
from doing anything dangerous. 


—What about me? 


—You try to understand me. Anise chuckled. Although you say ‘don’t 
do anything dangerous,’ you understand why I’m being stubborn, so 
you don’t stop me. You know that the more violently you fight, the 
more I bleed, but you always fight in the same way. 


—That way’ll be better for you. 


When Hamel finished wiping up the blood and applying the ointment, 
he wrapped Anise’s wound in bandages. 


—You won’t listen no matter what Ill say, but battles will become 
longer if I fight passively. Then, finishing the battles quickly will bring 
us less damage overall, even if it’s dangerous. 


—Hehe, and youre skilled at treating injuries. You wrap the bandages 
really well, so I don’t feel uncomfortable, and you don’t feel any 
physical lust when you see my naked back. 


Hamel frowned. 


—What kind of bastard would feel lust while looking at someone’s 
bloody, scarred back? 


—I appreciate how you consider a fellow comrade like a comrade 
instead of a woman, but why don’t you think about other matters for a 
change? 


Anise giggled. 
—... About what? 


—Well, you know, how I might be painfully bleeding because of you. 


Anise’s tone was playful. 
—I told you it’s better to fight aggressively than passively...” 
Anise burst into laughter at Hamel’s remark. 


—Don’t we have Molon for that? Hamel, the amount of blood I shed 
would have halved if you and Molon got less injured. 


—... Umm... 
Unable to say anything, Hamel just finished wrapping the bandages. 
—... [ll try. 


Recalling this conversation from a long time ago, Eugene thought of 
Anise, whom he had last seen with eight sets of wings. 


“...There are fewer wings.” 


Eugene observed Anise’s divine statue in Yurasia, the Holy Empire’s 
capital. A statue that was sporting only one set of wings 


Chapter 182 
Yurasia (1) 


The Sacred Empire of Yuras had a long and storied history. After 
passing through the warp-gate that stood at the south of Yurasia, the 
capital city of the Empire, one would emerge in the ‘Plaza of the Sun,’ 
which had been praised as the most beautiful and sacred place in 
Yuras. 


This square held all the statues of the saints who had been revered in 
Yuras throughout the ages. 


The Thirteenth of April happened to be one of Yuras’ anniversaries. 
‘,..Anise’s birthday,’ Eugene recalled. 


In Yuras, the Faithful Anise was considered their most famous Saint, 
her fame exceeding even that of the founder of Yuras, the Incarnation 
of Light. This was because the people of Yuras felt much closer to the 
Saintess, who was said to have slain three Demon Kings alongside the 
hero, the Great Vermouth, three hundred years ago than they did to 
the Incarnation, who founded Yuras so long ago. 


Perhaps that was why followers of the Light gathered to Yuras from all 
over the continent on the Thirteenth of April. The same went for this 
year as well. Although there were still a few days left until Anise’s 
birthday, the warp-gate and the Plaza of the Sun were already packed 
with followers of the Church of Light. 


Mingled in with the crowd, Eugene looked up at Anise’s statue. 


It was located in the center of the Plaza of the Sun. The statue of Anise 
was floating in the sky with a pair of outspread wings. It was a truly 
grand statue made up of various magical minerals, gold, and jewels. 
The different bright shades of the materials shone even more in the 
sunlight, and in the dark of the night, when the sun went down, the 


statue would emit its own light in order to light up the plaza. 


In this plaza, Anise's statue was the only one that had been made with 
such effort and cost that it could even float in the sky like this. While 
the statue floated in the sky, the visitors who came every day could 
only look up to see it from far below, but on Anise’s birthday, the 
Thirteenth of April each year, her statue would descend to the ground, 
giving the believers a chance to get a closer look. 


Eugene stared up at Anise’s statue for quite a long time. 


In his previous life, he had never visited the Holy Empire. When he 
first became a member of the party in his past life, Vermouth had 
already become the Master of the Holy Sword, and the Saint, Anise, 
was already at his side. 


So there was no reason for them to go back. 
‘T also haven't heard that much about it,’ Eugene thought. 


Anise, who was from Yuras, didn’t say much about the place where 
she had been born and raised. Whenever one of them would start 
talking about their hometown, Anise would just observe from a 
distance and had never once participated directly in such a discussion. 


Even a tactless fool like Molon knew that Anise didn’t have any fond 
feelings for her hometown. Eugene was also aware that Anise’s 
feelings towards the Holy Empire had been closer to hatred. 


He just didn’t know the reasons for this. 


The outstretched wings on the back of Anise’s statue were beautiful. 
The wings had been made out of stained glass. Hundreds and 
thousands of differently colored glass feathers had been overlaid to 
form these wings. And whenever the sunlight shone down at them 
from the skies high above, rays of colored light would scatter out from 
inside of those winds. 


“Tt’s so beautiful,” Mer muttered, looking up at Anise with dazed eyes 
from Eugene’s side. 


It was just as Mer said. Among all the statues in this plaza, Anise’s was 
outstandingly beautiful. Seeing it float in the sky, with rays of light 
pouring out from its wings, it felt like even someone without any 
belief in the God of Light might start having faith. This statue was one 
of Yuras’ most resplendent and beautiful tools of propaganda. 


“Ts this what you wanted?” Eugene muttered. 


“Huh?” Mer tilted her head in question as she heard Eugene’s 
murmur. 


Instead of responding, Eugene recalled a conversation that he had had 
with Anise. 


Anise had wanted to become a shining light of faith by continuously 
accumulating good deeds. By doing so, she hoped to become a sun 
that would be able to lead all those who had lived and died in that era 
toward heaven. 


Eugene wasn’t sure if Anise had really been able to become that sort 
of light after she died, but she had become an angel. 


She had gotten her just rewards for continuously performing miracles 
without taking care of her own body, resurrecting people who just 
wanted to die over and over again. Anise had also left a beautiful 
statue of herself on this earth, which had served in converting 
countless nonbelievers to devout followers of the Church of Light. 


‘But it feels like you wouldn’t like that statue very much,’ Eugene silently 
said to Anise. 


At this point, it was still hard to tell what Anise had thought of Yuras. 
With a wry smile, Eugene turned around. 


He hadn’t come to this country to celebrate Anise’s birthday or 
participate in Yurasia’s festivities. 


‘Though it might be another question if this were the anniversary of her 
death,’ Eugene considered thoughtfully. 


If that had been the case, he would be more than willing to participate 
in the events. Even if it was for the sake of the memories from his past 
life, he’d feel obliged to have a drink for himself, pour one out for her, 
and even shed a few tears depending on what events from their past 
he could recall. 


The Holy Sword had shown him a memory of what had happened 
back then in that grave at the bottom of the desert. Sienna, Anise, and 
Molon had all shed tears over Hamel’s death. The only one whose 
tears hadn’t spilled in that grave was Vermouth. 


Eugene sighed, ‘Since you cried for me, I should be able to cry for you as 
well.’ 


Birthday? What about it? It wasn’t like they hadn’t celebrated each 
others’ birthdays before, but it had been three hundred years since. It 
would be funny to be celebrating it now. 


These were Eugene’s thoughts as he started walking towards the plaza 
exit. 


But he wasn’t able to keep walking for very long. Because he met the 
gaze of someone standing a little ways away from him. Her blue eyes 
drew a shallow curve beneath the deep shadows of her hooded robe. 


Eugene let out a sigh as he walked over to the woman dressed in these 
robes. It appeared that she had no intention of holding a conversation 
here as she turned around and moved to leave. Eugene leisurely 
followed behind the woman without being in a hurry to chase after 
her. 


“Were you intoxicated by the statue’s beauty?” the woman suddenly 
asked. 


Once they had left the plaza, the crowd noticeably thinned. Only after 
they had come this far, the young woman slowed her steps, allowing 
Eugene to approach her side. 


“Tt was a bit too sparkly for my tastes,” Eugene critiqued. “Isn’t it a bit 
too extravagant?” 


“The Faithful Lady Anise wanted to illuminate the darkness for all 
eternity. That statue stands as the embodiment of Lady Anise’s wish,” 
Kristina Rogeris replied to Eugene without lifting her deeply drawn 
hood. 


The reason for the concealment was understandable. Anise’s birthday 
anniversary was just around the corner. The believers who had 
gathered in the vicinity of the plaza were all people who had come 
here to take part in the festivities and offer up their worship. 


Statues of Anise hadn’t just been erected in the Plaza of the Sun; there 
were more all over Yuras. Since there was no way that the believers 
who had come here to celebrate Anise’s feast day wouldn’t recognize 
her appearance if they were to see Kristina, who so resembled Anise, 
well — it wouldn’t be strange for a few of the more older and fragile 
followers to faint on the spot. 


“How long has it been? Aren’t you going to say that it’s nice to see me 
again?” Eugene teased. 


Lifting her head at these joking words, Kristina stared unwaveringly at 
Eugene for a few moments before nodding slightly and saying, “It’s 
been a long time, Sir Eugene. I feel it’s quite a blessing to meet you in 
such an unharmed state.” 


Eugene attempted to bluff, “Unharmed state? And what does that 
mean? When have I ever been—” 


“T’ve heard all about what happened at the Black Lion Castle,” Kristina 
interjected as she drew closer to him. She looked up at Eugene, who 
was taller than herself, and her eyes softened gently as she said, “I’ve 
heard quite a huge incident occurred. I’m not an expert on ‘those’ 
sorts of things, so I wasn’t called to go to the Black Lion Castle, but I 
was able to hear in detail what transpired there through Inquisitors 
Atarax and Hemoria.” 


“Well, what else can I say?” Eugene hesitated, “I’m not sure what they 
told you, but... um... It was quite a huge incident, but I came out of it 
unharmed without a single scratch—” 


Kristina interrupted again, “I’ve heard that your body hadn’t fully 


recovered even after a few days of bed rest.” 
Eugene fumbled for a response, “Ummm...” 


“There’s no way the Black Lion Caste would be lacking in healing 
potions. If you had just requested it, then I, as the Saint, would have 
come looking for you personally to tend to your wounds. However, 
there was no such request,” Kristina said accusingly. 


“Shouldn’t you also be aware that healing potions aren’t all- 
powerful?” Eugene tried to argue. “Even an Elixir has its limits. Also, 
it wasn’t like I was injured enough to need a priest—” 


“You were bedridden for several days,” Kristina pointed out. 
“So what—” 


“Did you happen to use that? The name... you called it Ignition, didn’t 
you? That’s basically a suicide method that destroys both your body 
and your heart while carving away at your lifespan.” 


“T think calling it a suicidal method might be a little harsh.” 


“Tt isn’t. What’s ‘harsh’ is how you, Sir Eugene, abuse your body with 
such reckless techniques.” While staring at Eugene through her 
narrowed eyes, Kristina continued speaking, “I should have already 
warned you about that technique back in Samar. That technique 
requires you to lie down for several days after using it just once, and 
while you’re lying down like that, it would be difficult for you to 
control your body, so you would need someone to help you.” 


Her voice was gentle, yet it also had a sharp and piercing quality. 


Eugene didn’t really want to recall what had happened in Samar. It 
felt good to have been able to use Ignition to kill Barang, but he had 
shown such an ugly scene during his first time suffering from the 
recoil of that technique since his reincarnation. Eugene hadn’t even 
been able to walk on his own feet and was forced to allow himself to 
be carried on Kristina’s back. Then, for the next three days, he had 
been forced to eat the food that Kristina scooped up for him and drink 
the water that she trickled into his mouth... 


It’s not like... she had done anything to despise him. In fact, she had 
behaved so respectfully that he had felt like she was going 
overboard... 


But for some reason... for some reason, it felt like his pride as a person 
was being undercut... 


“It’s alright if I’m at your side. If it was me at that time, I would have 
been able to respond quickly to your injuries, and I’m familiar with 
how to take care of your worn-out body. However, it was far too 
reckless to use such a technique when I wasn’t with you,” Kristina 
complained. 


“Well, that’s...,” Eugene hesitated. “I was left with no choice but to do 
so... I didn’t really want to use it either...” 


“T also heard that you fought with the Rakshasa Princess in Kiehl. 
When I heard that news, do you know what kind of thoughts went 
through my head?” Kristina asked. 


“How would I know that?” Eugene replied. 


“T regretted the fact that I couldn’t be there with you. As the Saint, if I 
had been there with you, I might have been able to help you deliver 
justice to that evil leader of the Dark Elves.” 


“Let’s not talk about something that’s already in the past—” 


Kristina’s steps came to an abrupt halt. While wondering what she 
wanted, Eugene also came to a stop and turned to look at Kristina. At 
that moment, her hands reached over to grab Eugene’s own. 


“Sir Eugene,” Kristina said as she grabbed Eugene’s hands and held 
them together. She noticed the ring on the ring finger of Eugene’s left 
hand but chose not to say anything about that for now, instead saying, 
“Please recognize what a special existence you are. You are a Hero 
who has been acknowledged by the Holy Sword. As the Saint, I am 
ready to die for you, Sir Eugene. If you were to be injured, I would do 
everything in my power to perform a miracle to heal you.” 


Eugene listened to this silently. 


“As the Hero, you need to fulfill your duties. In this world, the only 
duty that a Hero absolutely needs to accomplish is to slay the 
remaining two Demon Kings. As such, pleas—” 


“Is something wrong?” 


Eugene glanced down at Kristina’s hands. They weren’t shaking, and 
there wasn’t any sweat either. Even the pulse he could subtly sense 
through their joined hands was calm. However, for some reason, 
Eugene felt a strange sense of foreboding. 


Perhaps it was due to the smile that Kristina was currently wearing. 
Eugene wasn’t unfamiliar with that sort of smile; he had seen it once 
before. That’s right, it was back when he had first met Kristina, right 
before they entered Vermouth’s tomb. When he had mentioned 
Kristina’s resemblance to Anise and had asked about her birth parents. 


Kristina had worn the same sort of smile at that moment. Even though 
it looked peaceful, the feelings behind it certainly weren’t. It was a 
smile that seemed to have been cultivated with great care over a long 
time so that she could activate it almost unconsciously and not look 
like a facade even though it was. At first glance, that smile just 
seemed to be benevolent and befitting her title as the Saint. 


If this had been Eugene’s first time meeting Kristina, and his 
relationship with her had still been shallow, then he wouldn’t have 
felt any discomfort from that smile. However, Eugene had spent 
several months with Kristina within Samar. Together, they had made 
it into the elven domain that no one had visited in centuries, and 
Kristina had even been able to calmly face the risk of death with him 
when they met Barang. 


It had only been a few months. However, if he added the years from 
his previous life on top of that, it didn’t feel that short. That was how 
much Kristina resembled Anise. If you examined each of their features 
separately, one by one, they might not be exactly alike, but it 
wouldn’t be much of an exaggeration to say that they appeared to be 
twins judging from the air they both gave off. 


As such, Eugene couldn’t read her. Kristina had also given that sort of 
smile right before they parted ways at the Lionheart mansion. When 
they had first met, that smile had seemed artificial and pretentious, 


but after experiencing several crises in Samar, her true feelings had 
started to slowly emerge. 


“’,.What are you talking about?” came Kristina’s late reply. 


After blinking her eyes a few times, Kristina tilted her head to the side 
and changed her expression. Her smile faded away, and her expression 
grew doubtful. 


“You had a strange look on your face,” Eugene explained. 
“Are you saying that my face looks strange?” Kristina asked. 


Eugene replied honestly, “It feels like you’re forcing yourself to 
laugh.” 


“That’s not the case, but... if you truly feel that way, it may be 
because I’ve been laughing more forcefully than I realized. It’s been 
several months since I last met you like this, so it may be that my 
expression is a bit awkward,” Kristina claimed as she let go of 
Eugene’s hands. Then she immediately diverted her gaze and looked 
at Mer, who was blinking up at her from Eugene’s side now. “Well 
now, to think that this small, little girl is the familiar that the Wise 
Lady Sienna created personally.” 


“My name is Mer Merdein,” Mer introduced herself. 


So Kristina was finally paying attention to her. Although Mer had met 
many, many different people over the years, Mer felt a certain feeling 
for the first time upon meeting Kristina, something that felt 
indescribable and unpleasant. 


“It’s nice to meet you, Miss Familiar. Ah... would it be rude of me to 
call you that?” Kristina said hesitantly. 


“Um... No, I’m fine with that. Although I may have been made over 
two hundred years ago, it’s true that Iam a cute and adorable little 
girl who looks exactly like Lady Sienna,” Mer declared proudly. 


It was impressive that Mer could say something like that with her own 


mouth. As Eugene thought this, he stared down at the crown of Mer’s 
head. 


In fact, Eugene had also said some things about his previous life as 
Hamel, like that his face wasn’t bad and that he had had the charm of 
an untamed wild stallion, but that was before he had revealed himself 
to be Hamel. And it wasn’t like he had spitted out such shameless and 
daring things about his own current face. 


“Fufu, that really does seem to be the case. I’ve also seen Lady 
Sienna’s portrait and statue before, but it seems that Miss Mer really 
was made in Lady Sienna’s exact image,” Kristina said with a faint 
smile as she stared into Mer’s eyes. 


Mer didn’t avoid meeting this gaze. She was still feeling this unknown 
sensation from Kristina and was struggling to figure out what it was. 


“So, you’re the one who asked me to come here,” Eugene spoke up, 
breaking this short silence. “Why did you tell me to come here? While 
I did have my own reason for wanting to see you, I didn’t expect that 
you’d be the one to call me over first.” 


“What are your reasons for wanting to see me, Sir Eugene?” Kristina 
asked. 


“The ones who instigated the plan to kill you and I weren’t the Pope 
and his Cardinals,” Eugene calmly informed her, as if it wasn’t a big 
deal. 


However, he still made sure that their surroundings were clear. A 
theocracy like this was absolutely riddled with religious zealots 
walking around with normal faces. Let alone their God, it wouldn’t be 
strange to be stabbed in the eye if anyone was caught slandering the 
Pope or the Cardinals out on the open streets. 


“Ah,” Kristina made a noise of acknowledgment as she nodded lightly. 
“Indeed, so that was the case. While I had my suspicions in the 
beginning, I thought they would have no reason to do something like 
that... so it really was just like that.” 


Do you trust the Pope and the Cardinals? Eugene had asked Kristina 


something like that in the past. He could clearly recall the answer that 
she had given at that time. 


No. 


But they wouldn’t want to have the two of them die from something 
like this. 


“T hope you will begin to fully trust me after this incident,” Kristina 
earnestly insisted. 


“T already told you I trusted you,” Eugene assured her. 


“Yes, you did say the same thing to me back then. However, it seemed 
like you still needed concrete proof rather than just my word. So I was 
willing to return to the Holy Empire to investigate our suspicions 
regarding the Pope and Cardinal Rogeris. However, it seems like that 
didn’t accomplish much,” Kristina admitted with a chuckle as she 
resumed walking. “In a situation where even our letters are 
monitored, I made sure to use ciphers and even conveyed my letters to 
you through one of my few friends. So, Sir Eugene, I hope you 
appreciate how much effort I put into earning your trust.” 


“T told you that I trust you,” Eugene firmly insisted. 


“T know. I’m saying this because I hope you would be a little more 
considerate of me and a little more...,” Kristina trailed off for a few 
seconds. 


In that brief moment, Eugene noticed a slight change in Kristina’s 
expression. 


The fake smile disappeared, and the smile he had seen on Anise rose 
in its place. 


Kristina resumed speaking, “A little more... haha... although it might 
sound strange to you, Sir Eugene, but yes, I hope you come to trust 
and value me just a little more than you already do.” 


“Value you?” Eugene repeated. 


“Please don’t misunderstand me. As the Saint, I will surely continue to 
accompany you on your journey, Sir Eugene. However, I believe that a 
bond of camaraderie has yet to be forged between you and me,” 
Kristina’s genuine smile faded away. “As such, I need to build our 
bond step by step.” 


“You’ve got quite the picky personality. In any case, why did you ask 
me to come all the way to Yuras?” Eugene demanded. 


“In a few days, on Lady Anise’s birthday, I will be confirmed as the 
Saint,” Kristina announced. 


“Confirmed?” Eugene repeated in confusion. “Weren’t you already 
acknowledged as the formal Saint instead of just the Saint Candidate?” 


“Only a few are aware of that fact,” Kristina explained. “Even in 
Yuras, only the Pope and three of the Cardinals are aware that I have 
become the formal Saint.” 


Now that she mentioned it, the Heresy Inquisitors belonging to the 
Maleficarum, Atarax and Hemoria, had also called Kristina the ‘Saint 
Candidate.’ 


“Of course, now that I have formally become the Saint, it will be an 
enjoyable and honorable affair to be officially confirmed and 
announced as such. I will also be receiving blessings and a baptism. 
However, that also means that on Lady Anise’s feast day, I will be 
asked to recite a prayer in the Plaza of the Sun and right in front of 
the statue of Lady Anise at that... It makes me feel like there’s a heavy 
burden weighing down on me. Once that’s done, I may be regarded as 
the Second Coming of the Faithful Lady Anise,” Kristina said with 
some self-doubt. 


ecccee 


cc 


....” Eugene listened to her quietly. 


“However, I have no ability to veto that decision. It’s not like I can 
just reject that arrangement because of the burden it places on me,” 
Kristina complained. 


“Are you saying that I’m needed for your confirmation?” Eugene asked 
as he unfurled his cloak. “Or could it be that what you really need is 
the Holy Sword?” 


“The fact that Sir Eugene is the Hero won’t be revealed,” Kristina 
promised. “After all, the existence of the Hero is a much more weighty 
affair than the existence of the Saint. My confirmation as the Saint 
will take place in one of the deepest, most secretive locations in the 
Vatican. If Sir Eugene would be there... Please watch over me as I am 
confirmed as the Saint,” Kristina pleaded. 


“But that doesn’t really matter,” Eugene spoke up as he flourished his 
cloak outwards. “It’s a bit petty to be so focused on the fact that your 
identity as the Saint is being announced.” 


“What do you mean by that?” Kristina asked in shock. 


“Not only shouldn’t you worry so much about me, but you also don’t 
need to be so overly conscious of the fact that the Saintess has to 
devote herself to aiding the Hero,” Eugene informed her. 


Unable to think of a reply to this, Kristina’s eyes widened in disbelief. 
Eugene watched as the smile faded from her face and all expression 
seemed to disappear. 


“You especially need to stop saying that you will die in my stead,” 
Eugene instructed. 


Although it was strange for him to be saying something like that 
considering how he died in his past life. 


“T really hate those kinds of words,” Eugene spat out. 


But it was because he had died like that, that Eugene, more than 
anyone else in this world, felt he was qualified to say such a thing. 


Chapter 183 
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It felt like her heart was being peeled open. 


Although the heart beating in her chest right now didn’t actually have 
a shell to peel away, Kristina couldn’t help but feel that way. Her very 
core, which she had never wanted to show anyone, and the surface of 
her emotions, which even she couldn’t clearly grasp, felt like they 
were being rifled through by Eugene. 


As such, she couldn’t stop her control over her expressions from 
faltering. It was extremely brief, but that momentary loss of control 
felt like it had lasted for a lot longer to Kristina. 


‘What kind of expression did I just show?’ Kristina asked herself. 


She wasn’t sure. It didn’t feel... like she had been smiling. Kristina 
unconsciously raised her hands to caress her cheeks. She touched the 
smile that she had always kept on her face and had started to take for 
granted. 


‘It was different from my current expression, but I’m not sure what it 
was,’ Kristina continued to ruminate. 


The Pope was elected from a selection of priests who held the 
strongest faiths in all of this expansive Holy Empire. 


After the previous Pope received his final rites and before his soul rose 
to Heaven, the Pope’s soul would appear in the dreams of all the 
Church’s bishops. In this way, the pope would look into the souls of all 
the bishops, examining their faith, and then he would select his 
potential successors by engraving a stigmata onto the bodies of those 
bishops who possessed sufficient faith. 


The bishops who were marked by this stigmata would enter ‘the 


Audience Chamber,’ deep within the Vatican, and one among them 
would be chosen by the Light. The chosen bishop would then become 
the Pope, while the bishops who were not chosen would become his 
cardinals. 


The current Pope of Yuras, Aeuryus, was also chosen by the Light 
within that Audience Chamber thirty years ago. The Pope selected 
through this process was considered in Yuras to be the Emissary of the 
Light. 


Saints were different from the Popes and the Cardinals. While the 
latter two were chosen from among the bishops for their piety, the 
Saintess was bestowed by the Light. In this generation, Kristina may 
have been the only candidate for Sainthood, but in the previous 
generations, there were usually three or four candidates for the next 
Saint. 


‘The Blessing of the Light,’ the process by which Saint candidates were 
selected, required certain conditions. They had to be a girl raised in a 
monastery, someone who had been orphaned or abandoned. Among 
those girls who fit this background, some would suddenly start to 
radiate light, and even as children, they would be able to perform 
miracles that were incredibly powerful. 


If ‘the Blessing of the Light’ that was bestowed upon each of these 
girls gradually diminished as a candidate grew older, this meant that 
they had been disqualified as a candidate. Among these candidates, 
the one whose light shown even more brilliantly rather than 
diminishing would be officially recognized as a Saint. It was through 
this method that the Saintess became an Apostle of the Light. 


The Hero. 


—Long, long ago, back when the Demon Kings didn’t even exist, and 
the boundaries between demonfolk, demonic beasts, and monsters 
hadn’t even been established, the God of Light descended from the 
heavens and created a sword from his own flesh and blood to 
illuminate the Darkness. 
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That sword was the Holy Sword Altair — the first child of the God of 
Light, the most brilliant torch that the God left behind for the sake of 
the world. 


After the God left the earth once more and ascended to the heavens as 
a ray of light, no one in the Holy Empire would prove able to pull out 
Altair and reveal its light. Only the Great Vermouth from three 
hundred years ago and his descendant, Eugene Lionheart, had ever 
managed to draw Altair and draw upon its light. 


It was for this reason that Heroes were special. Heroes were neither an 
Emissary of the Light nor an Apostle. 


They were an Incarnation of the Light. 


So what was so strange about a Saintess sacrificing herself for the 
Hero? It was only natural for her to do so. Kristina believed in this 
truth without a doubt. So if a situation arose where it became 
necessary to do so, and if Kristina was the Saint at that time, she 
would be willing to give her life for the sake of the Hero — for the 
sake of Eugene. 


Ever since the day she had become a Saint Candidate, that was how 
Kristina had been taught. How noble and glorious the duty of the 
Saint was had been engraved into her heart. The face she had been 
born with, the fact that she was selected by the Cardinal, and the 
Blessing that was bestowed upon her — she had worked hard to 
become a Saint worthy of these gifts. She had worked hard so that she 
could step forward into her role as the second coming of the Faithful 
Anise from three hundred years ago. 


The curves of the corners of her mouth, the position of the corners of 
her lips, the rise and fall of her voice, the direction of her gaze, and 
the way she smiled with her eyes — she had practiced such 
expressions repeatedly while hiding all her inner thoughts and 
feelings. Kristina had been taught that things that didn’t need to be 
revealed shouldn’t be revealed. 


So for Eugene to tell her that being a Saint didn’t mean that she 
should be willing to sacrifice herself for the Hero made her question 
whether he still didn’t want to admit that he was the Hero? 


‘But then, what about me?’ Kristina asked herself. 


No matter the era, the Saint could always be found in Yuras. But what 
was so special about Kristina was that, just like the Faithful Anise 
from three hundred years ago, she had found herself living in the 
same era as the Hero. 


Just like Anise, Kristina hoped that she would be able to fulfill her 
duties alongside the Hero. She felt that being born with an appearance 
similar to Lady Anise’s and having the Hero be born to the Lionheart 
family once more were all a part of fate’s design. 


However, if Eugene were to refuse his role as the Hero and refused to 
fulfill his duty... 


Then would there be any meaning to how she had lived to be 
acknowledged as the Saint? 


‘...That ring.’ 
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A thought that she didn’t want to pay any attention to, that she 
shouldn’t pay any attention to, kept popping up in front of her eyes 
and rolling around inside her head. Kristina recalled how she had held 
Eugene’s hands earlier. On the ring finger of his left hand, Eugene was 
now wearing a gold ring that he hadn’t worn when they were together 
in Samar. 


Kristina was also well aware of what wearing a ring on one’s left ring 
finger meant. Such a ring was an item that the Saintess, a Companion 
of the Light who was to remain pure for the rest of her life, would 
never have anything to do with. 


‘Have three whole months... really gone by so quickly? During that 
time... after all, nobles do often get engaged even before they become 
adults.’ 


Furthermore, Eugene had been evaluated as the best talent that had 
ever been seen in the prestigious Lionheart clan since the Founding 
Ancestor. From Kristina’s point of view, Eugene’s personality had 


some serious flaws, and his mouth was as dirty as a filthy rag, but his 
appearance was so outstanding that even she couldn’t help but 
recognize it. 


As for his skills? Was there any need to even bring them up? If she 
had to find some kind of flaw, it would be that Eugene was a foster 
child, not someone from the main line and that he had already given 
up the right to succeed as the next Patriarch. But considering 
everything that Eugene had to offer, any number of aristocratic 
families must be willing to arrange a marriage with him no matter 
what flaws he might have. 


Eugene was only twenty years old. An age that would be considered 
not just on the younger side but the very younger side. Even if he 
couldn’t become the Patriarch of the prestigious Lionheart clan, this 
young Eugene Lionheart had the potential to become anything that he 
wanted to be. A Tower Master of Aroth? The Commander of Aroth’s 
Court Wizards Division? He could even become a Commander of 
Kiehl’s Imperial Knights or swear allegiance to a completely different 
country. 


‘Who could... the other party be? A high-ranking noble on the same 
level as the Lionheart clan... they might even be royalty.’ 


This wasn’t something that Kristina should care so much about. But, 
although she tried to tell herself that, her heart wasn’t following her 
orders. 


But... wasn’t that ring too modest for an engagement ring? In 
engagements between high-ranking nobility, it should be common for 
the engaged to wear expensive rings, both to commemorate the event 
and show off to other noble families. 


Kristina wanted to take another look at it to confirm her suspicions, 
but she suppressed the urge to do so. Such an impulse was 
unnecessary. There was no need for her to do so. She didn’t want to 
feel any more unneeded confusion and was worried about potentially 
meeting Eugene’s eyes. 


As such, Kristina just kept walking quickly. Without asking the reason 
for the sudden rise in pace, Eugene also just kept walking behind her. 
Then, when Eugene suddenly turned around, he spotted Mer, who was 


diligently trying to catch up to them with her short gait. 


“So, Sir Eugene, you are finally paying attention to me,” Mer spat 
angrily. 


Eugene held his cloak open with an awkward expression, and Mer 
quickly dived into the cape as if she had just been waiting for the 
opportunity. 


‘This will be my first time riding a train. Have you ever ridden one 
before?’ Mer asked excitedly. 


‘This will be my first time riding one as well,’ Eugene admitted. ‘There 
wasn’t anything like a train around three hundred years ago.’ 
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There were trains in Kiehl as well. While it was common for nobles to 
use warp-gates for long-distance travel, ordinary people who couldn’t 
afford the high cost of doing so would use trains when they needed to 
travel long distances. 


Because the internal machinery of trains was mainly composed of 
magitech, they hadn’t completely replaced horses and carriages yet. 
However, since trains could run anywhere as long as rails were laid 
and they were overwhelmingly easier to maintain than warp-gates 
with far less risk of accidents, the introduction of magic trains and the 
creation of new train routes were slowly spreading. 


With this increase in demand came a corresponding rise in 
technological developments. According to Melkith, the alchemists of 
the White Tower of Magic were recently working on a ‘magic car’ that 
would be able to drive on the roads in place of horses and carriages. 


‘It’s funny how they’re being so blatant,’ Mer giggled as she lay 
comfortably inside the cloak. 


Befitting of an empire, the Holy Empire of Yuras had a wide land 
mass, and the penetration rate of the warp-gates was very low. 


Divine magic, which was derived from faith, and normal magic, which 
made use of mana, had completely different systems. The high-browed 
and high-ranking priests of Yuras disapproved of wizards who could 
perform miraculous acts without even a hint of faith, and there had 
been a long discrimination against wizards in Yuras. 


Of course, that was all in the distant past. After the war with the 
Demon Kings, the world had changed so much that even black wizards 
were publicly accepted into magical society. Though, in fact, rather 
than the reason that times had changed, it was more likely because 
they could no longer ignore the fact that, in many ways, most magic 
was more convenient than divine magic. 


‘After all, it’s not like all believers can use divine magic,’ Kristina 
sighed regretfully. ‘Although the same goes for normal magic, unlike 
divine magic, ordinary magic can also benefit non-wizards. As long as 
they have the money for it, that is.’ 


Ordinary people without the ability to fly in the sky could use one of 
Aroth’s aerial carriages as long as they had the money for it. Long 
distances that would require days of travel by horse and carriage or by 
train could be crossed in an instant through the use of a warp-gate if 
you just had the money for it. Even in the cold, snowy winter, if you 
could pay the price for one, you could install a magic boiler and use 
hot water to your heart’s content. 


It was also thanks to the magic that the current Eugene didn’t have to 
carry around a heavy money pouch and identity badge. He had a 
magical identity card linked to his blood and a magic debit card 
connected to his bank, which meant he didn’t have to carry any cash 
with him. All this was the result of the daily-life magic being spread 
and developed by Aroth, the Kingdom of Magic. 


While there were miracles designed solely for convenience even in 
divine magic, unlike ordinary magic that could be sustained by the 
mana in the air or by mana batteries created through alchemy, such 
miracles were far less enduring. In addition, divine magic used the 
imprecise power of ‘faith’ rather than mana, so the level and power of 
a holy spell all depended on the level of the caster’s faith. 


‘Yuras is one of the richest countries in the entire continent. They 
probably have more wealth accumulated in their treasury than Kiehl 


does, right?’ Mer asked in confirmation. 


‘Probably,’ Eugene agreed. ‘Apart from their taxes, the people of this 
country even have to pay tithes to the churches they attend. These 
tithes are sent up from the churches to the Vatican... and on top of 
that, they even receive the money collected from churches in other 
nations.’ 


‘Even though they have so much money, the penetration rate of warp- 
gates is much lower than in Kiehl. The current Kiehl even has warp- 
gates installed in your hometown, Gidol, and even in a place that 
stinks of cow dung like Bollanyo,’ Mer pointed out. 


Although warp-gates had been installed there, they didn’t see much 
use. Such warp-gates were only used by nobles or the wealthy who 
went down to the countryside to recover their health. The commoners 
living in such rural areas saw more use in horses and carriages or 
trains. 
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‘This country is obviously brainwashing its subjects. Don’t indulge in 
the comfort of magic and don’t go too far from home, so if they are 
free, then they have no choice but to go down to their local church. 
But even while creating such an environment for their subjects, the 
high-ranking priests will probably use a hidden set of warp-gates, 
right?’ Mer remarked cynically. 


‘Do such plots come up in the novels you’ve been reading these past 
few days?’ Eugene asked. 


‘How did you know? Even though Yuras’s name isn’t specifically 
mentioned, anyone would be reminded of Yuras when they read about 
a theocracy like it. In that novel, the high priest is shown to revel in 
the depths of their city’s underworld,’ Mer chattered in an excited 
tone that had Eugene tapping his fingers thoughtfully. ‘I’m sure the 
high-ranking priests of Yuras must do the same thing. How can a 
person live so stoically when they have a large amount of money and 
power? While pretending to be ascetic on the surface, they must 
surely be indulging in pleasures when on their own and living a 
comfortable life.’ 


‘Mm... it feels like it would be better if you didn’t say such things to 
Kristina,’ Eugene reminded Mer. 


‘T’m also tactful enough not to do something like that, you know? But 
Sir Eugene, isn’t it quite strange?’ 


‘What is?’ 


‘I resemble Lady Sienna because she made me into a familiar based on 
her childhood appearance, but Lady Anise wasn’t a wizard, right?’ Mer 
asked doubtfully. 


‘Kristina isn’t a familiar,’ Eugene corrected her. ‘She’s probably a 
distant descendant of Anise.’ 


Kristina probably wasn’t just an ordinary descendant. Eugene recalled 
how Anise had risen from Kristina’s back while unfolding her eight 
wings. The Blessing of Light that was bestowed upon the Saint 
Candidates... perhaps it had some connection to Anise, allowing her 
to dwell within the body of her descendants. 


‘...Hm... is that so?’ Mer muttered as she tilted her head to the side. 


Even so, Mer still felt like there was something indescribable about 
Kristina. 


“How long does it take to reach Tressia Parish by train?” Eugene 
asked, breaking the silence. 


“Unless an accident occurs mid-journey, we should arrive there by 
midnight,” Kristina replied. 


Tressia Parish was the home of Cardinal Rogeris. Although Eugene felt 
like it would only be natural for the parish of a high-ranking priest at 
the level of a Cardinal to have a warp-gate, neither Cardinal Rogeris 
nor any other Cardinal had installed warp-gates within their parish. 


It wasn’t just the cardinals, either. Among the many ancient holy sites 
and other historical sites within Yuras, it was actually rare to find any 
with a warp-gate installed nearby. 
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“Tt is because the meaning of a pilgrimage will only be lightened if 
one can easily come and go through a warp-gate,” Kristina replied 
softly as she assuaged Eugene’s complaints. “A pilgrimage, as a rule, 
requires a certain amount of hardship. It’s only natural for a person to 
not want to do difficult and cumbersome things, especially when their 
bodies are tired. Overcoming such hardships, pilgrims will continue to 
wander and visit other holy sites for a long time. It is only when they 
manage to overcome their desires with their faith like this that it can 
be called a true pilgrimage. 


“So when you insisted on wearing your priestly robes in that 
sweltering, muddy jungle, it was something like a pilgrimage for 
you?” Eugene asked thoughtfully. 


“Aaah, so you’ve finally realized!” Kristina celebrated excitedly. 


“But you didn’t really manage to overcome your desires, did you?” 
Eugene continued asking. “You washed your clothes as soon as they 
got dirty. You also ate a lot.” 


“Meals have nothing to do with a pilgrimage. And what does wanting 
to keep your priestly robes clean have anything to do with my 
desires?” Refusing to turn around and look at Eugene, Kristina 
continued speaking, “I’m also aware of how convenient warp-gates 
are. However, when you pursue the comfort of the body, the mind 
becomes lazy. Especially in Tressia Parish, or the other parishes 
governed by the Cardinals, which are regularly visited by the faithful 
of other parishes who come to offer their prayers.” 


“Is that so?” 


“Yes, that is indeed the case. Once a month, the Cardinals will 
personally appear in their churches and preside over a service. On 
such a day, the train stations will be full of believers from other 
parishes who want to attend their service, and if they get there too 
late they won’t even be able to purchase a ticket. Do you know what 
that means?” 


“No... I can’t really say for sure,” Eugene admitted. 


“Tt means they won’t be able to participate in the service without 
moving faster than the others. Yet even so, some ardent believers will 
refuse to take the train and walk there on foot. It is faith that allows 
them to choose to perform such self-mortification,” Kristina declared 
passionately. 


Starting in his previous life, Eugene had never had much time for 
faith. As such, he couldn’t understand why they would put their 
bodies under such torment for a pilgrimage that would only lead them 
to pray at a different location. 


Kristina tried to explain, “You also sweat a lot while training, so you 
must also feel pain during that practice, right?” 


“That’s right,” Eugene hesitantly agreed. 


“Just like how the blood and sweat you have shed has made you 
stronger, the hardships of the pilgrimage makes the believer’s faith 
stronger than before,” Kristina argued. 


“Hm... alright...,” Eugene slowly agreed. 


Eugene had felt a sense of incongruity coming from Kristina’s 
expression, but he hadn’t felt anything during their conversation just 
now. Although her logic seemed to be based on her individual 
arbitrary beliefs, Eugene felt happy seeing Kristina express herself. 
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Kristina changed the subject, “Sir Eugene, have you ever ridden a 
train before?” 


“Nope,” came the short reply. 


“Once you ride it, ’m sure you'll love it. Unlike a warp-gate that’s 
over in a few steps or a shaking carriage, trains are both comfortable 
and tasteful,” Kristin said as she came to a halt. She slowly raised one 
hand and pointed at the stopped train, “That is Yuras’s Pilgrimage 
Train. Also known as the Sunnyside Anise Train.” 


“What?” Eugene made a confused sound. 
“It’s the Sunnyside Anise Train,” Kristina repeated. 


Eugene turned his wavering eyes to the front of the train. Like the 
figurehead at the bow of a ship, the face of the locomotive at the front 
of the train was adorned with the figure of an angel praying with her 
eyes closed. 


Upon closer inspection, the decoration was a miniature version of the 
statue of Anise that they had seen in the Plaza of the Sun. 


“Why is Lady Anise’s name included in the name of the train?” Eugene 
eventually asked. 


“Tt isn’t just Lady Anise,” Kristina explained. “All other pilgrimage 
trains that travel from parish to parish bear the names of the Saints.” 


Couldn’t that be called a type of blasphemy? Eugene considered this 
question seriously. Although he hadn’t left any descendants... if he 
had had, and those descendants went on to build a train and name it 
the Sunnyside Hamel Train, then he felt like he would definitely leap 
out of his grave and grab his descendants by the throat. 


“...Ha!” Mer, who was sticking her head out of the cloak for a better 
view, let out a laugh. 


She couldn’t keep a straight face. Mer wasn’t laughing because she 
thought the Sunnyside Anise Train was funny. Instead, it was all 
because of what Kristina had said earlier. In fact, Eugene would have 
felt the same as Mer, had he not been distracted by the name. 


Even though Kristina had said so much on the subject of not installing 
warp-gates to not get intoxicated by the comforts of magic and to not 
tarnish the meaning of the pilgrimage, the train in front of them was 
the crystallization of magic engineering with all kinds of magic 
incorporated into its construction. 


The train was fueled by a large number of mana batteries that had 
been created through alchemy. Judging by the amount of output 
Eugene could sense, there was no doubt that the batteries were state- 


of-the-art. All sorts of magic had been incorporated into its design to 
reduce the train’s weight, increase its speed, suppress vibrations, and 
secure its stability. 


“Our tickets have already been prepared for us, so let’s board now,” 
Kristina proposed as she took the lead and headed up into the train. 
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“Well... it certainly looks spacious and comfortable. But it would be 
hundreds of times easier just to use a warp-gate than to try and 
compromise like this,” Mer critiqued, her head still stuck outside of 
the cloak and bobbing here and there as she examined the inside of 
the train. 


The seats reserved for them were in the special-class. Muttered prayers 
and hymns flowed over from the general-class seats in the carriages 
behind the special-class, but once they opened the door and went 
inside, such miscellaneous noises could no longer be heard. 


“The train has a different charm to it than the warp-gates, little Miss 
Familiar,” Kristina said with a smile. While striding through the 
secluded and luxurious interior to approach their assigned seats, she 
continued, “It’s especially peaceful and enjoyable to sit by the window 
and watch the scenery pass by so swiftly.” 


“The windows?” Mer immediately showed interest. She put aside her 
disinterested expression and claimed a seat by the window for herself 
with sparkling eyes. “I’ll sit here.” 


“As you like,” Eugene casually agreed. 


Since all the luggage he had brought with him could be stored inside 
his cloak, Eugene had no need to store any luggage separately. 


Eugene sat down on the wide, soft seat next to Mer and looked up at 
Kristina to ask, “Why aren’t you taking a seat?” 


ce 


...Ah...,” Kristina responded hesitantly and turned her head away 
from Eugene. 


When she tried to take a different seat a short distance away, Eugene 
grabbed Kristina’s wrist with a puzzled look. 


“Where are you going?” Eugene demanded. 
Kristina blurted out, “Huh?” 
“You can just sit across from me,” Eugene pointed out exasperatedly. 


He didn’t understand why Kristina wanted to sit at a different seat 
when they had already picked a spot with four seats facing each other. 


“Sir Eugene!” Mer exclaimed. “If you press this button and lean 
backward, the chair tilts back!” 


“Yes, yes,” Eugene replied absently. 
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“T checked before we came here, but I was told that a sales trolley 
regularly goes up and down the train. They sell snacks like sweets and 
candies, and they even sell lunch boxes. Would you like to try one as 
well?” Mer asked. 


“Fine, fine,” Eugene responded in a dry tone as he opened a magazine 
placed next to his chair. 


It was no different from a similar one he had seen in Aroth, which had 
listed all the tourist attractions available in the country, but this 
magazine focused on the holy sites of Yuras. 


They even offered a train pilgrimage package that would take up an 
entire month... Churches specializing in educating nonbelievers were 
also listed separately, and prayers to the Light and scripture verses 
were written on the back page. 


“How enthusiastic,” Eugene muttered as he lifted his gaze to Kristina. 


However, their eyes didn’t meet. Kristina had lowered her eyes 


slightly, staring down at Eugene’s fingers. 


“Do people even buy this pilgrimage package?” Eugene asked 
skeptically. 


“Tt’s very popular with the elderly from foreign countries,” Kristina 
informed him. 


“Really now... So it’s meant to attract the kind of people who want to 
obtain a ticket to heaven at a late age?” Eugene observed. 


“While I can’t say that their faith is pure, that doesn’t mean you have 
the right to think lightly of their faith, Sir Eugene,” Kristina 
indignantly argued. 


“Did I make you mad?” 


“Not at all. I’m not angry in the slightest. Because I know full well that 
you are a young master from a noble clan, as well as someone so rude 
and mischievous that it’s hard to believe that you are the Hero.” 


“But you seem like you’re mad.” 


“What reason would I have for being angry with you? In the first 
place, I, as the Saint, can’t rightly do such a thing towards the Hero—” 
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“Compared to a few months ago, you’ve regressed back to how a Saint 
is supposed to speak to the Hero,” Eugene pointed out with a smirk as 
he closed the magazine. “Could it be that you feel like there’s a need 
for you to do so?” 


“What do you mean by that?” Kristina asked in denial. 


“Tt doesn’t seem like you want to talk like this,” Eugene observed. 
“Why don’t you just admit that it feels shitty and stop? Or could it be 
that it doesn’t feel shitty to you?” 


“Please pay attention to your behavior. Such a demeanor will make a 
person like you feel low-class,” Kristina warned. 


—Hamel, it’s not just your posture that’s bad. Your demeanor as a 
whole is just awful. It’s low-class. 


Eugene rejected her request, “I don’t care if I give off that feeling.” 


—While correcting your manners is important, as long as you can 
keep your mouth shut for now, people won’t be able to tell what a 
filthy rag you have for a tongue. 


“Rather than forcing myself to do something that doesn’t really suit 
me, it’s easier and more comfortable to just do what I want to do,” 
Eugene said with a grin as he rested his chin on one hand. “But it 
seems you don’t know how to do that?” 


“I don’t even want to know,” Kristina sniffed. 


“So what, until when are you going to keep your eyes lowered like 
that? What’s the problem?” Eugene inquired. 


Kristina stayed silent. 
“Are you curious?” Eugene asked. 


He was finding it fun to tease her. It reminded him of the humiliation 
he had felt in Samar when he was pulled onto Kristina’s back and held 
up by his hips. 


“About this ring, that is.” 


Eugene had already felt that her gaze was focused on this ring. 
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Kristina didn’t reply immediately. She quickly grabbed hold of her 
lips, which had just been about to part unconsciously, and she 
struggled to maintain her expression. She didn’t know what kind of 
expression she might make if she lost hold of herself, but she didn’t 
want to know either, and she also didn’t want to show that kind of 
expression to anyone. 


“’..Ah, now that you mention it, you seem to have acquired a new 
accessory,” Kristina replied as if she hadn’t been paying any attention 
to it and had just now noticed its existence. 


Hiding her true feelings behind a well-practiced expression was 
something that Kristina was familiar with. 


She finally took a good look at Eugene’s finger and said with a bright 
smile, “It’s on the ring finger of your left hand. Could it be that you’ve 
gotten engaged to someone? It’s not uncommon to do so among 
members of the nobility, and you aren’t too young either. However, if 
Eugene Lionheart were to have been engaged to someone, then surely 
rumors would have spread...” 


Kristina said all this in a gentle tone of voice. As the train set off with 
a rumble, Mer immediately put both of her hands on the window and 
stuck her face to the glass. 


As the carriage gently shook, Kristina continued speaking, “Ah, could 
it be, was the engagement itself meant to be a secret? Indeed, I have 
heard that among nobles, engagements are often polluted with 
political intentions and that it is easy for engagements to be broken 
due to changes in the positions and situations of both families. 
However, no matter what the case may be, being labeled as someone 
who broke their engagement won’t be of much benefit to either 


party.” 


Kristina had a bright smile that hid the direction of her gaze. 
However, Eugene was able to tell that those blue eyes behind her 
thick lashes were obviously staring at his fingers. 


“That’s why you must have kept the secret so tightly,” Kristina 
continued. “Of course, seeing as how they’re so careful of their 
reputation, they are sure to be a high-ranking aristocratic family, and 
for them to secure an engagement to someone like you, Sir Eugene, 
whose stock price is rising by the day... they must be a family whose 
reputation equals or even exceeds that of the Lionheart clan, right? 
Could it be that you have entered a betrothal contract with royalty?” 


Eugene just smirked instead of replying. Kristina really didn’t like the 
look of that smile. His expression was definitely meant to annoy her. 

She just couldn’t understand why Eugene was using the matter of his 
ring to tease her. 


No, he wasn’t someone that she could even try to understand in the 
first place. In Samar, Kristina had been made painfully aware of the 
fact that Eugene Lionheart wasn’t the kind of person that could be 
understood rationally. He was someone so incredibly violent, 
shameless, irritating, and childish that it was impossible to believe 
that he was the descendant of the prestigious Lionheart clan and a 
Hero chosen by the God of Light. 


“T can’t help but think that the timing of this engagement is a bit too 
perfect. Right after we parted ways, you won your duel in Aroth 
against the Green Tower Master, Jenneric Osman. And recently, in 
Kiehl, you managed to survive in the face of the Rakshasa Princess, 
then accomplished the splendid feat of winning four consecutive 
victories against the White Dragon Knights. Since all of these acts 
have raised your reputation, it’s only natural that the royal families of 
many different countries may wish to forge ties with you, Sir Eugene,” 
Kristina commented. 


“Ts that so?” Eugene replied idly. 


“Yes... while I feel like that ring seems a bit too plain to 
commemorate an engagement to royalty, I suppose that an ornate ring 
that is too eye-catching would be inappropriate for a secret betrothal,” 
Kristina said, having managed to convince herself that Eugene had 
gotten engaged to a member of royalty. 


But who could it be? Was it a princess of Kiehl? The Knight-Princess of 
Shimuin also came to mind. She was said to be of fair looks, and she 
was the same age as Eugene. 


Mustering her composure, Kristina promised, “Sir Eugene, if you 
eventually hold a wedding ceremony, I will be sure to attend and give 
my blessing in person. However, Sir Eugene, please don’t forget this 
fact. As much as I would like to respect your freedom in marriage, you 
are the Hero foretold by the revelation from the God of Light. Please 
keep that in mind first before—” 


Eugene finally interrupted her. “Thanks for the well-wishes, but... this 
isn’t an engagement ring, y’know?” 


“ ..Huh?” Kristina squeezed out. 


“When did I ever say that it was an engagement ring, now really...” 
Eugene grinned as he lifted up the ring on his finger and showed it to 
her. “It’s just a magic ring.” 


“ ,.Why are you... keeping a ring like that... on your left ring finger?” 
Kristina ground out, trying to contain herself. 
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“Tt’s not like I wanted to wear it on this finger, it’s just that the person 
who gave it to me stuck it on this finger as part of a contract,” Eugene 
explained. 


“And why are you just telling me that now?” 
“Would you prefer it if 1 hadn’t told you that?” 


Kristina’s brow scrunched up and started to twitch. She clutched the 
hem of her skirt tightly, then wiped away the shocked expression on 
her face. Swallowing the anger welling up inside of her, Kristina put 
her hands together in front of her chest in prayer. 


“What I meant was, why didn’t you say that in the first place instead 
of waiting until now?” Kristina elaborated. 


Eugene hesitated, “Well, I mean... isn’t it up to me whether or not to 
reveal it at the start or at a later point?” 


“But because you were so late in explaining yourself, I came to a 
misunderstanding and made quite a fuss about it,” Kristina said 
through gritted teeth. 


“T took my time to explain precisely because I found your 
misunderstanding interesting,” Eugene honestly confessed. 


“Sir Eugene...” Kristina paused to collect herself. “You have quite the 
mischievous personality. What’s so fun about mocking someone right 
to their face? As a Hero, you should be of such moral character that 
others can only call you saintly. No matter how talented you may be, 
and even if you manage to one day subjugate the Demon Kings and 
save the world if your personality stays this ugly, then no one will be 
willing to follow you!” 


Eugene complained, “Isn’t it a bit too harsh for you to call me ugly 
just because I played a joke on you...?” 


Mer, who had been clinging to the window, cut in. “Since you really 
are a piece of trash, you should just accept the critique honestly.” 


At these words, Kristina nodded in agreement. In the end, instead of 
saying anything in protest, Eugene just clicked his tongue and turned 
to look out the window. 


As he did, Eugene couldn’t help but agree with Kristina’s claim that 
the train had a different charm to it compared to warp-gates. The 
scenery was passing by at a much faster speed than what could be 
seen from inside a carriage. This was accompanied by an incredibly 
steady mechanical rumble. Eugene relaxed, enjoying the large 
windows. 


At some point, the train left the city and began to roll through a quiet 
field. In the distance, they could see the white city being left behind 
them. In fact, the landscape didn’t have much to look at, but Mer was 
mesmerized by the scenery, unable to tear her eyes off the window. 


By the time the sales trolley had passed by them three or four times, 


Kristina finally spoke up, “Aren’t you going to ask what the reason 
is?” 


Mer, who was now sitting beside them, had already eaten two 
lunchboxes and was chewing her way through the armful of snacks on 
her lap. 


“The reason?” Eugene repeated questioningly. 


Kristina closed her scripture book, which was worn out from being 
read over and over again. Eugene’s eyes were also familiar with that 
scripture book; he had seen that same book every day in Samar. 
Kristina especially liked to open up the book and read it early in the 
morning, when she had just woken up, and before she went to bed at 
night. 
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“T didn’t write down the full details in the letter that I sent you, Sir 
Eugene. While it was because I felt that things like the Confirmation of 
my Sainthood weren’t worthy of being included in my letter to you, it 
seems that the letter, along with my current actions, has caused you 
great displeasure,” Kristina said in apology. 


“Hm,” Eugene tilted his head to the side with a thoughtful hum and 
stared at Kristina’s face. “In any case, your Confirmation of Sainthood 
is meant to take place at the Holy See, right? Then why do we need to 
go to Tressia? It would have been more convenient to just stay in 
Yurasia.” 


“That’s because there are several things that need to be prepared,” 
Kristina explained. Although she felt like it was already too late for 
Eugene to complain or ask why, she still replied immediately, “In 
Tressia Parish, there is a Fount of Light that is said to have been left 
there by God a long time ago. Starting tomorrow, I will be fasting for 
three days before soaking myself in the spring.” 


The Fount of Light... 


Eugene searched his memories for the name. He had definitely heard 
that name once in his past. At that time, everyone had been a little bit 


drunk, and they were all talking about the mysterious places in their 
respective hometowns. 


—What’s so mysterious about that? I’m telling you that the elven 
territory that I lived in had the World Tree. Hey, Hamel! Do you even 
know what the World Tree is? 


—Isn’t it just a really, really big tree? There was a really big apple tree 
behind the house that I lived in as a child. 


—Are you really comparing an apple tree to the World Tree? I’ve 
never heard such an ignorant claim! It can’t... it can’t be helped, 
mhm, later, once all this is over with and we can finally leave this 
damned place, I’ll take you to the elven territory and expand your 
horizons. 


—No... I don’t really want to go... If I go there, I’ll just end up 
meeting that bastard Signard, and there must be a lot of elves with the 
same face and shitty personality as that bastard. 


—What’s your problem with Big Brother Signard? Also... also, you son 
of a bitch, I’m trying to take you there for your sake, so shouldn’t you 
just keep quiet and thank me, you — Ah! So that’s what it was. I get it 
now! If you stand next to a group of elves, it will make your mug look 
like the underside of a dented trash can lid. Is that what you’re 
worried about? 


—You wanna die? 


—Don’t worry, because the only ones who can stand amongst the 
elves and not be embarrassed by their looks are Vermouth, Anise, 
and... hahumph... myself. 


—A hot river flows through the snowfields near the Bayar Tribe. 


—Hey Molon, I understand what you’re trying to say, but you can’t 
just make up things that don’t make any fucking sense. Your tribe 
lives right up there in the far north, right? So how could there be 
something like a hot river in a place where the snow piles up like 
mountains, and there are blizzards every day? 


—Just leave it alone, Hamel. Molon is even more of a village hick 
than you, so when this kind of talk comes up, he’s left with nothing to 
say. Since there’s snow here, and snow there, and snow wherever you 
look, Molon must just want to make something up. 


—As a warrior of the Bayar tribe and a son of the snowfields, I do not 
lie. There really is a hot river that runs near our tribe. 


—No, why would a hot river even flow through a snowfield? What 
kind of fire could melt the snow enough to cause a river to flow? Does 
that even sound possible, you bastard? 


—Although it’s not a fire, there is a place where smoke and flames 
flow alongside the river. If you don’t believe me, then just ask 
Vermouth. Vermouth and I often bathed in that river together. 


—tThe river comes from a spring that’s being heated by a geothermal 
vent. The hot water collects in a pool, then flows away into a river. 
Molon has taken me there a few times, and it’s a pretty nice place. 
Just by soaking in it, I could feel that my fatigue was considerably 
relieved. 
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—lIt isn’t just fatigue. The minerals in the water that flows through the 
river are great for illnesses and wounds, and some of them can even 
be healed just by soaking in it. It’s especially good for the skin, so our 
women really like it. 


—Anise, did you hear that? If that’s the case, then we’re going, right? 
I’m definitely going, so you need to come with me, okay? 


—We can all go there together after the war is over. At that time, I 
will become the Chieftain of the Bayar. If I ask them to keep the river 
empty for my friends, then the tribe members will gladly give way for 
us. Then all five of us can take a bath together in the wide river— 


—You crazy bastard. What do you mean, bath together?! Anise and I 
will go there on our own, so you guys can do the same by yourselves. 
Hamel, if you peek, I’ll murder you. 


It was just that kind of unimportant conversation. After a battle 
ended, they would talk about what they all would do after leaving 
Helmuth. Perhaps because she was in an especially good mood that 
day, Anise, who rarely contributed when it came to such topics, 
actually spoke up while taking a drink. 


—If we’re talking about mysterious places... then Yuras also has a few 
like that. 


—What? 


—Everyone, everyone, shut up! Molon, you idiot, shut your trap! 
Anise is trying to say something! Sienna! Fill up Anise’s cup! 


—Sorry, Anise. I’ll be the first to shut up, so just keep talking. 
—tThe place that comes to mind right now... is the Fount of Light. 
—The Fount of Light? And what’s that exactly? 


—Just like the name suggests, it’s a spring that emits light. At first 
glance, it actually looks like it’s pouring out light instead of water. 
The water is... hmm. It’s not quite as hot as the hot river that Molon 
talked about, but it’s quite warm. 


—Is that so? How mysterious. Let’s go and see it together when we’re 
done with this, okay? If we soak in it, then will our skin get better like 
the river in Molon’s hometown? 


—If you just enter it normally, then who knows, it might have such an 
effect. 


Anise hadn’t talked about it any further. 


‘... Though we weren’t able to go there together, I still ended up seeing 
the World Tree,’ Eugene thought wistfully. 


Although he hadn’t seen the hot river that Molon had talked about 
personally, that river had now become a famous tourist attraction in 
Ruhr. Eugene smiled bitterly as he recalled the past. If he hadn’t died 
in the castle of the Demon King of Incarceration, would they have 
been able to travel together to the various places that they had talked 
about back then? At that time, they had already been traveling 
together for more than ten years, so they had often chatted about 
what kind of vacations they wanted to go on afterward. 


Eugene asked Kristina, “Do you even need to do any fasting? It’s not 
like emptying your stomach will make your body cleaner after you 
take a bath.” 
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“Tt’s not just simply cleansing the body,” Kristina explained. “As a 
Saint... no, as a Saint Candidate, immersing my body in the Fount of 
Light is a sacred ritual in and of itself. I have already entered that 
spring several times since I was a child.” 


“You just soak in the spring normally?” Eugene asked. 
Swisssh! 


Darkness suddenly engulfed the interior of the train. Mer, who was 
still looking out of the window with fascinated eyes, pulled her hands 
back from the window in surprise. The train had just entered a tunnel. 


Spells on the ceiling reacted to the darkness and illuminated the room 
with a soft light. It wasn’t just a simple set of lights either. Thin lines 
of light ran all over the ceiling, depicting a religious icon. 


Perhaps because of the train’s name being what it was, the icon on the 
ceiling was an image of Anise praying with her eyes closed. This was 
the most common composition amongst the many icons depicting 
Anise, but the way that Anise’s figure was drawn with lines of light on 
the dark canvas created by the tunnel made it look like a 
constellation. 


Kristina hoped that the darkness had been able to hide the changes in 
her expression. No, the truth was that her expression hadn’t changed 


all that much. However, she had indeed been a little shaken. Even 
now, the corners of her mouth felt a bit stiff. 


Kristina carefully blinked once. She calmed her shaking and startled 
heart. 


Did Eugene know something? There was no way that could be the 
case. In this period of time, there was no other Saint Candidate but 
Kristina. As such, in this generation, the baptism that all Saint 
Candidates needed to periodically receive by going to the Fount of 
Light had been monopolized by Kristina. 


This meant that there was no way that the information could have 
leaked anywhere else. Kristina knew better than anyone just how 
thoroughly secret the truth behind this baptism was kept. 


“T’m not sure I quite understand what you are asking, Sir Eugene,” 
Kristina said once she had collected herself. “Is there any other special 
method apart from just entering the spring, just like any other 
spring?” 


“Well, to start with, its name is the Fount of Light, isn’t it? And you’re 
the Saint Candidate. So if you’ve been regularly soaking in it like it’s 
part of some ritual, I was asking if there’s anything special you do to 
make it more... ritualistic,” Eugene elaborated. 


So that was what he had meant. Kristina’s agitation quickly subsided. 
Rumble, rumble. 

The train continued to roll along in silence for a few moments. 
Whoosh! 

Upon exiting the tunnel, the darkness was lifted. 

“.,.1 wear a white robe,” Kristina eventually replied. 


“A white robe?” Eugene repeated. 
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“Yes,” Kristina confirmed. “A different one from my normal priest’s 
robes. I have to wear a robe that is entirely white from top to bottom 
before I enter the spring. Once there, I won’t be able to change my 
clothes or leave the spring for the next three days.” 


“What if you get hungry or thirsty during that time?” Eugene asked. 


Kristina shook her head, “The process of enduring those things is part 
of the ritual.” 


“But what if you need to go to the bathroom?” Mer, who had been 
looking out the window, snapped around to ask a blunt question. “You 
don’t just let it out little by little, do you?” 


Eugene’s expression crumpled at these words, and he turned to look at 
Mer. Kristina didn’t even try to hide the changes in her expression this 
time. Her eyes widened as she glared at Mer, who just shrugged and 
smiled innocently. 


“Tm sorry,” Mer apologized. 


“In any case, I need to return to Tressia for the sake of this ritual,” 
Kristina changed the subject. 


“That’s fine,” Eugene nodded. “You’ve got a good reason for doing 
that, and it can’t be helped. But... just why did you ask me to come 
with you today? You could have asked me to just come three days 
later when you’re scheduled to enter the Vatican.” 


Kristina took a deep breath to stop her voice from shaking and said, 
“Cardinal Rogeris has requested to meet with you, Sir Eugene.” 


“Why?” Eugene asked. 


“T don’t know his exact reason for making this request, but is it really 
so unusual for a Cardinal to wish to meet with the Hero?” Kristina 
asked rhetorically. 


Eugene frowned. “It could also have something to do with you.” 
“Perhaps,” Kristina admitted. 
Eugene probed, “Do you have any ideas?” 


“T honestly don’t. Though... my letters to Rohanna have all been 
monitored, and their contents checked,” Kristina warned him. 


“The cipher spell I placed on our letters has never been broken,” 
Eugene stated confidently. 


Even in the Red Tower of Magic, it was a top-level highly-secured 
spell that only a few others apart from Eugene, Lovellian, and Hera 
even knew about. This spell was guaranteed to leave traces should 
anyone have tried to unlock the cipher and then re-encrypt the text. 


Eugene hadn’t even informed Kristina of the decryption method. So, in 
order for someone else to have dispelled the spell on the letter, they 
had to have been able to discover the decryption code by examining 
the parts of the spell that were revealed on the surface. 


While figuring out the process was not actually impossible, Eugene 
would definitely have noticed if they had tried to re-encrypt it using 
the same code. However, until now, none of the letters that Kristina 
had sent him had ever shown any signs of someone tampering with 
the cipher spell. 
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“..However, I can’t be sure whether the Cardinal knows the letters I 
sent to Rohanna were passed on to you, Sir Eugene,” Kristina 
muttered with a shake of her hand. 


“Didn’t you say that she was a reliable friend?” Eugene asked in 
concern. 


“Tt’s true that she’s the only friend who I have remained in contact 
with since leaving the monastery, but Cardinal Rogeris may have gone 
so far as to have kept even Rohanna under watch,” Kristina 


speculated. 


Eugene commented sarcastically, “Your foster father is quite 
paranoid.” 


“Due to my appearance, I’ve received such special treatment ever 
since I was young,” Kristina said dejectedly. 


Her resemblance to Anise alone was enough to attract attention, but 
on top of that, Kristina had even turned out to be a Saint Candidate. 
No... perhaps the Cardinal had already predicted such a future for her 
when he had taken Kristina in as his adopted daughter. With the fact 
that there was only one Saint Candidate in this generation, added to 
how much Kristina’s appearance resembled Anise, there was no way 
for Eugene not to have his own suspicions. 


‘Although she didn’t go into the specific details of it, Kristina did say 
that she knew that I was the Hero due to receiving a revelation,’ 
Eugene recalled. 


The Pope or the other Cardinals, who had also received a stigmata, 
could have received a revelation about the birth of a Saint. Eugene 
wasn’t sure about other countries, but such a thing was definitely 
possible in this Holy Empire. 


“Are you offended?” Kristina asked cautiously. 
“By what?” Eugene replied. 
“By the fact that I didn’t tell you about it beforehand.” 


“Tf I was really offended by that, I wouldn’t have gotten on the train in 
the first place. I’m not an idiot, so I guessed it was something like this 
from the moment you asked me to go to the Tressia Parish together.” 


Kristina hesitated. “However—” 


“However, what?” Eugene interrupted her. “Now that things have 
already come so far, should I jump off the train? Or perhaps I should 
get off at the next station? Would that be more comfortable for you?” 


Kristina didn’t reply immediately as Eugene asked these questions 
with a grin. 


“ ,.l’m not sure,” Kristina eventually admitted. 


She herself wasn’t even sure what would be the best answer to 
Eugene’s question. Kristina recalled everything that she had seen in 
Cardinal Rogeris starting from her childhood. 


“If you say that you want to get off at the next station, then I won’t try 
to restrain you, Sir Eugene. Because everything that has happened is 
an insult to you, and it would feel like I was trying to forcefully drag 
you with me,” Kristina confessed. 
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Kristina gaped. “Huh?” 


“Did you finally speak up after staying quiet for so long because you 
thought that I would need such an excuse to avoid meeting the 
Cardinal?” Eugene accused. “Because you thought that if I got on this 
train after having heard the circumstances beforehand, then you 
wouldn’t be able to give me any further excuses to just refuse the 
Cardinal’s invitation.” 


Unable to think of a reply, Kristina just stared at Eugene with blank 
eyes. 


Eugene assured her, “Also, even if you had told me your reasons for 
inviting me at the start, and I refused to go with you, it really 
wouldn’t have been such a big deal. What could they do if I said I 
didn’t want to? It’s just that the Cardinals might think of me as a rude 
bastard. As for everyone else, all they would think is that the noble 
Cardinals wanted to meet someone in person, only for that rude young 
man to throw away the opportunity by refusing.” 


“.,.That’s...” Kristina tried to come up with an argument. 


“That’s why I’m saying that you’re so tiresome,” Eugene said. “Coming 
with an excuse was just for your sake, not mine. If you tell them that 
you made a mistake, insulted me, and forced me to leave in the 
middle of our journey... you believe that you’ll be able to protect my 
position as the Hero while only your faults are exposed.” 


Every once in a while, Kristina found it hard to believe that the young 
man sitting in front of her was actually three years younger than her. 


“Ts there really a need to prepare such an excuse for my sake? Why 
are you so worried about me meeting your adopted father? Do you 
think that Cardinal Rogeris is plotting to torture me and force me to 
give up the Holy Sword?” Eugene asked her. 


“ ,.Tha-that’s not it,” Kristina stammered. “There’s no way that would 
be the case, right? It’s just that I... personally, I can’t help but feel a 
little: 


“What is it?” Eugene prompted. 


Kristina was visibly distressed, her expression twisted. Her trembling 
hands clutched her knees tightly. 


“Tm afraid,” Kristina admitted. 
“Of what?” Eugene asked. 


“Y’m worried that Cardinal Rogeris... might tell you... some 
unnecessary information about me,” Kristina slowly revealed. 


What did she mean by that? Eugene blinked in shock, so surprised by 
Kristina’s answer that he forgot to even ask a follow-up question. 


“ ..What... are you talking about stuff like... the fact that you wet 
your sheets when you were little?” Eugene cautiously asked. 


“Of course not. Instead of that, what I’m worried and afraid of is 
that... Cardinal Rogeris might be trying to forcefully create and twist 
the bond that I’m trying to forge with you, Sir Eugene,” Kristina 
finally confessed. 


“The bond that you want to build with me is the bond between the 
Hero and the Saint, right?” 
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“Apart from that, what else is there?” 


“In the end, isn’t the bond that Cardinal Rogeris wants to arrange for 
us the same sort of bond?” 


“.,.1 am the Saint. I’m also the one who should be forging a bond with 
the Hero, Sir Eugene. I first met with you due to a revelation from 
God, and that’s also how I became the Saint,” Kristina insisted. 


Kristina herself didn’t fully understand what she was trying to say. 
The fear and disgust hidden in her subconscious were causing these 
confusing emotions. She just didn’t want Cardinal Rogeris and Eugene 
to meet. She didn’t want the bond between them to break because of 
that. 


...But was that all? In the end, was it really just that Kristina didn’t 
want to disappoint Eugene? Kristina had been told stories about the 
Hero ever since she was a young girl. In the Church of Light, the Hero 
was called the Incarnation of Light, so wherever the Hero went, there 
would always be light. 


Tressia Parish was the place that Kristina had lived after she had been 
adopted and left the monastery and until she had become the 
Auxiliary Bishop of Alcarte ten years ago. It seemed to be a peaceful 
and quiet place, as befitting of a parish governed by a Cardinal. 


However, for Kristina, it was different. Through the revelation, she 
had felt the presence of her God. She had seen Eugene pull out the 
Holy Sword right in front of her. With that, she was convinced of the 
Hero’s existence. 


That Hero... would be staying in Tressia Parish... while she was 
immersed in the Fount of Light. 


“.......” Kristina trailed off, unable to figure out what to say. 


Due to the suspicions raised by Eugene, Kristina had carefully 
monitored the Cardinal’s activities and carefully looked around the 
parish whenever he had to come and go from the Vatican. 


All of this had made Kristina feel a twisted sense of fulfillment, even 
though it was just a petty show of resistance. She had not really 
accomplished much, but she still felt satisfied by doing what little she 
had. 


Even now, it was still the same. While preparing the excuse for 
Eugene, she had truly been hoping that he would get off at the next 
station. If Eugene really were to leave her, Cardinal Rogeris was sure 
to be disappointed in Kristina, and that would leave Kristina with a 
slight sense of satisfaction. Indeed, that was all it was. Kristina ignored 
the feelings that continued to bubble up in her subconscious. 


“My apologies. It seems that my reason was clouded for a moment due 
to the strain of the duties that lie ahead of me. Please don’t worry 
about it any longer,” Kristina requested. 


Mer glanced at Kristina’s face through the reflection in the window. It 
was obvious that Kristina’s condition was a bit strange. Though 
Eugene kept staring at Kristina with narrowed eyes, she refused to say 
anything further. As if to show that she didn’t want to take part in any 
more conversation, Kristina opened up the scripture book that she had 
set down earlier and resumed reading it. 


“A bond, you say,” Eugene snorted and rested his chin in his hands. 
“Rather than a bond between the Hero and the Saint, I would prefer a 
bond between one person and another.” 


cc 


....” Kristina remained silent. 


Eugene continued, “Because such a bond is much deeper and more 
sincere.” 


Vermouth had been the Hero to everyone else, but to Hamel, he was 
just the irritating Vermouth. 
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Sienna had been an Archwizard, but to Hamel, she was just the 
violent, foul-mouthed Sienna. 


Molon had been the Chief Warrior of the Bayar Tribe, but to Hamel, 
he was just the foolish Molon. 


Anise had been the Saint, but to Hamel, she was just the alcoholic and 
treacherous-as-a-snake Anise. 


They had all felt the same way towards Hamel as well. Dunce, son of a 
bitch, idiot, and several other adjectives on top of that, but in the end, 
he was just Hamel. 


The bond that had connected those five people three hundred years 
ago was precisely such a bond. 


Eugene — no, Hamel was sure of that. 


The train arrived at Tressia Parish just as night was falling. 


Although it was nighttime and the skies were dark, the street was 
illuminated. Eugene had already started to notice this before they had 
even arrived, as he had spotted the city through the window while 
they were still far away, but... this city really had far too many lights. 
As most of the buildings were white, the light from the street lamps on 
every street felt even brighter. 


“They sure went overboard with the reception,” Eugene snorted as he 
looked out the window. 


Kristina couldn’t even bring herself to smile. With a stiff face, she also 
looked out the window. Wearing a black shako and red robes, along 
with a red vest, the Inquisitors of the Maleficarum — the only ones 
who were allowed to dress this way in Yuras — were waiting on the 
platform. 


These Inquisitors weren’t the only ones that had shown up. In contrast 
to the Maleficarum, there were also Paladins dressed in pure white 


uniforms, with a red cross dividing their uniform into two 
symmetrical sides. These were the Knights of the Blood Cross, who 
served directly beneath the Holy See. 


Elites from the two most powerful organizations in all of Yuras were 
waiting at the station to greet them. 


The train eventually came to a complete stop. Soon the door opened. 
One by one, the Inquisitors and Knights who had been charged with 
this task boarded the train. 


Eugene began speaking, “I’m just telling you this in advance...” 


The sound of the approaching footsteps drew closer. Eugene turned 
his head to look down the aisle and crossed his legs. 


“ ,.but if you make that grinding sound, just know that P’ll beat you 
up,” Eugene finished warning one of the Inquisitors. 


Beneath the black shako, the Inquisitor’s hair was trimmed in a neat 
bob cut that framed their metal mask perfectly. 


Hemoria’s red eyes narrowed as she glared at Eugene. 
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Eugene tilted his head and glanced sideways at Hemoria. Hemoria had 
no intention of avoiding his gaze. Instead, she showed that she had 
noticed it. 


Boom! 


The thick-heeled boots that she was wearing made a loud stomp as she 
came to a halt. 


Following this, there was complete silence. Even the Knight of the 
Blood Cross, who had accompanied Hemoria on board, didn’t say a 
word. Judging from the way he stood behind Hemoria, it appeared 
that Hemoria was of higher rank than the knight. 


‘Though they might not be from different branches, perhaps they work 
together so closely that their two organizations are practically one,’ 
Eugene suspected. 


Was Hemoria still in the middle of her Vow of Silence? As Eugene was 
just thinking this, Kristina stood up. 


“Inquisitor Hemoria, I didn’t hear that you’d be showing up to receive 
us,” Kristina said suspiciously. 


It was only then that Hemoria reacted. Instead of voicing anything, 
her hands moved to form sign language. 


Eugene still didn’t know how to read sign language. He had no 
intention of learning either. It might be a different story if someone 
else were the one using it, but even if Eugene learned sign language 
right now, the only one he would be able to use it with was the 
perpetually tooth-grinding Hemoria. He didn’t meet with her that 
often, nor did they have such a deep relationship, so what was the 


point of him spending his precious time learning sign language? 
“Do you know how to read sign language?” Eugene asked Kristina. 
“T do,” Kristina slowly admitted. 

“So what is she saying?” 


“She says that she’s here on Cardinal Rogeris’s orders. This matter was 
only decided upon today, so she couldn’t inform us in advance and 
asks for our understanding.” 
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Kristina was still considered to be the Saint Candidate. While it wasn’t 
unusual for the Holy Knights to come out and escort Kristina, who 
would officially be confirmed as the Saint in a few days, it was 
suspicious for even an Inquisitor to have become involved in this 
reception. 


“Fine then,” Eugene agreed as he uncrossed his legs and stood up. “I 
really don’t like the sound of your teeth grinding, and last time you 
were the one who picked a fight first and pulled quite a bit of 
annoying shit, but well... didn’t I also punch you in the stomach a few 
times, box your eyes, and kick your ass? So let’s just let go of all our 
resentment for the shit we did to each other and get along nicely.” 


What was all this now? Kristina turned to look at Eugene with a 
surprised expression. She had heard that Eugene had met with the 
Inquisitors, Hemoria and Atarax, at the Black Lion Castle, but this was 
Kristina’s first time hearing that they had actually fought. 


Eugene’s words weren’t pleasant to hear for Hemoria either. In 
Hemoria’s opinion, she hadn’t been picking a fight with Eugene back 
then. She was just doing what an Inquisitor should. 


The Maleficarum was a faithful servant of the Light and a Hammer of 
God that was stacked with delivering judgment upon all heretics and 


dark beings. The Maleficarum’s judgment applied equally to everyone. 
And in the first place, what the current era’s Inquisitors mainly hunted 
weren’t Black Wizards, but instead, it was mostly heretics. 


Even the Hero couldn’t avoid being placed on trial by the 
Maleficarum. Instead, it was because he was the Hero that he must be 
held to stricter standards than anyone else. Eugene Lionheart — was 
he really qualified to become the master of the Holy Sword? Wasn’t it 
just because of the special blood he had inherited from the founder of 
his clan that he could currently hold the Holy Sword and call upon its 
light? 


Hemoria had tested Eugene because of these doubts. It was only 
natural for her to do so. But, in the end, she had to acknowledge him. 
Eugene Lionheart was a monster and deserved to be named the Hero. 


The moment they stepped out into the passageway, the words Eugene 
had said just now floated through Hemoria’s head. 


It wasn’t like Hemoria wasn’t making any grinding noises because she 
was afraid of being hit. Fear? She had already overcome something 
like that during the apprenticeship she went through before becoming 
an Inquisitor. Hemoria had experienced terrible pain incomparable to 
the beating she had received from Eugene and had seen many horrible 
things. 


She hadn’t come here with any intentions of picking a fight with him. 
That was why Hemoria was holding back the urge to grind her teeth. 
Instead, she just made a few gestures of sign language in Eugene’s 
direction. 


“Don’t interpret those,” Eugene instructed. 


Kristina, standing beside Eugene, had been about to open her mouth, 

but Eugene was one step ahead of her in asking her to be silent. Then, 
Eugene stared calmly at the intricate sign language that Hemoria had 
just used. 
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“Fine then,” Eugene slowly nodded his head. “Although I’m not too 


familiar with sign language, I can at least make a reply.” 


As mentioned before, Eugene didn’t know any sign language. 
However, there was one piece of sign language that Eugene had gotten 
very familiar with in his previous life and had made good use of. 


eeccee 


(<4 


....” Hemoria’s eyes twitched as she silently wondered how to react 
to the two raised middle fingers being shown to her. 


Under normal circumstances, she would have ground her teeth as she 
openly expressed how uncomfortable she felt, but... 


“This should be enough of an answer, right?” Eugene said with a grin 
and a feeling of satisfaction. 


This piece of sign language was a highly versatile gesture that could 
be used in any situation and during any conversation. As it could be 
done just by raising one finger, it was very simple and conveyed a lot 
of meaning. 


In the end, Hemoria didn’t continue using any sign language and just 
glanced at Kristina. The look alone was enough to convey her 
meaning. The Knights of the Blood Cross and the Inquisitors of the 
Maleficarum were still gathered outside the train. Kristina let out a 
short breath and nodded her head. 


“Understood,” Kristina crisply acknowledged. 
After hearing this response, Hemoria and the Paladin turned around. 


“Sir Eugene,” Kristina continued. “It seems I’ll need to leave first for 
the Fount of Light.” 


“Didn’t you say that you’d be leaving tomorrow?” Eugene asked. 


“With the ritual this time being what it is, it seems that a little more 
preparation will be required,” Kristina said as an excuse. “Wouldn’t it 
be better to make our preparations and finish early than to take our 


time and be late?” 
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“Kristina,” Eugene called out her name. “If you don’t want to go, you 
don’t have to. You know that, right?” 


“What are you trying to say?” Kristina asked with a slight smile. “I, 
who have only been a Saint Candidate, am finally becoming the 
official Saint. Once I’ve received the proof of that, it will be 
announced to the world, and I will be able to gain everyone’s 
recognition as the Saint. The only thing I should be feeling at this 
moment is a slight pressure. I’ve never once thought I didn’t want to 
do this.” 


While saying this, Kristina took the first step and bypassed Eugene. 
Eugene stared at Kristina’s back as she walked ahead of him. Whether 
her shoulders were trembling or her fists were clenched... he couldn’t 
see any signs of this. Kristina’s spine seemed firm. 


Or at least, that’s how it looked. 


“You must be tired after traveling so far,” a voice rang out as soon as 
they got off the train. 


It was a voice that Eugene remembered. One of the Inquisitors from 
the Maleficarum, Hemoria’s teacher, Atarax, took off his shako and 
approached Eugene and Kristina. 


Atarax continued, “I’m not sure if my disciple could convey the full 
story clearly.” 


“Tf you really wanted to make the full story clear, you shouldn’t have 
sent someone who can’t speak and can only communicate in sign 
language,” Eugene complained. 


“Ah... well, that’s true. My apologies. I only considered the fact that 
Saint Candidate Kristina is known to be skilled in sign language,” 
Atarax admitted with a bow of his head. “Then allow me to inform 
you of the situation once more. Saint Candidate Kristina, you are to be 
escorted by the Knights of the Blood Cross and the Maleficarum to the 


Fount of Light. As for you, Sir Eugene Lionheart, you will be 
accompanying Hemoria and me to the Tressia Cathedral.” 


“Ts there any reason I can’t go to the Fount of Light?” Eugene 
demanded. 


Atarax hesitated, “Formality and tradition... are the main reasons. Sir 
Eugene, since you are a member of the Lionhearts, you should be able 
to accept that.” 


“But I’m afraid that I don’t really feel like accepting this,” Eugene 
shook his head. “Ever since I was young, I’ve always thought that the 
Lionheart clan’s traditions are a bunch of trash.” 


“Haha.” Atarax laughed and placed the shako back on top of his head. 
There was no meaning in saying anything further. As long as a line 
had been drawn based on formality and tradition, there was no room 
for Eugene, an outsider, to interfere. The other party was the Holy 
Empire, which had maintained such a status for a long, long time. 
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“Allow us to escort you,” Atarax requested. 


The Knights of the Blood Cross approached Kristina. Kristina 
immediately headed away with the Knights of the Blood Cross without 
turning to look at Eugene. 


Eugene could not tear his gaze away from the sight of her receding 
back. 


The knights all moved as one. Even though there were twenty of them 
here, the sound of their footsteps wasn’t scattered at all. Yuras’ 
Knights of the Blood Cross were a knightly order that was always 
brought up whenever it came to discussing who were the best knights 
on this continent. Although none of the Crusaders, the Commanders of 
their knightly order, hadt made an appearance, the swift movements 
of the Knights of the Blood Cross revealed a different sort of nobility 
and steadfastness than that shown by the White Dragon Knights of 
Kiehl. 


The Maleficarum’s Inquisitors mixed into the group by forming a 
circle that enclosed it. The entourage that was formed from this 
completely concealed Kristina’s appearance. 


“Shall we get going as well?” Atarax asked with a smile. 


A carriage was waiting for Eugene outside the station, and past the 
carriage, he could see a city so brightly lit that it was hard to believe 
it was already nighttime. As if they wanted to prove that it was truly a 
parish governed by a Cardinal, religious statues were standing within 
the station, in the square in front of the station, and throughout the 
rest of the city. 


Even from a distance, it was possible to see the Tressia Cathedral’s 
magnificence and beauty. Eugene looked up at the tall cross on the 
roof of the cathedral and the spires surrounding it. It looked more like 
a castle than a cathedral. 


“Are we heading straight to the cathedral?” Eugene asked. 


“Ts there someplace that you would like to stop by first?” Atarax, who 
was sitting across from him, asked in return. 


Eugene, Mer, and Atarax were the only ones inside the carriage. 
Hemoria was sitting outside in the coach box. 


“Well, it is my first time in Yuras. Could you recommend some of the 
tourist attractions in this city?” Eugene requested. 


“Tm afraid that I’m at a loss as to which places I should recommend to 
you, Sir Eugene, as you’re not a follower of the Light,” Atarax 
admitted in embarrassment. “That’s right. Why don’t you take this 
chance to convert to the Church of the Light?” 
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“Tm afraid that I’ll have to decline.” 


“TIsn’t it strange for the Hero to not have any religious beliefs...?” 


“Unfortunately, the Kiehl Empire where I live has guaranteed our 
right to freedom of religion. If our great ancestor had founded his clan 
in Yuras, I might have also worshiped the God of Light, but...” 
Tearing his eyes away from the window, Eugene continued, “Ah, 
please don’t misunderstand me. Even if that is the case, that doesn’t 
mean I feel any disrespect towards the God of Light.” 


At these words, Mer, sitting beside him, alternated between looking at 
Eugene and Atarax. She was concerned that a violent incident might 
break out. 


Atarax eventually recovered, “Faith does not always have to be 
expressed outwardly. As long as you read the scriptures, pray, and 
worship God, everything else apart from those is just an extension of 
the faith. Sir Eugene, if you recognize the existence of God inside of 
your heart and are able to trust in Him without any doubts, that alone 
would be a small show of faith.” 


“T didn’t come here to hear things like that,” Eugene said clearly, 
having no intention of keeping an ambiguous attitude. 


Being forced to listen to lectures about faith and such things would 
just be tiresome and annoying. The followers of the Light had always 
been particularly tenacious and persistent, even three hundred years 
ago, and they were stubborn in their reasoning. 


“Tf the only tourist destinations you can recommend to me are related 
to your religion, then let’s just keep going. Honestly speaking, I’'d 
rather just stay at an inn on one of these streets than stay in that 
beautiful cathedral,” Eugene confessed. 


With that, their conversation was cut short. Atarax had no desire to 
force Eugene to share his faith. The orders given to Atarax and 
Hemoria were just to take Eugene to meet Cardinal Rogeris in the 
Tressia Cathedral. Afterward, the two would immediately head to the 
Fount of Light and join the forces stationed there. 


Uncomfortable thoughts were running through Eugene’s mind. He 
hated situations like these. It wasn’t just the situation either. The Holy 
Empire had already been quite the overbearing and suspicious place, 
even three hundred years ago. In his past life, Hamel had never been 
directly involved with the Holy Empire, but his situation in this life 


was different. 


It was all because of this goddamned Holy Sword and the title of the 
Hero. Eugene’s expression twisted into a scowl as he thought of the 
Holy Sword still within his cloak. 


‘,..No. Perhaps it’ll be useful.’ 


The Fount of Light was kept secret from the public. However, Eugene 
had now learned that the Fount of Light was somewhere within 
Tressia parish, and he also knew that Anise had to be periodically 
baptized in the Fount of Light three hundred years ago. 
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The Tressia Cathedral was an ancient building that had already been 
standing here three hundred years ago. There could be a few items 
related to Anise being kept here. 


If he managed to find some, he might be able to learn something 
about Anise by using Akasha’s Draconic Spell. 


Eugene had tested the Draconic spell on the Holy Sword. 


But it hadn’t really worked. While the Moonlight Sword had projected 
a gloom that had engulfed and shaken his consciousness, the Holy 
Sword had only emitted a dazzling light. He hadn’t felt any distress 
like his mind was collapsing like when he had tested the spell on the 
Moonlight Sword, nor had someone like the Demon King of 
Incarceration interfered with his perception. 


The only outcome was his eyes being blinded. Even after Eugene had 
kept the spell up for quite some time, the feelings he got from it didn’t 
change. Eugene had hoped that he might see the paradise Anise had 
always talked about... or the God of Light, or perhaps even Vermouth. 
If not those, then he had thought that it might show a projection of 
the Lionheart clan’s treasure vault, where it had been stored for 
hundreds of years, or the inner parts of the Vatican, where it was said 
to have been stored before that. 


But all the Holy Sword had shown Eugene was a bright light. To be 
honest, Eugene was disappointed but thought it couldn’t be helped. 
The light he had seen at that time was so bright that not even a single 
speck of darkness could exist in its vicinity, and even Eugene, who 
didn’t have the slightest bit of faith, could feel that there was 
something sacred about it. 


Now they were arriving at the Tressia Cathedral. This place was also 
filled with light, imitating the God that they worshiped. 


The central nave was wide and magnificent. The front wall was 
gorgeously covered with an exquisite piece of glasswork, and the 
white light that shone through the wall fell to the floor like huge 
pillars of light. 


A white cross was hung high on the wall of glass that the light was 
pouring through. The radiance of the white cross wasn’t lost even 
amid the bright light. 


It wasn’t just the cross. Slightly below it were various shapes that 
didn’t get lost in the light or create any shadows. There were angels 
spreading their wings, singing and dancing, then below them were 
Saints sprouting wings and ascending as angels while devotees prayed 
below. 


Eugene stared up at the pillars of light for a few moments. If he had 
been a sincere believer, he might have felt a sense of overwhelming 
emotion at the sight of this light and the depiction of believers 
becoming Saints and of Saints sublimating into angels. Eugene didn’t 
feel excited by this play, but he did feel like it would be very effective 
at seducing someone who was already a believer. 


“You don’t have the look of someone who has found their faith,” a 
voice was heard from behind Eugene. 
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Eugene felt a little surprised at the sound of this voice. His senses 
were sufficiently sharpened, and there was no reason for them to have 
dulled. This cathedral was large enough for hundreds of people to 
enter, but Eugene had believed that he was the only one there at the 


moment. 


That is, Eugene had believed this until he heard that voice. After 
calming down from his surprise, Eugene turned around. 


The man was wearing a white mantle over his black priest robes. A 
necklace with a white cross hanging around his neck remained firmly 
affixed to the center of his black robes, and a crest symbolizing a 
Cardinal of the Light was embroidered on the red cloth that hung over 
his left shoulder and extended down his chest. 


This was Sergio Rogeris. He appeared to be a middle-aged man with a 
benevolent expression. However, the gentle aura that a priest should 
have was very faint on him. The body hidden beneath those clerical 
robes looked lithe and strong, and the gaze between those eyelids that 
were crinkled into a smile was as clear and piercing as two rays of 
light. 


It was only natural for Eugene to feel this way. It was stereotypical to 
assume that just because someone was a clergyman, they could only 
offer prayers, chants, or healing magic from the rear. In the first place, 
Anise had also been skilled in wielding her mace on the battlefield 
and cracking open the heads of demonfolks, and Kristina had also said 
that she knew how to skillfully wield a flail. 


Priests came in all sorts of different forms. While he might not have 
been ordained as a Paladin, Sergio Rogeris, in particular, had once 
been a high-ranking Inquisitor belonging to the Maleficarum branch of 
the Inquisition before becoming a Cardinal. If Sergio had not ascended 
to the rank of a Cardinal, he would currently be seated at the head of 
the Maleficarum. 


“Thank you for meeting me like this,” Sergio said as he stood at one 
end of the nave. 


However, Eugene could hear his voice as clearly as if Sergio had been 
speaking right next to him. As a Cardinal of Yuras, he had to be in 
possession of one of the strongest cases of divine power among all of 
the Empire’s countless priests. On top of that, if it was said that he 
could have been the next head of the Inquisition, that meant he must 
also be familiar with combat. 


‘And he should also be familiar with all sorts of dirty business,’ 
Eugene reminded himself. 


Sergio’s face was covered by a benevolent smile, but setting that aside, 
Sergio’s past left Eugene with a not particularly great impression. For 
this latest ritual, not only the Paladins but even the Inquisitors had 
been mobilized... Was it because this ritual was special? Or was it 
because Sergio had personally summoned them? 


“What are you thankful for?” Eugene asked. 


“I never imagined I would ever be able to meet the Hero in my 
lifetime,” Sergio confessed. “Sir Eugene Lionheart, before you 
appeared, the last Hero was the Great Vermouth from three hundred 
years ago, and before that, there were no other Heroes at all.” 


Ever so slowly, Sergio approached him. Eugene couldn’t feel the 
pressure typical of a strong person coming from him. However, 
Eugene was well aware that someone whose quiet presence didn’t 
reveal much could still be strong enough to be a difficult opponent to 
deal with. 
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Taking one step after another, it was hard to find any openings to 
squeeze through, even though Sergio was just walking peacefully. 


‘He’s strong. And if you consider the special characteristics of a 
monk... he’ll be annoying to fight. Very annoying,’ Eugene calmly 
assessed. 


Although he had never fought someone using divine magic, Eugene 
was very familiar with how tricky such magic could be. It was 
different from the mana and spells used in ordinary magic. The 
mysterious powers of faith and divine power were too broad to be 
predictable. 


“Would it be alright if I make a request?” Sergio eventually asked 
after coming to a halt without completely closing the distance 
between himself and Eugene. Then he bowed his head and continued 
speaking in a respectful tone, “Would it be alright for me to confirm 


with my own eyes that you truly are the Hero, Sir Eugene?” 


Instead of replying aloud, Eugene just unfurled his cloak. He grabbed 
the hilt of the Holy Sword Altair that was inside his cloak and slowly 
drew it. Sergio’s eyes were filled with emotion at the sight of the Holy 
Sword held firmly in Eugene’s hands. The Cardinal put his hands 
together as he looked up at the Holy Sword that Eugene held aloft. 


Eugene suddenly felt like something was being sucked in through his 
grip on the sword. He flinched and looked down at Altair’s blade. 
Even though he hadn’t willed it, Altair’s blade was vibrating slightly. 
Then it slowly got brighter and brighter. 


“..Ooooh...!” Sergio’s eyes shook as he fell to his knees on the spot. 


The pillars of light pouring down from the walls, and the ceilings were 
drawn to Eugene. Eventually, the light emitted by Altair met the 
pillars of light that were already within this Cathedral. 


Fwooosh! 


Altair’s light abruptly swelled. The two sources of light didn’t just 
meet and connect. Altair became the new source of the pillars of light. 
The lighting pouring down from the walls and ceilings was absorbed 
and then scattered into pieces by Altair’s light. 


With that, a storm of light raged within the cathedral. The red cloth 
draped over Sergio’s shoulder fluttered in the waves of light. Without 
closing his eyes, he watched as Eugene stood in the center of the 
raging light, Holy Sword in his hand. 


Eugene wasn’t able to look at Sergio. 


The light that surrounded and scattered from him was so bright and 
intense that he couldn’t even see his own body, let alone Sergio’s 
figure. 
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In the midst of this light, Eugene detected the inexplicable scent of 


blood. 
He saw the back of a young, still immature girl. 
‘,..Anise?’ 


As that name popped into Eugene’s head, he took a step forward. At 
that moment, the light faded away. 


The smell of blood, as well as the girl, also disappeared. 


Eugene stood there blankly for a moment before lowering the Holy 
Sword. 


“’,.Oh Lord, thank you for this miracle,” Sergio raised a prayer to his 
God, still down on his knees. 


Unable to say anything, Eugene just stared at the Holy Sword’s blade. 
The blade’s vibrations had stopped. It also wasn’t emitting any more 
light. Even the pillars of light that had been drawn to Eugene had now 
returned to their original places. 


‘...A miracle?’ 

The smell of blood. 
That scarred back. 
‘Something like this?’ 


Eugene definitely couldn’t accept that what he had just seen was a 
miracle. 


Chapter 186 
The Cathedral (2) 


“Tm afraid I will also need to leave in the morning,” Sergio informed 
Eugene. 


Tressia Cathedral was a historic building that boasted a legacy of 
hundreds of years. However, let alone the central chapel, which could 
be said to be the heart of this cathedral, even the surrounding annexes 
and the corridors they were currently walking through showed no 
signs of deterioration. 


“Are you really leaving for somewhere else when you’re the one who 
called me here?” Eugene asked as he stared at Sergio’s back. 


Sergio laughed in a low voice at these words, “My apologies. It’s 
because I truly wanted to meet with you at least once, Sir Eugene...” 


“T would have met you at the Vatican in five days anyway,” Eugene 
pointed out. 


“Yes, that’s true. However, it wouldn’t just be the two of us alone, Sir 
Eugene. Isn’t that right?” Sergio said, still laughing. 


His laughter, along with the words that he had just uttered, made his 
intentions quite blatant. 


Eugene silently raised the corner of his mouth in a smirk, “It seems 
that you just wanted to test me, Cardinal Rogeris.” 


“T won’t deny that,” the Cardinal readily admitted, without even a 
moment’s silence. 


Eugene looked at Sergio’s shoulders, which showed no signs of 
shaking, and the red cloth that hung from his left shoulder and flowed 


down his chest. 


There was a specific meaning behind Sergio’s priestly garments. The 
black robe worn within, yet still visible, represented darkness. The 
white cross around his neck represented that light still existed in the 
darkness. The white mantle worn over his robes showed that the light 
would always overcome the darkness. The red cloth hanging from his 
left shoulder symbolized his determination to willingly shed his own 
blood and become a martyr for his faith, the God of Light, the Church 
of Light, the Pope, and all of the believers of the faith. 


“How were you planning on testing me?” Eugene asked. 


“T have already confirmed that you, Sir Eugene, are unmistakably the 
Hero,” Sergio assured him as he recalled the sight of Eugene drawing 
the Holy Sword. 


The pillars of light, which usually lit up the cathedral without ever 
showing any movement, had been drawn to Eugene of their own 
volition. The Holy Sword had resonated with that light and 
illuminated the entire cathedral. 


That brilliant storm of light was unmistakably a miracle, and Eugene, 
who had held the Holy Sword aloft in the center of that storm, had 
proved himself to be the Hero of Light. 


Sergio hesitated. “Well...” 
Latest Update on meow novel.com 


For Eugene Lionheart, as the Hero, there was no need to test him any 
further. Let alone the Cardinals, even if Pope Aeuryus had seen that 
storm of light from earlier, he would have had no choice but to 
recognize Eugene as the Hero. 


Sergio continued, “...the Hero is the Incarnation of Light. So how 
could I, who is only a servant of the Light, continue to test the Hero?” 


“Haha,” Eugene laughed and nodded his head. “Cardinal Rogeris, it 
seems that you didn’t just want to test whether I’m Hero, but you also 
wanted to know what kind of person I am.” 


“Please don’t be too offended by this,” Sergio requested. 


Eugene just said, “I’m also aware that you were once an Inquisitor of 
the Maleficarum.” 


“Tt has already been thirty years since that was the case.” 


“But time doesn’t change a person’s true character. Isn’t the reason 
why a large number of Inquisitors were mobilized for this ritual that 
your words still hold weight in the Maleficarum?” 


“I can’t deny that,” Sergio conceded. “However, I am not using such 
influence for personal reasons. It’s just because the ritual this time is 
far more important than ever before—” 


Eugene interrupted him. “Doesn’t the fact that you’re currently using 
them to monitor me count as a personal reason?” 


Sergio’s steps halted. While calming his surprise, he turned to look 
back at Eugene. With an innocent smile that seemed appropriate for 
his age, Eugene was staring at Sergio. 


“There were two Inquisitors responsible for guiding me here. Atarax 
the Punisher and Hemoria the Guillotine. But now... it’s quite 
amazing. The number of Inquisitors currently watching me seems to 
be far more than just two, right?” Eugene asked innocently. 


Calling it amazing wasn’t just an exaggeration. Even if you rounded 
up all of the Inquisitors who had left with Kristina, far more were still 
currently watching Eugene. If he roughly tried to count the number of 
Inquisitors hiding around them, there were at least a hundred. 


“ ..Haha,” Sergio let out a low laugh and raised his hand. 


At this gesture, the hidden presences secretly surveilling them left one 
by one. 


“As the Hero, Sir Eugene, you are just as important as the ritual for 
the Saint Candidate,” Sergio said as an excuse. 


“Ts that so? But by having some of the Inquisitors leave with Kristina 
to attract my attention and hiding the rest of the Inquisitors 
throughout the cathedral, were you hoping I wouldn’t notice?” Eugene 
didn’t wait for Sergio’s reply. The corners of his mouth twisted into a 
smirk as he uttered a cutting accusation, “In this situation, I can’t help 
but hope that’s all a misunderstanding. If I hadn’t been able to prove 
that I was the Hero, or even if I did but failed to meet your 
standards... what did you intend to do to me, Cardinal?” 
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Sergio remained silent. 


Eugene continued, “I’m aware that the Inquisitors of the Maleficarum 
are skilled in all sorts of dirty deeds. So, were you planning for 
everyone to jump out and try to knife me? If you manage to kill me, 
were you planning on chopping off one of my arms and taking away 
the Holy Sword?” 


“Not at all,” Sergio shook his head. “Although I have considered 
whether or not doing so might work, I would never go so far. 
However, Sir Eugene... as someone in my position, I have no choice 
but to worry that you aren’t a devout believer and that your belief in 
the God of Light is weak.” 


“So what? What are you planning to do now?” Eugene demanded. 


“T believe it’s possible for people to change for the better. Sir Eugene, 
even if you currently aren’t a follower of the Light, I believe that one 
day, thanks to God’s grace, you will become a believer,” Sergio stated 
confidently as his hand reached into a pocket. “If you hadn’t shown 
me such a brilliant light, I would have done all I could to try to 
convert you to our faith.” 


But by what methods? Eugene didn’t feel the need to even ask. The 
Inquisitors’ treatment of nonbelievers, apostates, and pagans had been 
famous even three hundred years back. Even now, their interrogations 
were synonymous with torture, and there were several rumors about 
how they would force people to convert so they could be used as tools 


for religious propaganda. 


“But I did see it all happen with my own eyes. There is no way that 
you, who shone so brilliantly, don’t have faith in your heart. But, Sir 
Eugene, were you aware of what it means? For the Hero to be the 
Embodiment of Light. It seems that you already have a vague sense of 
your true identity, but in my eyes, Sir Eugene, you are the Light 
itself,” Sergio continued as he pulled a thick scripture book out of his 
pocket. Holding the scripture book in both hands, he politely handed 
it to Eugene and said, “In order to muster the Light that rises from 
your heart, you need to have faith. So please, take this scripture book 
and consider converting to our religion.” 


After gazing blankly at the scripture book, Eugene reached his hand 
out. Truthfully, in his heart, Eugene wanted to smash this scripture 
book on top of Sergio’s head, but it was clear that doing so would end 
up being extremely annoying. 


“Ts that it?” Eugene asked after tossing the scripture book into his 
cloak. 


Sergio looked at Eugene with a thin smile before turning back and 
walking forward while replying, “There are several things I would like 
to speak with you concerning the Saint Candidate.” 


Eugene recalled how Kristina had a suspicious look on her face 
throughout the train ride. She had seemed wary of Eugene meeting 
Cardinal Rogeris, her adoptive father. She had even gone so far as to 
prepare a set of excuses of her own volition to get Eugene to leave the 
train. 


“After meeting with you, Sir Eugene, while following the divine 
revelation and traveling together with you through the Samar 
Rainforest for several months... it seems that our Saint Candidate has 
changed a little,” Sergio said probingly. 


“Tt seems that you’re not too happy with these changes?” Eugene 
challenged. 


Sergio readily admitted to this, “Yes, isn’t it only natural? I have been 
responsible for teaching the Saint Candidate ever since she was young. 


And before she became the Saint Candidate, as her adoptive father, I 
educated her so that she could grow into a proper follower of the 
Light. After she became the Saint Candidate, she continued to receive 
guidance so that she would not be found lacking when the time came 
for her to be reborn as the true Saint.” 


“Hm...,” Eugene paused in thought. “I’m afraid I don’t have the 
faintest idea what you are trying to say, Cardinal. Do you feel like 
there is something unsatisfactory about the changes that Kristina has 
gone through?” 


Sergio got to the point, “I’m talking about the letters sent to you via 
Rohanna Celles.” 
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Unfazed by this, Eugene just laughed and said, “Even though it seems 
like you haven’t seen their contents?” 


“T just didn’t want to commit such an invasion of your privacy. 
However, if the contents written within weren’t anything to be 
ashamed of, there wouldn’t be any need to use a cipher spell and send 
it through an outsider,” Sergio accused. 


Eugene argued back, “But she isn’t really an outsider, now is she?” 


“You’re right. Rohanna Celles has been given the role of soothing the 
weary heart of our Saint Candidate,” Sergio said without any attempt 
at hiding this. “It’s not just Rohanna Celles either. All the clergy 
serving within this cathedral, including myself, the believers who 
voluntarily handle the various affairs of the cathedral, as well as those 
who merely live in the parish along with the Archbishop and the other 
clergy of the Alcarte Diocese where the Saint Candidate served as an 
Assistant Bishop... so many members of the clergy and our believers 
have been serving in different roles in relation to our Saint 
Candidate.” 


How extreme. 


No, not just extreme. Abnormal. Eugene couldn’t help but think that 
way. According to this statement, most people around Kristina were 
actors and spies assigned to her due to her unique qualities as the 
Saint Candidate. 


“For over ten years, I have been teaching the Saint Candidate and 
hoping that she would grow up in a proper manner to be reborn as the 
Saint. Most gratifyingly, our Saint Candidate will soon become the 
Saint, and she will shine her light on the world by assisting the Hero 
who has reappeared after three hundred years,” Sergio paused for a 
moment. “Please don’t be offended, Sir Eugene Lionheart. While you 
are unmistakably the Hero, you are markedly lacking in the faith that 
a Hero requires. I hoped that our Saint Candidate would be able to 
guide the Hero and lead him into becoming a devout believer. 
However... our Saint Candidate seems to have instead been influenced 
by you, Sir Eugene.” 


“Why don’t you just let yourself go and speak frankly? The way that 
you keep talking in circles seems like it would be annoying to do. 
Even listening to it, it’s really quite...” Eugene laughed suggestively, 
then continued speaking, “It feels shitty? Or at least, that’s what I 
think. Ah, my apologies. Isn’t it unbecoming for the Hero to curse like 
this? I don’t want to resort to curses either, but I really think that 
word is best suited to express how I feel right now...” 


“It’s alright,” Sergio forgave him. 


Eugene had purposely thrown out such a word to ruffle his emotions, 
but Sergio hadn’t shown even the slightest shiver. Nevertheless, the 
thought ran through Eugene’s mind, ‘As expected of a priest who has 
calmed himself through prayer for decades.’ 


Sergio confessed, “Our Saint Candidate was unable to convert you, Sir 
Eugene, and was instead influenced by you because my teachings 
were insufficient.” 


“T guess you want to see me arriving at a church service while holding 
hands with Kristina?” Eugene asked sarcastically. 


“Tf that had been the case, it would have been quite the happy and 
fortunate affair. However, since it seems that you, Sir Eugene, aren’t 
willing to do such a thing... I will ask the Saint Candidate to continue 


to guide you so that you will at least be willing to pray together,” 
Sergio stated calmly. 


“T can’t help but think that your behavior is far too excessive in many 
ways. Shouldn’t faith come from the heart, without any compulsion? 
And it’s not like Kristina is still a ten-year-old brat. She’s currently 
graduating from a Candidate into full Sainthood. No matter what you 
have done as Kristina’s adoptive father, I still think that it would be 
presumptuous of you to interfere in her duties like that, Cardinal,” 
Eugene criticized. 


“As long as our Saint Candidate has an unwavering and perfect faith, 
there won’t be any need for me to interfere,” Sergio insisted. 
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The end of this long hallway was getting closer. 


“Sir Eugene. Please do not test our Saint Candidate’s faith. You are 
already a Hero capable of emitting a great Light all on your own, but 
the Saint Candidate is an apostle who is bestowed the Light by God. If 
you keep testing our Saint Candidate’s faith, causing it to shake... then 
the Saint Candidate may end up completely doubting her beliefs,” 
Sergio warned as he came to a halt in front of a closed door. “Once 
that happens, our Lord may confiscate the Light he has bestowed upon 
our Saint Candidate. If that were to occur, our Saint Candidate would 
become an ordinary human being and would be unable to stand by 
the side of the Hero.” 


“The one who decides whether or not someone stands by my side is 
myself, not God,” Eugene declared as he stepped past Sergio and 
reached for the doorknob. “She doesn’t need to be a Saint to stand by 
my side. If Kristina were to lose the power of the Saint, and if it was 
my fault? Then I would just think your God is quite petty, and I will 
continue to take Kristina with me.” 


“Haha...,” Sergio burst into laughter. 


A side glance showed that a smile had appeared on Sergio’s face. 
Eugene saw an eerie light flowing from the corners of Sergio’s eyes 
that had been squeezed into curves by his laughter. 


“Sir Eugene, even if you think that way, our Saint Candidate won’t be 
able to feel the same way,” Sergio pointed out after calming down. 
“She has gone through a lot of hard work to become the Saint, and if 
she couldn’t become the Saint... She wouldn’t even be able to imagine 
herself not being the Saint, especially since... she knows how special 
this era is proving to be.” 


“Special?” Eugene repeated questioningly. 


“The Hero never appeared during these past three hundred years. All 
of the Saints who have been born since the Faithful Anise have served 
as symbols of Yuras and have become canonized Saints following their 
deaths. That was all that they could do. However, in this era, with the 
appearance of the Hero, the Saint can finally fulfill her duties as the 
Saint and accompany the Hero,” Sergio explained. 


When the door was opened, a spacious room was revealed. Eugene’s 
attention was drawn to the cross hanging high on one wall and the 
religious sculptures decorating both walls and shelves. 


“You said you were leaving in the morning, didn’t you? I might be a 
bit late in asking, but where are you going?” Eugene asked as he 
stepped into the room. 


Sergio, who had drawn a few steps back, didn’t have the same eerie 
glow in his eyes as he had before. 


“Tll be heading to the Fount of Light,” Sergio revealed. “Since it is a 
sacred ritual, it must be conducted by a high-ranking priest.” 


“A sacred ritual, you say!” Eugene exclaimed. “If I am able to observe 
it at the site, don’t you think that faith will be kindled in my heart?” 


“My apologies, Sir Eugene. The rituals held at the Fount of Light are 
special, so even among our believers, only those who have been 
involved in the preparations for these rituals are allowed to observe,” 
Sergio informed Eugene as he began to close the door. 


Until the very last moment that the door was closed, Sergio didn’t stop 
smiling at Eugene. 


“So until the ritual is over and the Saint Candidate and I have 
returned, please feel free to embrace the presence of God within our 
cathedral,” Sergio said in farewell just before the door was completely 
shut. 


Sergio clasped his hands together, raised them towards the closed 
door, and said a prayer before turning away. He crossed the hallway 
at a different speed from when he first came through, and once he 
stepped out of the Cathedral, the Inquisitors from the Maleficarum fell 
into order behind Sergio. 
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Without even looking at Atarax, who had approached his side, Sergio 
spoke up. “The Fount of Light?” 


“The Blood Cross Knights are guarding the area around the spring. 
The water has already risen, and the Saint Candidate is currently 
preparing for the sacrament in the chapel,” Atarax reported. 


“Performing the sacrament by herself will not be enough. The ritual 
that begins tomorrow must be unique and different from the ones 
before. That’s why I’ve summoned all of you,” Sergio said. 


“Yes sir,” Atarax acquiesced. 


“Since [’ll have to assist in ensuring that the Sacrament is done 
completely and without any defects, it seems that I’ll have to make 
haste. Since I’ve already made all my preparations, let’s head to the 
spring immediately,” Sergio announced. 


Atarax asked, “What should we do about Sir Eugene?” 


“He is unmistakably the Hero. While his lacking faith is a flaw, we can 
address that in the future. What’s important right now is the Saint 
Candidate’s ritual. I think we still have enough time, but just in case 
she needs to spend more time in the light, we should make sure that 
we have enough time to spare,” Sergio said thoughtfully. 


“Yes, understood,” Atarax nodded. “However, shouldn’t we leave 
someone behind in the cathedral to keep an eye on Sir Eugene...?” 


“Of course, we should. Originally, I was going to let one of you stay 
behind, but... it seems that Sir Eugene is much sharper than I first 
thought. If I chose one of you, it would be a great offense to Sir 
Eugene. So let’s just leave that due to one of my servants.” 


“Yes, sir.” 


It was difficult for the Inquisitors to keep pace with the Cardinal. 
Atarax couldn’t help but feel awed by Sergio, who was slowly pulling 
ahead. 


It had been thirty years since Sergio had stepped down from active 
duty within the Interrogation Bureau. Atarax had heard that from then 
on, Sergio had not gone out into the field, instead going back and 
forth between various churches and the Vatican to hold services and 
devote himself to his studies on scripture... but there still wasn’t a 
single Inquisitor able to keep up with the Cardinal, who was already 
well over seventy years old. 


‘It can’t be helped,’ Atarax thought. ‘Before becoming a Cardinal, Sir 
Sergio was called the Exterminator and was close to becoming the 
next Head of the Department. Since he even received the Stigmata and 
became a Cardinal... it could be said that he’s still as strong as he was 
in the heyday of his active service as an Inquisitor.’ 


Atarax felt deeply grateful to have been called to participate in this 
sacred and glorious ritual. 


It wasn’t just Atarax, either. A hundred Inquisitors had all received 
Sergio’s summons. All of them had been influenced by Sergio in the 
past, and they considered it a great honor for Sergio to have invited 
them to take part in this ritual. 


“What about the door?” Sergio asked. 
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Atarax replied, “It’s already open.” 


The Fount of Light was quite far away from this Cathedral. It would 
take too much time to ride a carriage or run there directly. These 


Inquisitors who had escorted Kristina from the station to the distant 
Fount of Light had been able to return to the cathedral so quickly 
because there was a warp-gate in the basement of the cathedral that 
was kept hidden from the world and erased from all records. 


“Sir Eugene has probably found out about the existence of the door 
already,” Sergio noted. 


Eugene should have noticed that the Inquisitors who had left with 
Kristina had returned faster than it took him to arrive at the cathedral 
and had taken part in the ambush arranged within. 


“Close the door as soon as we’ve gone through and left the cathedral,” 
Sergio ordered. 


“Do we really need to go that far?” Atarax questioned. 


“There’s nothing wrong with being careful. While I don’t think that Sir 
Eugene will find this door or even try to reach the Fount of Light on 
his own... it seems that Sir Eugnee is quite an unpredictable 
individual,” Sergio said as he walked towards the warp-gate. “If, by 
any chance, Sir Eugene happens to witness the ritual... I don’t think 
he will try to understand why we’re doing it. He will probably also 
oppose us. That’s why I can’t help but worry. Because the ritual this 
time is extremely, extremely important...” 


Yet regardless of the ritual’s importance, Sergio’s eyes narrowed into a 
calm gaze. Once the Vatican had confirmed the Saint’s authenticity, 
the new Saint’s existence would be proclaimed in the Plaza of the Sun, 
right in time for the feast day of the Faithful Anise. 


The Saint who had inherited the will of the Faithful Anise would then 
be formally announced to the world. This era’s Saint would not just be 
the symbol of Yuras but also a protagonist of the era alongside the 
Hero. 


That was why this latest ritual at the Fount of Light was so important. 


Sergio himself felt immensely honored to be able to preside over this 
ritual. 


“T, Rensol, will be serving Sir Eugene during your stay here. If there is 
anything I can do to make your stay more convenient—” 


“Ts there anything like a holy relic in this cathedral?” 


Eugene immediately interrupted Rensol, who had just knocked and 
entered the room, with a question. He had no intention of building 
any relationships or having any unnecessary conversations with this 
cleric when it was obvious that he was meant to be a guard. 


“Did you just say... relics?” Rensol repeated in confusion. 
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“TIsn’t this Tressia Cathedral one of the oldest places in Yuras? Since 
it’s been around for so long, surely there should be one or two holy 
relics connected to the Saints of the past, right?” Eugene demanded. 


Rensol hesitated, “Uh... um... that’s... it’s not like there isn’t any.” 


“Tt can’t be that outsiders are forbidden from looking at these holy 
relics, right?” Eugene asked coercively. 


“The holy relics aren’t tourist attractions,” Rensol said with a firm 
expression. 


At this, Eugene immediately changed his attitude and continued 
speaking, “My words were poorly chosen. It’s just that I’ve recently 
realized what my destiny is, and I’m currently contemplating with a 
sincere heart whether or not to entrust myself to the Church of the 
Light. I was just thinking that if I come into contact with the holy 
relics belonging to the Saints of old, I might sense their devotion and 
find my own faith dwelling within me...” 


“Ah...,” Rensol hummed in confusion. 


“T have no intention of treating it as some light-hearted tour. It’s fine 
even if I’m just looking at them from a distance. I only want to see the 


holy relics in person,” Eugene pleaded. 
Thanks to such persuasion, Eugene was led to the holy relics. 


There were various different types of relics. The remains of a Saint, 
the personal belongings of a Saint, and objects that had touched the 
corpse of a Saint or the body of a Saint while they were still alive. 
Naturally, among all the various relics, the most valuable were the 
remains of the Saints. Then came the Saint’s personal belongings. 


Beneath the altar of the chapel, the jawbone of a Saint from hundreds 
of years ago was enshrined as a holy relic. Apart from that, several 
holy relics such as the leg bones and ribs of an ancient Sint, a cross 
that was said to have been worn around her neck, a cassock, a shroud, 
and a ring were all stored in the heart of the cathedral. 


To be honest, it was difficult for Eugene to understand why the 
remains and the belongings of a deceased Saint were kept as holy 
relics. However, he made sure not to reveal such disbelief in his facial 
expressions and kept looking at the relics that Rensol was guiding him 
to with enthralled eyes. 


“That is the last of the holy relics kept in Tressia Cathedral. It’s said to 
be the skull of Saint Theodore, who served as the Pope nine hundred 
years ago,” Rensol declared. 


Eugene silently contemplated how to react as he looked at the white 
skull enshrined within a glass coffin. 


The jawbone of the Saint buried beneath the altar and the ribs and 
legbones of another Saintess had already been extremely shocking... 
but now it was a whole skull. 


“Aren’t there any relics belonging to the Faithful Anise?” Eugene 
finally asked. 


“Huh?” Rensol blinked in surprise. “Did you say a holy relic belonging 
to the Faithful Anise? Since she disappeared on a far-off pilgrimage, 
not even a fragment of her remains was left behind.” 


“But relics don’t need to be from her corpse, right? Things like Lady 


Anise’s cassock... or a necklace...,” Eugene trailed off. 
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“Ah... certainly that may be the case,” Rensol agreed. “However, I 
have never heard of any such relics belonging to Lady Anise. If there 
are, they wouldn’t be kept in this cathedra either. If Lady Anise’s holy 
relics do exist... then they would most probably be stored in the 
Vatican’s special reliquary.” 


“Special reliquary?” 


“Yes. The Faithful Lady Anise was a great Saint who was second only 
to the Founder of Yuras, the Incarnation of Light. If such relics of Lady 
Anise did exist, then they must be of exceptional quality, so the 
Vatican would keep them under direct management.” 


After that, Eugene parted ways with Rensol and returned to his rooms. 
Rensol would surely report to Sergio that he had gone looking for holy 
relics, but that didn’t matter to Eugene. 


‘The special reliquary... ’ 


It was certainly possible that Anise’s holy relics were indeed kept 
there. In a few days, he would be heading to the Vatican with Kristina, 
so if Eugene were to make good use of his position as the Hero, he 
might be able to enter the special reliquary. 


‘But that thing earlier... what was that?’ 
The pillars of light, the smell of blood, and that wounded back. 


Although Sergio had said that everything that happened back there 
was a miracle, Eugene definitely couldn’t believe that was the case. 
Eugene pulled the Holy Sword out of his cloak and set it down beside 
his bed. 


“You were the one showing that to me, right?” Eugene asked the 
sword. 


Back in the Samar Rainforest, the Holy Sword had independently 
meddled with Eugene’s dreams and showed him a vision of the past. 


“What were you trying to show me?” Eugene asked once more. 


That girl with her back turned towards him... was it Anise? Or 
perhaps it was Kristina instead. Either way, he couldn’t just consider it 
to be a meaningless vision. 


“Sir Eugene?” Mer, who had been hiding inside the cloak, poked her 
head out with a question. 


As Eugene felt Mer begin to crawl out of the cloak, he unfurled it 
slightly. 


Mer hesitated, “...Um, what should I say?” 
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“Just don’t say anything,” Eugene told her. 

“However, I really don’t understand why you’re doing this.” 
“There’s a reason for everything.” 


Mer looked down at Eugene, who had closed his eyes and was trying 
to sleep while hugging the Holy Sword. 


“Tf you intend to sleep like that, I won’t be able to sleep next to you,” 
Mer complained. 


“You don’t sleep anyway, so what’s the matter with that?” Eugene 
scoffed. “That’s right, Mer, you can stay at my side... and keep watch 
so that I don’t let go of the Holy Sword in my sleep.” 


“Sir Eugene, are you really asking me to watch you sleep all night and 
listen to what you say in your sleep?” Mer asked in disbelief. 


“How long has it been since you started traveling with me? What are 


you so surprised about,” Eugene grumbled. 


Mer smiled slightly and got off of the bed. Then she pulled a chair 
over to the side of the bed and sat down next to Eugene. 


“Well, fine then,” Mer acquiesced. “I’ll be sure to listen to whatever 
you foolishly mumble in your sleep.” 


“Instead of my face, keep a careful eye on the Holy Sword,” Eugene 
ordered her. 


Mer assured him, “Don’t worry about it. But just why are you trying to 
sleep like that? Is it refreshing if you hug the Holy Sword in your 
sleep?” 


Eugene explained, “I’m doing this for the dreams.” 
“The dreams?” Mer tilted her head in question. 


Eugene didn’t reply any further and just fell asleep, still paying close 
attention to the Holy Sword in his arms. 


Chapter 187 
The Cathedral (3) 


Within a white room that was completely empty of anything, Kristina 
was kneeling down in the center of the room. The room had no 
windows, nor did it have any lights. Even so, it wasn’t dark. This room 
was white because the walls themselves were able to emit light. 


This was the chapel building near the Fount of Light. Kristina was 
familiar with this room but didn’t find it the least bit comfortable. The 
day that she was bestowed with the Light, and it first began to dwell 
within her body, was the first day that Kristina had come to the Fount 
of Light and had entered this room. 


After ten years of this, the room had become familiar to her, but it 
was as uncomfortable as her. The walls shone as softly as ever while 
she sat in the center of the room and went through the process of 
preparing for the sacrament. Without doing anything, just sitting there 
and settling her heart. 


It was just a repetition of what she had done before. Nothing had 
changed. 


Even ten years ago, she had had these sorts of thoughts. Was all this 
really necessary? Why? Was there any meaning to this — no, there 
was definitely some meaning. However... was this the right thing to 
do? Was this truly God’s will? 


Could the Saintess really be such an existence? 


....” Kristina silently repeated such thoughts to herself. 


She had pondered the same questions dozens, even hundreds of times, 
but in the end, she had still stayed in this room. 


Compared to the success of the sacrament, the fact that she wasn’t 


able to understand her own role in this was as insignificant as a speck 
of dust. That was what Kristina had been taught ever since she was a 
child. That was how she had grown up. 


She had been told of the role of the Saintess, and she knew how 
significant becoming the Saintess was. That was something that 
Kristina had never doubted. 


She lived to become the Saint. 


Kristina Rogeris’s whole life had been dedicated to earning the name 
of the Saint. Now, after everything she had endured for the past ten 
years, her goal had come within her reach. After all, hadn’t a Hero 
finally appeared in this era? The presence of the Hero added even 
more value to the price that Kristina had paid her life for. 


It wasn’t long now. 


Kristina opened her eyes and looked down. The dagger that had been 
placed in front of her knees caught her eye. The blade had been 
sharpened to the point where it couldn’t be any sharper. She had 
already spent enough time in hesitation; now, she had prepared 
herself and made up her mind. 


Kristina immediately reached out and grasped the hilt of the dagger 
and lifted the ghastly blade. Just like how this room was familiar yet 
discomforting, the hilt of the dagger that her fingers were wrapped 
firmly around also felt familiar yet uncomfortable. 


Kristina’s face was reflected within the polished blade. A face so stiff 
and lifeless that even she couldn’t recognize herself in it. Without any 
trace of joy, the corners of her mouth drew a straight line across her 
face, and her eyes were dull and sunken. Such a face was the true 
essence of the person called Kristina. Most of the time, Kristina didn’t 
feel much of an urge to smile. 


‘Did you notice that?’ Kristina silently asked Eugene. 
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He probably had. Kristina tilted the dagger slightly so that her own 


face was no longer visible within it. She had sensed that he had seen 
through her during the months they had wandered through Samar 
together, and she had also felt it during the short time they had ridden 
the train together. 


‘Is something wrong?’ 
‘You had a strange look on your face.’ 
‘It feels like you’re forcing yourself to laugh.’ 


‘Compared to a few months ago, you’ve regressed back to the way that 
a Saint is supposed to speak to the Hero.’ 


Kristina saw Eugene’s face in the slanted blade of her dagger. A face 
that was full of ill-tempered mischief. A goading smile that could 
hardly be imagined to come from a Hero. 


‘I don’t care if I give off that feeling.’ 


Eugene’s voice rang out inside her head. The corners of Kristina’s 
mouth twitched in a smile. 


‘Rather than a bond between the Hero and the Saint, I would prefer a 
bond between one person and another.’ 


‘Because such a bond is much deeper and more sincere.’ 
“No, it isn’t,” Kristina muttered as she looked down at the dagger. 


There was no way that a bond between one person and another could 
be deeper and stronger than the bond between the Saint and the Hero. 
Kristina sincerely believed this. She couldn’t help but do so. 


Kristina Rogeris didn’t know anything about the bond that could exist 
between two different people. All the bonds she had forged were 
based on her identity as the Saint Candidate. Kristin was well aware of 
the fact that everyone around her was an actor in a play that starred 
her as the Saint Candidate. 


In her view, the ties that existed between one person and another 
were so light and thin as to be insignificant. That was what she 
believed. That was what she had to believe. Kristina no longer saw 
Eugene’s face in the dagger. 


The only thing that she could see was herself wearing a pure white 
shroud. Without any hesitation, Kristina brought the dagger to her 
wrist. 


In order for her to be reborn as the Saint... 
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In order to build the bond between the Hero and the Saint... 


The future she had longed for and envisioned for the past ten years 
would soon be ushered in. 


With emotionless eyes, Kristina slit her own wrist. 


Even though Eugene had slept while hugging the sword all night long, 
he didn’t receive any dreams. In the end, he just ended up greeting the 
following day. 


“Fuck,” Eugene spat out a curse as he got out of bed. 


The natural lighting in this damn room was a bit too good for him to 
fully appreciate. The sunlight pouring in from the window was so 
bright that it stung his eyes to the point of pain. That alone would 
have been irritating enough, but there weren’t even any curtains 
installed on the windows to block out the sunlight. 


“Tt seems that you didn’t have a nice dream,” Mer said with a giggle as 
she sat next to the bed and read the scripture book. 


Eugene squinted his eyes at the scripture book, its densely layered 
pages rendering it quite thick, in Mer’s hands. 


“Ts it interesting?” Eugene asked. 


“Tt’s more interesting than I thought it would be,” Mer admitted. 
“Hm... as long as I just consider it to be a novel, that is.” 


“Ts it more interesting than the fairy tale that Sienna wrote?” 


“Please don’t try to fool me so sneakily. No matter what you say, I 
don’t believe that Lady Sienna is the one who wrote that fairy tale.” 


Eugene clicked his tongue at Mer’s exasperated denial. He then shot a 
glare at the Holy Sword that he had placed beside him. Even though it 
had invaded his dreams of its own volition and showed him a vision of 
the past, this time, when he had gone so far as to do something crazy 
like hugging it in his sleep to get it to show him something, it had 
failed. Even though Eugene had practically set the stage for it to show 
him whatever it wanted, the Holy Sword had refused to show 
anything this time. 


“Should I just break it?” Eugene muttered to himself. 


“If you do that, the zealots of Yuras will be sure to try and capture you 
for execution,” Mer warned Eugene with a forceful stare and a solemn 
expression as she got down from her chair. Then she brought her 
hands together in front of her chest and took up a praying posture as 
she said, “‘Divine Punishment!’ is what they’ll shout while trying to 
grab you. I know that you are strong, but wouldn’t it still be scary if 
hundreds or even thousands of fanatics who are prepared to martyr 
themselves were to attack you?” 
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“T don’t know if that’s scary, but it sure sounds annoying,” Eugene said 
as he glanced towards the door. 


He could feel a presence coming from beyond the closed door. 


“They’ve been waiting there for about two hours now,” Mer informed 
him. 


“What a uselessly sincere person,” Eugene commented sarcastically. 
Mer shrugged, “It’s probably just to keep an eye on you, Sir Eugene.” 
Rensol was the one waiting outside the door. 


As soon as Eugene opened the door, Rensol smiled broadly and 
approached with a greeting, “Sir Eugene, did you have a good night? 
How would you like to have your breakfast? We can have it delivered 
to your room if you wish, but if possible, how about having breakfast 
together in the dining hall?” 


Eugene hummed, “Hm... What’s the difference between having 
breakfast delivered or eating in the dining hall? Is there a difference in 
the contents of the menu—” 


“Not at all!” Rensol immediately denied. “It’s just that I was hoping 
that the other clergy who serve in the cathedral would be able to offer 
their welcomes to Sir Eugene...” 


“To me? Weren’t the things regarding my identity meant to be kept a 
secret from the ordinary clergy members?” Eugene asked in confusion. 


“Ah... you don’t need to worry about that. All that the other clergy of 
this cathedral know is that Sir Eugene from the Lionheart clan is 
currently visiting as the friend of the Saint Candidate Kristina,” Rensol 
revealed as he lowered his voice to a whisper. “It’s just that the name 
of ‘Eugene Lionheart’ is so famous. The younger priests seem to want 
to meet with you, Sir Eugene, and have a talk with you about the 
gracious light.” 


Although he’d expected this, Eugene feigned a puzzled expression. 
These priests weren’t really trying to meet with Eugene to evangelize 
him. The truth was that the church’s finances and the clergy’s pockets 
were all filled by generous donations from believers and noble 
patrons. Since the Lionheart clan was a prestigious clan famous across 
the continent, the priests must be hoping to secure ample donations 
by establishing a strong connection with Eugene. 


“Tl have my breakfast served in my room,” Eugene decided. “Since I 
don’t have any reason to go out on my own, just bring my meals here 


whenever it’s mealtime.” 


“Ah... that’s quite a pity,” Rensol sighed. “The chapel at noon, when 
the sun is at its highest, is extremely beautiful...” 


“But wouldn’t that beautiful chapel be crowded with clergy and 
believers?” Eugene grumbled as he looked out of a window. 


Believers who had come to worship in the cathedral were already 
lining up outside. Eugene didn’t have the slightest desire to mingle 
with the other priests or believers. 


As such, Eugene just shut himself up in his room. He filled himself 
with the meals Rensol brought him each time for breakfast, lunch, and 
dinner. Ever since Eugene had woken up, he had held on to the Holy 
Sword, focussed his thoughts on it, and tried to get it to respond. 
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However, nothing happened. Like before, while it was possible to get 
the Holy Sword to emit light whenever he used it, the back of the girl 
he had seen the previous day never reappeared. Time after time, 
Eugene called upon the Holy Sword’s light, but nothing special 
happened. 


So, in the end, he just went to sleep. Still hugging the Holy Sword, 
Eugene went into a deep sleep that lasted until the following morning. 
Perhaps because he so desperately wanted to see a dream... he really 
did end up dreaming. 


Inside his dream, Eugene ran around on fluffy clouds... 


He couldn’t figure out why he was running. However, he knew that 
the cloud he was running on wasn’t actually a real cloud, but one 
made up of sweet cotton candy. 


After running around on the cotton candy like this... at some point, 
the cotton candy became a lake of chocolate. In the middle of the 
lake, Mer was pedaling a boat in the shape of a duck. With her arms 
packed full of marshmallows, Mer pedaled across the lake. Then she 
bit off a wet marshmallow and rescued Eugene, who was drowning in 


the chocolate lake. 

Sir Eugene! Sir Eugene has turned into chocolate! 

“.,.What kind of dream was that?” Eugene grumbled upon waking. 
What a shitty dream. 


Eugene scratched his head, then picked up the Holy Sword and threw 
it away. The sharp blade pierced through the floor, but that didn’t 
bother Eugene. 


“Sir Eugene, you really have a nasty personality,” said Mer, gnawing 
on a piece of chocolate next to the bed. 


Eugene spotted the skewers from a piece of cotton candy and a 
marshmallow wrapper next to Mer. 


“Are you treating my cloak like your storeroom?” Eugene demanded. 


“Rather than a storeroom, it’s more like my house. So it’s up to me to 
store whatever I want inside my house,” Mer declared proudly. 


“Strictly speaking, you’re not really the owner of the house. I’m the 
landlord, while you’re just a tenant. Though you don’t even pay any 
rent,” Eugene complained. 


Mer argued back, “Of course I pay rent. Aren’t I a great help to you, 
Sir Eugene? Just imagine, Sir Eugene, what would it be like if I wasn’t 
at your side? You would surely have been very lonely and bored. Even 
now, Sir Eugene, I’m at your side and talking with you, aren’t I?” 


“.,.Hm...,” Eugene hummed, unable to deny Mer’s words. 


Mer changed the subject, “In any case, Sir Eugene, did you still fail to 
have a dream?” 
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“T did dream about something.” 
“What kind of dream was it?” 


“A shitty dream,” Eugene grumbled as he pulled out the Holy Sword 
embedded into the floor. 


Eugene spent the next two days inside the room. His isolation wasn’t 
completely pointless. Thanks to spending so much time holding to the 
Holy Sword, he was able to come up with several hypotheses. 


The revelation he was looking for hadn’t appeared in the summoned 
light, nor had it interfered with his dreams. Since that was the case, he 
couldn’t help but think that the chapel might be the vital location. 
Those pillars of light and the Holy Sword. What if the Holy Sword had 
managed to touch on something while it was there? 


After having spent two days verifying his suspicions, Eugene now had 
no choice but to take a closer look at the cathedral. Thankfully, 
Cardinal Rogeris had gone away, so there were no Inquisitors there to 
keep watch. 


‘This is the second day,’ Eugene realized as he thought of Kristina. 


Since he had been told that the ritual held at the Fount of Light would 
take three days, the ritual should be over by tomorrow. Eugene still 
didn’t know what kind of ritual was taking place at the Fount of Light. 


Was the ritual that Kristina was taking part in something that needed 
to be done even if she didn’t want to? Eugene couldn’t help but 
suspect that. 


If Kristina had just told him, ‘I don’t want to go,’ Eugene would have 
ensured that Kristina didn’t go to the spring. 


However, Kristina hadn’t said that. The ritual at the spring seemed 
important, and for Kristina herself, her title of the Saint held a lot of 
meaning. In the end, Kristina had still decided to head to the Fount of 
Light. While desperately hiding her expression that openly said she 
didn’t want to go, she resolutely chose to show her resolve. Then she 
had left Eugene behind. 


As for Eugene, he wanted to respect her decision. Kristina hadn’t 
asked for Eugene’s sympathy. All she wanted was to become the 
official Saint and build a formal bond with the Hero. 


The Saint and the Hero... Eugene definitely couldn’t empathize or 
sympathize with her desire for such a relationship, but he knew that 
was what Kristina had desperately wished for. 


Or at least that’s what he thought. 


That night, the believers who had filled the cathedral from dawn until 
sunset had all gone home, and the clergy had returned to their 
quarters. As midnight approached, the vast cathedral fell silent as not 
a single person remained within. 
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It was rare to find any shadowy places in this cathedral, but that 
didn’t matter to Eugene. He was able to use stealth magic and could 
even suppress his presence. Using these, Eugene snuck out of his room 
and entered the cathedral. 


Eugene raised his head to look up at the pillars of light. The light was 
still pouring in from the glass on the walls and the ceiling. He hadn’t 
taken the Holy Sword out yet, leaving it inside his cloak. It would be 
annoying if he were to take it out, only for it to needlessly run while 
emitting light all on its own like it had the day before yesterday. 


[Aren’t your eyes dazzled by that?] Mer asked, surprised at the sight 
of Eugene looking straight at the pillars of light. 


She definitely wouldn’t be able to look straight into the light like he 
currently was. It was so bright that Mer wouldn’t even be able to see it 
properly, and it felt like her vision would be covered in red and white 
splotches. 


‘I can’t see too clearly,’ Eugene silently admitted. 


Eugene’s eyes could peer through even the deepest darkness, and no 
matter how bright the day was, he could even look straight at the sun. 
But even he couldn’t see through this light. The closer he tried to get a 
look at the center, the more his eyes began to tingle, and his vision 
began to shake. 


But if he couldn’t see it clearly from a distance, he would just need to 
get close. Eugene leaped up into the sky into the pillars of light. He 
had been trying to ascend to the ceiling all at once, but his body 
couldn’t float up as lightly as he had expected. As if the light itself had 
weight, it was pressing down on Eugene’s body. 


‘So what,’ Eugene snorted and drew on his mana. 
Using it, he was able to slowly climb up into the light. 


Although the ceiling had seemed quite high... it wasn’t this high, was 
it? In the middle of his rise, Eugene realized something was off and 
looked down at the ground. 


But he couldn’t see the floor. All he could see was light. 


Everything below seemed infinitely low, and everything above seemed 
infinitely high. And the light that had been weighing down on 
Eugene... at some point, had begun to pull Eugene upwards. 


Eugene had a sudden thought. 
Was this what a Divine Ascension felt like? 


In the scripture book that Sergio had given him, there were many 
stories of Saints who had ascended to heaven and gone to sit at the 
side of the God of Light. Perhaps Anise had ascended to heaven like 
this and became an angel. 


Eugen spotted something, ‘That’s... ’ 


The source of the light, which had seemed infinitely far away, had 
already started approaching him before he knew it. It was so bright 
that it was hard to see, but by squinting his eyes, Eugene could see 


what lay on the other side of the light. 
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...What he saw there... was a large rice bowl. 


Three hundred years ago, while the party was traveling together, most 
nights were spent resting and making their own food. The order of 
who made the meals always changed, but they each had their own 
tableware set aside from the others. 


Molon’s rice bowl was the largest, followed by Vermouth’s. 
Unexpectedly, Vermouth was quite the big eater. Then Hamel came 
third. 


As for Anise, she didn’t actually use her rice bowl for food. She used 
that large bowl to hold her holy water. Whenever the time came to 
open up the lid of the large keg they kept stocked, Anise was the first 
to run over and grab a drink using her bowl. 


Anise called the bowl her Holy Grail. 


At the other end of the light laid that same rice bowl, no, the Holy 
Grail. Eugene looked at the Holy Grail, which was tilted crookedly to 
the side, with blank eyes. There were cracks here and there, and a few 
chips were missing... but it was unmistakable. That was Anise’s Holy 
Grail. The light was pouring down from her Holy Grail. 


‘...That’s... just why... no, before that,’ Eugene shook himself and 
approached the Holy Grail. 


It was clear to see that if he just pulled it out like this, something 
irreversible would happen. So, instead of reaching for the Holy Grail, 
Eugene retrieved Akasha from inside his cloak. 


Then he immediately used the Draconic spell to try and find Anise. A 
faint light was emitted from Akasha’s Dragonheart. As the Draconic 
spell unfolded, it forged a connection with Anise’s Holy Grail. 


A little more... 


A little deeper... 
Just a little bit closer... 
Eugene’s vision was suddenly consumed with light. 


He saw a young girl standing there absentmindedly, wearing a white 
dress. 


Unlike when he saw her last time, she wasn’t standing with her back 
facing him. Her age seemed... a little over ten years old at most. She 
had long blonde hair and blue eyes. 


Then came the smell of blood. 
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Ever so slowly, the smell grew stronger. The stronger the smell got, 
the more blood began to spread across the girl’s clothes. Blood flowed 
down from both her wrists to drip on the floor. It wasn’t just her 
wrists. Her ankles, calves, thighs, stomach, sides, and chest... bloody 
lines were drawn all over her body with blood dripping down from 
them. 


However, the girl’s face was determined. As if she didn’t even know 
what pain was, the girl stood there resolutely, covered in blood, 
without a single twitch in her expression. 


The girl’s spilled blood collected on the floor. Then the pooled blood 
began to flow away like a river. 


Now, there was another girl. 


The new girl was very similar to the girl standing next to her, but 
there were a few differences. 


She had a mole under her eye, and then there was her facial 
expression. Lines of blood were drawn one by one on the new girl’s 
body, but she couldn’t endure it and stand tall like the girl next to her. 
She bit her lip as she endured the pain, her eyes furrowed, and in the 


end, she wasn’t able to take it and burst into tears. The girl’s tears 
flowed down alongside her blood. 


The first girl standing next to her didn’t look at the crying girl. But her 
blood that had pooled on the floor flowed over and collected at the 
feet of the crying girl. The blood pouring down from the crying girl 
mixed with the pool of the first girl’s blood. And then... then the 
blood flowed up in reverse and seeped into the crying girl’s wounds. 


Eugene watched this happen with a blank look. Naturally, he had 
recognized the two girls. Anise was the girl with the determined 
expression, and Kristina was the one crying next to her. 


What was going on? 


The moment Eugene thought of this question and reached out with his 
hand, the distance between Anise and Kristina grew far apart. And 
then many other girls were suddenly standing in between them. The 
newly arrived girls didn’t resemble Anise the way that Kristina did. 
However, standing in the middle of the river of blood that started 
from Anise, they all shed their blood together, and the long river of 
blood that was created through this method continued all the way to 
Kristina... 


“Look closely, Hamel,” the girl, no, Anise, spoke up. 


Anise was still in her younger form. She didn’t have any wings 
spreading out from her like when she had appeared in the form of an 
angel. Instead, she raised her bloody hand and reached out to Eugene. 


Anise continued speaking, “At this abominable bond.” 
Anise. 

The moment that Eugene was about to call out her name. 
Craaaash! 


The light exploded. The glass walls and ceilings of the cathedral, from 
which the pillars of light had poured down, were now shattered. 


Countless shards of glass fell down like rain. In the middle of all this, 
Eugene reached out his hand to catch the falling Holy Grail. 
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The moment he caught the Holy Grail, a vivid memory was engraved 
within Eugene’s mind. It was the traces that Anise had left behind in 
this holy relic. 


ecccee 


Eugene remained silent, confusion at what had just happened running 
through his head. 


“Sir Eugene?!” 
“Oh my god, what on earth...!” 


The pillars of light, which had been displaying their majesty within 
the Tressia Cathedral for hundreds of years, had all been destroyed. 
Shards of glass mixed in with the light as they all poured down. In the 
midst of this scene, Eugene was staring down at the Holy Grail and 
Akasha in his hands. 


He knew what he had just seen. 
However, he just couldn’t understand what it meant. 


The Holy Grail was an item with a soul. Among all the holy relics, 
physical remains were more valuable than any other relics, as they 
hadn’t just been close to a Saint; they had been part of a Saint. 


Perhaps that’s why he was able to get a closer look than when he had 
tried the spell on the necklace. The result might be blurred, but it was 
still recognizable. 


Within the Tressia Cathedral, the altar that lay beneath the pillars of 
light. 


Through Akasha’s Draconic spell, Anise’s Holy Grail was pointing to 
the holy relic stored beneath the altar. 


He had been told it was the jawbone of a Saintess from four hundred 
years ago. 


So why were Anise’s holy relic and Akasha’s Draconic spell pointing to 
that jawbone? 


Eugene couldn’t think of any guesses. 


But he didn’t even want to guess. 


Chapter 188 
The Cathedral (4) 


The falling shards of glass crashed into the floor and were further 
shattered. In the middle of the roaring sound created by this, Eugene 
was standing absentmindedly. Shards piled up on, or bounced off, his 
head and shoulders, and the sound was deafeningly loud, but in 
Eugene’s ears, there was absolute silence. 


Even though tens of thousands of these glass shards were pouring 
down on him, they couldn’t pierce his skin or cause him to bleed, but 
his whole body throbbed in pain as if it was being torn to pieces with 
a sharp knife. 


Or at least that’s how it felt. Eugene stared down at Anise’s Holy Grail 
that he was holding in his left hand. The afterimage of what he had 
seen was still lingering in his head. He saw the girls standing there 
with blood flowing down from them. The expressionless Anise, the 
crying Kristina, and the countless girls who had existed in between 
them. 


Eugene hadn’t been able to make out those girls’ expressions clearly. 
He felt nauseous. The bloody smell he shouldn’t still be sensing 
lingered beneath his nose and refused to leave. 


“...Sir Eugene?” a voice called out as Rensol and several other clerics 
hesitantly approached Eugene. 


They were having a hard time understanding the situation. The 
destruction of the pillars of light, which had been the pride of this 
cathedral for hundreds of years, had befuddled their minds, and the 
presence of Eugene Lionheart in the center of this left them in even 
more confusion. 


From how things looked... it appeared as though Eugene was the one 
to destroy the pillars of light. 


But why in the world would he do that? What reason could there be 
for him to do so? Even the priests who weren’t aware of Eugene’s 
identity thought this way, and Rensol, who knew that Eugene was the 
Hero, was even more certain that Eugene had no reason to do this. 


“Are you... alright?” Rensol asked tentatively. “F-for now, please 
come over here. We don’t know if the walls won’t continue to 
collapse. Staying there is far too dangerous—” 


A voice was babbling nonsense at him, but Eugene could only hear the 
sound of his heart beating ever faster, like it was about to explode. His 
empty right hand was clenched tight enough that it seemed like he 
was trying to crush his bones. His breaths raced alongside the 
thumping of his heart. Eugene panted for breath as he lifted his head. 


He saw the altar of the cathedral. Thanks to the shards of glass that 
had fallen from above, the altar and its surroundings were covered in 
glass fragments. 


As Eugene stepped towards the altar, shards of glass cracked beneath 
his feet. When Eugene began to approach the altar, the bewilderment 
on the faces of Rensol and the other priests only mounted. They 
couldn’t tell what Eugene’s intentions were, but they could somewhat 
read the kind of atmosphere that he was giving off. 


“Sir Eugene, just what in the world are you trying to do?” Rensol 
asked as he approached Eugene with a stiff expression. 


However, Rensol could only take a few steps forward before freezing 
in place. It wasn’t just Rensol, either. All the priests who were about 
to try and stop Eugene found themselves unable to move as if they 
were frozen in place. 


[Sir Eugene...,] Mer tentatively spoke up from inside his cloak. 


But Eugene didn’t have the spare focus to answer her. As Eugene 
absentmindedly did what he could to suppress his overflowing killing 
intent, he kicked over the altar with one foot. 


Bang! 


The altar didn’t topple over, nor was it sent flying. The moment 
Eugene kicked it, the altar shattered into a cloud of dust. Having 
removed the altar, Eugene picked up the Saintess’ jawbone that had 
been emplaced into the hollow floor beneath. 
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“S-sir Eugene...,” Rensol stammered as he called out Eugene’s name. 


That was the jawbone of the Saintess from four hundred years ago. 
Among all the holy relics enshrined within the Tressia Cathedral, it 
was a rare first-class holy relic that could only be compared to the 
skull of Saint Theodore. 


“P-please put it back down,” Rensol pleaded. “I really don’t know why 
you are doing all this, but you can’t just touch that without 
permission...” 


Eugene wasn’t listening to him. He just threw the jawbone into Anise’s 
Holy Grail and turned around. The priests couldn’t follow Eugene as 
he left the main cathedral. 


[...Sir Eugene, are you alright? You’re okay, right?] Mer repeated 
herself in concern. 


“T’m fine,” Eugene responded as he exited the cathedral. 


This was a lie. In Eugene’s opinion, his current self wasn’t alright at 
all. But it also wasn’t all that rare for his emotions to get riled up to 
this extent... 


When he had discovered the Death Knight made from Hamel’s corpse 
in the desert grave. When Barang attacked Signard and the other elves 
in the Samar Rainforest. When Eward had captured his relatives to use 
as a Sacrifice at the Black Lion Castle, and when he had to face the 
remnants of the Demon Kings. 


However, the emotions that had rioted during those events had at 
least been clear and certain. He had felt anger, rage, and other such 
feelings. However, Eugene was currently uncertain about what he was 
feeling. These feelings were just as intense as they were back then, but 


he still wasn’t sure whether this emotion rising within him was anger, 
rage, or something else. 


‘No.’ 
The truth was... 
‘I do know.’ 


Eugene actually did know what he was feeling and what he was 
thinking. He just didn’t want to admit it. Eugene bit down firmly on 
his lower lips as he reached inside his cloak to pull out Akasha. 


Mer grabbed Eugene’s hand. She stuck her face out of the cloak and 
looked up at Eugene with a concerned expression. Her green eyes, 
which so resembled Sienna’s, were trembling with anxiety. 


Although Eugene hadn’t been certain what kind of expression he had 
on his face, now he knew. The face reflected back at him from within 
Mer’s eyes looked unfamiliar even to himself. 


“Tm fine,” Eugene repeated once more. 


Even though he knew he wasn’t fine, Eugene couldn’t help but say he 
was. Mer also could sense what he was feeling. Mer knew she couldn’t 
hold Eugene in place or calm him down, and she also knew that she 
didn’t have the justification for doing so. 
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So, in the end, Mer didn’t say anything and just let go of Eugene’s 
hand. While accepting Mer’s worried gaze, Eugene lifted Akasha. 


This Saintess’ jawbone was from four hundred years ago. 
Anise had been born three hundred years ago. 


Eugene didn’t understand what exactly this gap of one hundred years 
meant. He didn’t even want to understand. However, in the end, the 


outcome was still the same. Even if he didn’t want to, he needed to 
understand. Even though Eugene didn’t want to admit the truth, he 
knew he had no choice but to accept it. 


He could still hear the sound of his own heartbeat pounding loudly in 
his ears. Swallowing a heavy breath, Eugene cast Akasha’s Draconic 
spell. 


Crack crack. 


Something flowed into Eugene’s head. The connection between him 
and this relic from hundreds of years ago was projected into Eugene’s 
mind. 


The resulting picture wasn’t clear. Perhaps because it was from so 
long ago — or perhaps, because the relic was so damaged? He didn’t 
know which it was, but Eugene saw a scene, undercut with crackling 
static, play out inside his head. 


Once again, Eugene saw the abominable bond that lay between those 
girls whose feet were soaked in the flowing river of blood. There was 
Anise, Kristina, and all the other girls apart from them. But this time, 
Anise wasn’t the one at the head of the line. 


Even before Anise, there was another girl, no, girls, who were letting 
their blood flow freely. Their faces were missing. Of all the girls 
standing there, the only two whose faces were clearly visible were 
Anise and Kristina. The other girls’ faces were... gone. 


It wasn’t that he couldn’t see them clearly. They literally didn’t have 
faces. Their features weren’t obscured by a haze of fog either. Whether 
it was their eyes, noses, or lips, they didn’t have any of those features. 
It was a grotesque and creepy sight to see all these girls with empty 
faces standing in line, letting out their blood. 


Eugene’s eyes went to one of the girls standing in front of Anise. Like 
the others, the girl didn’t have a face, but she wasn’t just missing her 
eyes, nose, and mouth. She didn’t have a chin, either. So her face 
looked like the lower half had been cut off. It looked like it would be 
painful to even breathe. Eugene knew this girl had to be the Saintess 
from four hundred years ago. 


If that was the case, what about all the other girls standing in front of 
her? And what about the girls standing between Anise and Kristina? 


Eugene had already figured out who they were earlier. But just like 
these feelings within him, the answer wasn’t something he had wanted 
to accept. 


He needed to see more. 


Bowing his head, Eugene walked forward. The Holy Grail and the 
jawbone were swallowed up together by the light. 


‘There must be more that you want to show me. I’m fine. I don’t have 
any problems with continuing. I’m prepared to see everything.’ 
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As Eugene muttered these reassurances to himself, Anise, still with an 
expressionless face, closed her eyes. 


One by one, all the girls collapsed and disappeared. 


All the Saints standing there collapsed like sand castles, becoming part 
of the river that flowed with spilled blood. The red flow of blood 
became a spiraling whirlpool within the center of Eugene’s field of 
vision. 


Crack crack. 


The noise created a distortion in the image. Finally, the terrifyingly 
red whirlpool settled down to become a calm body of water. A 
beautiful and brightly shining... spring. 


Boom. 


The sound rang out from below Eugene’s feet. It was the sound of 
footprints being crushed into the floor and left behind as Eugene’s 
footsteps landed too heavily for the floor to withstand. While trying to 
calm the emotions raging within him, Eugene tried to think about the 
situation, no, about everything that he had just found out. 


The Fount of Light. 


He didn’t know where exactly it was. Seeing as it wasn’t made public 
knowledge, it had to be a place that was kept secret even within 
Tressia. From what he had seen in the projection... it didn’t seem to 
be inside a building. There were ancient pillars... Eugene thought he 
had seen the remains of a temple that looked so old it could be called 
a ruin. Where was it? There was no place like that near the cathedral. 


As for Kristina. 


Kristina was currently at that site. Eugene continued walking. He 
didn’t know what exactly that spring was. He also didn’t know the 
purpose of the ritual being held there. Kristina had said that ritual was 
necessary and that she herself was taking part in it willingly. No 
matter how suspicious the ritual had seemed, Eugene had been willing 
to respect Kristina’s choice. 


—Look closely, Hamel. 
—At this abominable bond. 


Anise, in the form of a young girl, had raised her hands, which were 
covered in blood. 


Kristina, who was also in the form of a young girl, had been crying 
next to Anise. Ever since they had reunited in Yurasia, her attitude 
had been strange. 


Respect, huh? Eugene rubbed his own stiff cheeks. 
‘Since when have I ever been so considerate of others?’ 


When that thought popped into his head, Eugene didn’t hesitate any 
longer. 
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Baaaang! 


The ground beneath Eugene’s feet shattered and collapsed as he 
launched himself into the air. 


Eugene turned his back on the purple night sky above the city, which 
was far too bright. The wind that he had summoned held Eugene’s 
body aloft. After flying high enough that he was able to view all of the 
huge Tressia Cathedral in one go, Eugene lifted Akasha. 


The Dragonheart emitted light. With his eyes wide open, Eugene saw 
the myriad spells that had been layered over the cathedral. Most of 
the spells dealt with maintaining the building and enhancing its 
aesthetics. These weren’t the spells that he was using Akasha to look 
for. One by one, Eugene removed these countless spells from his 
search. Although he had Mer’s assistance, so much magic information 
was being forced into his field of vision that Eugene’s head was 
pounding. 


Still, it felt better for him to have a headache because of this. Instead 
of distracting Eugene’s thoughts, the throbbing headache was actually 
sharpening his mind. Going deeper, ever deeper, his eyes grew 
bloodshot as he forced out even more concentration through gritted 
teeth. 


His eyes, which were dyed with a red light, penetrated deep into the 
basement of the Cathedral. He had found it. The corners of Eugene’s 
mouth twisted upwards. He recalled what Mer had said on the first 
day they had arrived in Yuras. 


He didn’t know if it was used for convenience, but there really was a 
hidden warp-gate buried deep beneath the cathedral. Eugene then 
found the path that led to this basement. So there was no longer any 
need to stay aloft like this. 


Eugene immediately flew downward, heading to the clocktower and 
the door that led underground that was hidden within it. 


“Sir Eugene!” a voice interrupted him. 


It was Rensol. He was blocking the entrance to the clocktower along 
with a few other priests. 


“P-please return to your room,” Rensol stammered. “Why in the world 
are you doing this? Why... why would you take those holy relics—” 


“Get out of the way,” Eugene spat in an unfamiliar voice. 
Without stopping, Eugene just kept walking towards them briskly. 


“Sir Eugene, were you also responsible for shattering the pillars of 
light? Just why would you do that? P-please give us an explanation,” 
Rensol bravely demanded. 


It seemed that they didn’t have any intention of backing down from 
just a warning. Eugene immediately summoned a gust of wind. He had 
no intention of harming Rensol, who was just trying to block Eugene’s 
way forward. It was just... Eugene only wanted to move them aside so 
they wouldn’t bother him any longer. They wanted an explanation? 
How was he supposed to explain the emotions he was feeling right 
now and the things that had been projected into his head? 


In the first place, Eugene was the one who wanted an explanation. So 
Eugene just kept his mouth shut and swung the wind towards them. 


Whoooosh! 


Frightened by the attack, Rensol and the priests called upon the light 
and raised a barrier of divine power to block Eugene’s way forward. 
Just looking at this bright light made Eugene feel like the bloody smell 
from earlier was wafting around him once more. 
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The wind sent the priests flying to the side. Then instead of dispersing, 
the wind pulled together and smashed open the door of the 
clocktower. Now that the way ahead had been opened up like this, 
Eugene’s feet floated into the air once more. 


Eugene immediately flew into the clocktower without any further 
delay. Then, searching for the underground door he had discovered 


earlier, he brandished the wind again. 
Booom! 


All of the statues that were standing along the walls were completely 

shattered. The secret door leading underground could only be opened 
by elaborately manipulating these statues, but Eugene didn’t want to 

waste time on that, so he just smashed the door open. 


Passing through the stairs that led deep into the basement, he arrived 
at the cellar that held the warp-gate. The magic light of the portal 
wasn’t lit. This meant that the door wasn’t connected anywhere. 


A warp-gate always needed a wizard manning it in order to maintain 
the connection to the coordinates of the linked doors. However, apart 
from Eugene, there wasn’t anyone else there at the moment. 


It was clear what had happened without even needing to think about 
it. After Cardinal Rogeris had left with the Inquisitors, he had 
completely shut down the door of the warp-gate. 


“’..Ha,” Eugene let out a dry laugh as he headed to the warp-gate. 


Mer, who read his intentions, panicked and pulled herself out of his 
cloak to grab Eugene by his shoulders. 


“That plan is way too reckless and dangerous!” Mer shrieked. 
“Mer, let go,” Eugene ordered. 


“S-sir Eugene, please calm down,” Mer begged. “A warp-gate is the 
highest level of spatial magic! Even though a wizard of the Fifth Circle 
can maintain the connection between gates, you need to be at least a 
Sixth Circle wizard to create a new connection.” 


“Do you really think I don’t know that?” 


“Of course, you know! That’s why I’m telling you not to do this! The 
fact that you’re trying to do something like this even though you know 
all that just means that, Sir Eugene, you aren’t in your right mind 


right now!” 


Mer was right. The warp-gate that maintained a connection over long 
distances was the highest level of spatial magic. Eugene’s current level 
as a wizard was at the Fifth Circle. With the help of Akasha and Mer, 
he could use spells up to the Seventh Circle, but it was still too risky 
for Eugene to try and forcefully open the door. 


The warp-gates recorded a unique wavelength for each connected 
door. The wavelengths on both sides of the door needed to resonate 
with each other to open the door and maintain a connection. 
Naturally, only the wizard who managed the warp-gate knew the spell 
to create these wavelengths. It wasn’t possible for Eugene to open the 
door unless he knew the spatial coordinates of the Fount of Light and 
the wavelengths required for the resonance. 
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Mer desperately tried to persuade him, “If you used a calculation 
device and added Akasha on top of that, you might be able to 
forcefully match the wavelengths. However, Sir Eugene, you should 
also be aware that such a connection can’t help but be unstable, right? 
Spatial magic, especially magic that involves crossing long distances 
like a warp, is far too risky when it fails. If the connection goes wrong 


0 


Eugene cut her off, “I won’t fail.” 
“ .. Huh?” Mer voiced her confusion. 


“Tt’ll be fine if I can just roughly forge a connection,” Eugene assured 
her. “After that, I can tune the wavelength while I’m in the middle of 
the crossing. That way, we won’t get out of sync, and the connection 
should have no problems.” 


“B-but that’s just absurd,” Mer protested. “To adjust the coordinates 
and tune the wavelengths in real time without first knowing the 
coordinates of the exit...! Even for me, such calculations are 
impossible! That’s not even in the realm of pure calculation anymore!” 


“T have no intention of making you do it for me, so don’t worry,” 


Eugene said as he shrugged off Mer’s hand from his shoulder. 


Then he firmly pushed down on Mer’s head and shoved her back 
inside his cloak. 


“Kyaah!” Mer yelped in complaint. 
“Stay in there patiently, and don’t come out,” Eugene ordered. 


Then he tightly closed the cloak’s opening so that she wouldn’t be able 
to escape. 


Eugene waved Akasha and pointed it at the warp-gate. 


Eugene was at the brink of the Sixth Circle. It had been difficult to 
understand how far he had yet to go when he first got his hands on 
Akasha, but after going through the civil strife at the Black Lion Castle 
and his continued training beneath the lake at the main estate, his 
magic level had also risen. Perhaps because of this, Eugene was able 
to read the formula of the warp-gate immediately. 


The mana drawn from his White Flame Formula flowed into the warp- 
gate. 


Fwoooosh! 


The space between the two pillars of the warp-gate distorted and 
began to shine. The spatial connection was ready to be opened, but 
the wavelength of the door had yet to resonate with the other side. 


If all that Eugene had available was the ability to read the formula, 
then he wouldn’t have had any other way from here. However, 
Akasha didn’t just grant the ability to read spells. It also granted the 
ability to understand them. 


Eugene’s eyes throbbed. He licked his lips as he prepared himself for 
the use of high-speed frequency changing. 


Mer didn’t want to help him. However, she couldn’t really refuse to do 
anything. Inside the cloak, Mer let out a deep sigh and began syncing 


her consciousness with Eugene’s. 
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Then she realized just what an absurd thing Eugene was about to do. 


Akasha allowed him to comprehend the formulas of the warp-gate. In 
addition, he would use the search magic of the Draconic spell to scan 
the connection with the other side of the door. The spell itself would 
make a reverse calculation from the minute traces of the other side of 
the connection that had been left on the closed warp-gate, to predict 
the spatial coordinates on the other side. Eugene then intended to 
infuse his mana into the warp-gate for each of the innumerable 
coordinates that were derived through this method to generate a 
momentary wavelength and then repeat this until he could match the 
wavelengths for each coordinate. 


This was crazy. It was brutal, mindless labor behind a mask of 
advanced magic. This wasn’t a task that a single wizard could ever 
manage. Even an Archwizard couldn’t connect all these different 
warp-gates over and over again while performing such a huge amount 
of calculations each time. There was no way that such a plan was 
possible. If anyone were to try to do this, their mana would be 
depleted immediately. 


However, Eugene made it possible. Akasha reduced the amount of 
mana that was needed for the magic. Mer was able to share the work 
of calculating the coordinates. Operating the Ring Flame Formula 
would allow Eugene to recover all the mana wasted. His senses, which 
were sharpened to their limit, would be able to detect the changes in 
the wavelengths. It didn’t matter if the wavelengths weren’t perfectly 
resonant. As long as there was one moment when they did resonate, 
Eugene wouldn’t miss that chance. 


When tears of blood began to flow down from his wide-open eyes and 
collect on the tip of his chin, Eugene pushed Akasha forward. 


A ripple formed in the distorted space. Without sparing any mana, 
Eugene poured out everything he had. The ripples were getting bigger 
and bigger. Eugene’s mana was forced into the patch connecting the 
two sides and hammered on the closed door. 


Fwoooosh! 


The distorted space was suddenly filled with light. The warp-gates 
were successfully connected. Inside the cloak, Mer sprawled out in 
exhaustion. At this point, she felt like she would be happy to use the 
pause function that she had hated so much. 


‘,..No, I can’t,’ Mer thought to herself as she shook her head. 


Eugene slowly walked up to the warp-gate. This door was connected 
to the Fount of Light. He didn’t really want to imagine what he might 
see there. But he’d be seeing it soon in any case. 


Eugene closed his strained eyes and passed through the warp-gate. 


The Fount of Light was a sanctuary where the Grace of God had 
resided ever since ancient times. Even amongst Yuras’ numerous 
priests, only a few priests whose faith had been verified beyond doubt 
were aware of the existence of the Fount of Light. 


And among these priests, only a few authority figures were allowed to 
see the Fount of Light in person, but even so, all the Paladins and 
Inquisitors who had been mobilized for this mission felt a great honor 
and sense of excitement just from being given the duty to protect the 
spring and the Saint Candidate staying there. 


This wasn’t even a difficult test. They were at a temple deep within 
the mountains. Various miracles and spells were protecting this place 
from being seen with the naked eye. It was impossible for wild beasts 
or anyone else to enter this site, even by chance. Just in case, they had 
been on guard for several days, but in the two days since the ritual 
had begun, not even a single rabbit, let alone a person, had come close 
to the temple. 


But they still didn’t let their guard down in the slightest. It would be 
impossible for any of the Paladins or Inquisitors who had been 
mobilized to protect this holy sacrament from lowering their guards 
on the grounds that the mission wasn’t strenuous. If any of them had 
been that bendable, they wouldn’t have been called to this ceremony. 


The Knights of the Blood Cross were called the Shield of Light. 
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The Maleficarum of the Inquisition was called the Hammer of Light. 


The Paladins and Inquisitors who had been recruited from their 
respective organizations all felt it at the same time. The warp-gate 
that was supposed to have been closed was now open. Someone had 
just passed through the warp-gate and had arrived near the temple. 
Though they had never expected such a thing to happen, since it had, 
what they needed to do next was clear. 


[...Honored Cardinal.] 
[I’m aware. ] 
The call was silently conveyed from inside their heads. 


Sergio replied to the alert without any signs of amusement on his face. 
However, he didn’t get up from where he was kneeling. Currently, 
Sergio couldn’t make a move personally. 


It wasn’t just Sergio, either. There were two people kneeling together 
with him, offering up their prayers. There was Giovanni, one of the 
Captains of the Knights of the Blood Cross, and Inquisitor Atarax. 
Originally, this ritual was meant to be conducted by Sergio alone, but 
the ritual taking place this time was special. So along with the other 
Paladins and Inquisitors who had been mobilized, these two 
individuals with strong divine power were assisting Sergio. 


[...Sir Eugene appears to have arrived by warp-gate,] Sergio informed 
the others. 


[Should we capture him?] Atarax asked, glancing at Sergio’s 
expression. 


[With all due respect,] Sergio agreed to the proposal without 
immediately revealing his surging emotions. [If possible, try to get 
him to return on his own accord. If that is impossible... then it can’t 


be helped. You all should be well aware of just how important this 
ritual is... Even if it causes Sir Eugene some offense, we have to send 
him back immediately. ] 


[Yes, sir. ] 
[We will follow your orders. ] 


But how had Eugene shown up here? He had definitely closed the 
warp-gate. Sergio had heard that Eugene Lionheart’s talent as a wizard 
was also exceptional, but shouldn’t it have been impossible for even 
an Archwizard to have connected both sides of a warp-gate by 
themself? 


[...How surprising,] Sergio commented with a dull expression as he 
settled his own emotions. 


It was certainly impossible, unbelievable, and surprising. But that was 
only when taken within the scope of what humans were capable of. 
Eugene’s achievement was nothing compared to the miracles caused 
by God. 


Sergio once more put his hands together to pray and looked straight 
ahead. 


In front of him, a gentle light was shining. 


The light came from the water rising from a spring deep underground 
that shone even in the dark. The water had a slight warmth to it, 
though there wasn’t any particular scent. The water didn’t just shine; 
it also had a much stronger sacred power than even the holy water 
blessed by a high-ranking priest like himself. 
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In the middle of this spring, Kristina, dressed in pure white robes 
resembling a shroud, was immersed in its light. 


Blood was flowing from the countless wounds that covered her body. 
Kristina’s blood mixed with the spring water, but the water of the 


spring didn’t turn red. 


Sergio, who had been watching this, slowly stood up. He pulled out a 
dagger that had been immersed in the spring and approached Kristina. 
The pure waters of the spring were full of divine power. No matter 
how many times she was cut, Kristina’s wounds were healed by the 
divine grace infused into the light of the spring. 


This sight was truly miraculous. Sergio looked down at Kristina, 
whose eyes were closed as she recited her prayers. 


“Saint Candidate,” Sergio called out to her with his voice, but Kristina 
didn’t respond. 


She wasn’t asleep. Kristina’s consciousness was still awake, but her 
body couldn’t move according to her will. Because her eyes were 
closed, she wasn’t able to see anything. Some of her senses had been 
suppressed, but other senses were dozens of times more sensitive than 
usual. 


“You need to be patient,” Sergio advised her. 


During the previous ritual, Kristina had sat in this spring and cut 
herself with a knife over the course of several days. Even as the light 
healed one wound after another, until the end of the ritual, Kristina 
was forced to cut herself and spill her blood over and over again. 
Kristina’s sensitivity towards pain, which had been sharpened by 
dozens of times more than usual, had inflicted enough pain on her 
that it would have been a relief to just go crazy or die, but this spring 
was able to keep a supplicant’s mind from going insane. Instead, it 
actually awakened Kristina’s consciousness to such an extent that she 
could keep carving open these wounds on her body. 


For the ritual held this time, it was only on the first day that Kristina 
had to cut her own body. From the second day onwards, it was Sergio 
who instead carved these stigmata onto Kristina. 


Thus there was no way for her to adapt to the pain. The pain was also 
sharper than before. Kristina never knew exactly where Sergio would 
start to carve, but she couldn’t allow herself to be afraid of him. The 
light was warm and comforting. She repeated this thought to herself 


as she continued to recite her prayers inside of her mind. 


‘,..0 omniscient and omnipotent God of Light, please watch over my 
soul. Illuminate my soul with your light and cleanse my blood. Please 
burn away my passions with your light and leave your light in its 
place.’ 


The blade touched her skin. At that very moment, an eerie 
anticipation was transmitted to Kristina, but Kristina didn’t tremble. 


‘Allow me to forget this pain and despair so that I bring salvation to 
your flock. Help them to find rest in your light and allow them to be 
reborn as light. May you send your light down wherever I am and 
wherever I walk. As your apostle, I am a lamp that will light up the 
darkness, and as your torch, please use this body as a source of fuel to 
illuminate the world.’ 


The blade pierced Kristina’s skin. The pain, so agonizing that her mind 
felt like it was about to collapse, began to spread throughout her 
body. However, Kristina’s tightly closed eyes didn’t shake, nor did she 
let out a groan. 


‘,..So that your light may illuminate the darkness of the world, have 
mercy on us. Please hear this prayer. Allow your brilliant and holy 
light, the spark that first lit wp this world, to dwell within me, your 
servant.’ 


Nothing could be seen within her tightly closed eyes. 


Everywhere she looked was full of darkness. 


Chapter 189 
The Fount of Light (1) 


Eugene slowly straightened his back. He could feel the throbbing in 
his head slowly receding, but his eyes still felt quite dry and strained. 
If he could, he wanted to pull them out and rinse them in water. 


“There are quite a few of them,” Eugene muttered while raising his 
head. He could see about 200 figures moving in the distance. There 
was no question about it — these were the Paladins and the 
Inquisitors. Although the warp-gate had been disconnected, it had 
now been activated. They had come to discover Eugene’s presence. 


They were coming fast, and Eugene didn’t want any unnecessary 
confrontation. However, it was clear that they had no consideration 
for his wish. Although they wouldn’t attack immediately, they were 
sure to make annoying remarks and send him back. 


‘Where am I?’ Eugene wondered. 


He only knew that he was somewhere in the mountains but was 
oblivious to his exact location. However, it didn’t really matter. The 
presence of the Paladins and Inquisitors was sufficient to hint at the 
presence of the Fount of Light in the vicinity. 


The projection from the Holy Grail and the jawbone had shown... an 
old temple. However, he did not see such a temple in the vicinity. It 
was expected. Since rumors regarding the Fount of Light were 
unknown to the public, even the temple was hidden. 


Eugene raised Akasha into the air. 


He could see magic permeating the space around him, though it was 
impossible to understand most of the spells even with Akasha since 
they were divine magic. It was a complex barrier that combined both 
regular magic and divine magic. It would be difficult to break through 


with just magic alone. 


Then couldn’t he simply blast through with force? It was an extremely 
simple, even ignorant way of thinking, but Eugene did not think long. 


He had broken down Tressia Cathedral’s pillar of light and exited with 
the Holy Grail and the jawbone. Then he reactivated the warp-gate 
and arrived in this place, a prohibited area. He had already crossed 
several lines, so he had no reason to rack his brain over such a simple 
matter. He did not need to hesitate just because the method was 
brutish. 


“What is this?” Eugene muttered with confusion as he attempted to 
unsheathe the Moonlight Sword. But, contrary to his intention, he 
found his hands wound around a different sword — the Holy Sword, 
Altair. It had moved of its own accord and rested itself in Eugene’s 
hand. 


Eugene frowned as he spoke, “You never showed me anything when I 
wished for it most, so what are you up to now?” 


Who was responsible for moving the sword? Was it the God of Light? 
If so, Eugene wanted to smash Altair into pieces. He cared not how 
valuable the blade was nor what it represented. He didn’t like it, so he 
wanted to break it. 
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The things shown to him by the Holy Grail of Anise and the jawbone 
of the Saintess had been sufficient. Images flitted into his mind: the 
river of blood that started to flow from a distant, unknown past, the 
expressionless face of Anise, the tears that drenched Kristina’s face, as 
well as countless girls who would have been there, those whose 
existences were faint and flitting. 


An abominable bond. 


“God?” Eugene unsheathed the Holy Sword while gritting his teeth. In 
one swift motion, he attempted to break it by smashing it against the 
ground. If that wasn’t sufficient to shatter it, then... Yes, then he 
wanted to soak the blade with the blood of the fanatics who 


worshiped the abominable being as their God. 


However, just as the blade was about to crash against the ground, a 
thin light enveloped its body. Eugene was forced to stop himself in 
astonishment as the light slowly spread from the blade and wrapped 
around Eugene. 


The Holy Sword wasn’t the sole object of illumination either. The Holy 
Grail and the jawbone were also radiating in his other hand. Each of 
the two holy relics was emitting light as if in response to the glowing 
sword. 


Eugene stared at the light for a moment, then proceeded forward with 
a scoff. There were Paladins and Inquisitors on guard in the warp- 
gate’s vicinity. They belonged to different organizations, but they 
shared the same mission. However, they were given different orders 
and different means to execute their mission. 


Giovanni, one of the Captains of the Knights of the Blood Cross, had 
given orders to ‘politely’ persuade Eugene to return. Atarax of 
Maleficarum gave different orders. He had served Cardinal Sergio 
Rogeris for a long time and knew exactly what the man wanted. 
Moreover, unlike Giovanni, he had experienced Eugene in person. 


Polite persuasion? There was no way in hell Eugene Lionheart could 
be persuaded. Although he was perfect when it came to his qualities 
as a warrior, he couldn’t have been more lacking in faith. In addition, 
he had a rough and violent personality. It was clear to Atarax that he 
couldn’t be persuaded to return, no matter how polite they were. 


Thus, Atarax ordered the use of force from the outset. They would 
either quickly suppress and hold him or send him back through the 
warp-gate. It was a rough method, but it was the only method 
plausible to Atarax. 


Just when Eugene resumed his steps with the Holy Sword in hand, six 
figures jumped out of the bushes — three Paladins in blood cross 
uniforms and three Inquisitors in red robes and shakos. None of the 
faces were familiar to Eugene, but the six naturally recognized him. 


One of the Paladins initiated the conversation, “Sir Eugene Lionheart.” 


He paused for a moment, feeling a sense of awe towards the glowing 
sword in Eugene’s hand. 


The Paladin felt somewhat puzzled when he noticed that the bowl 
held in Eugene’s other hand was emitting light as well. It wasn’t only 
him, either. None of the six people imagined that the bowl was, in 
fact, the Holy Grail of Anise. 
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“Even if it’s you, this is not a place anyone can just stroll into.” 
“Please return...” 


The Paladins were never given a chance to finish their words. The 
Inquisitors kicked off the ground, and something reflected the light 
from inside their fluttering red cloaks. Their ambush wasn’t discussed 
previously and came as a surprise to their associates. Moreover, their 
movements were far too sharp for their purpose to be considered 
subjugation. 


But Eugene did not panic. Instead, he was glad that they had initiated 
the attack. He did not brandish his sword nor stop in his tracks, even 
when the Inquisitors were almost on him. He had no regard for what 
abilities they possessed and what they were capable of. Such things 
meant absolutely nothing to Eugene. 


Thwack! 


The Paladins could only call it simple, brute force. There was no 
technique involved. Eugene wielded extremely dense mana and simply 
bore down on the attackers. That was all. 


It was such a simple, straightforward attack, but none of the 
Inquisitors succeeded in resisting. One was swatted to the ground like 
a fly, another was thrown to the side and helplessly rolled to the 
ground after smashing against a tree, while the third was hurled back 
to where they came from. 


The Paladins shifted their stance as they felt a shiver run down their 
spines. The prayers they recited in their minds gave rise to divine 


power. The surroundings were quite dark as midnight approached, but 
the sacred light emitting from the Paladins drove the darkness away. 


However, the light they emitted was tiny and insignificant compared 
to the light worn by Eugene. 


The Paladins could not move. Was it because their light shone with 
less intensity? No, such wasn’t the reason for the phenomenon. 
Rather, they could not dare to move. The very thought, the mere idea 
of moving, had been wiped clean from their minds. 


The divine power that filled their bodies bestowed them with courage 
and allowed them to overcome fear, but all was nil when they saw 
Eugene’s face. 


His face wasn’t warped or distorted. On the contrary, he looked 
frighteningly calm and subdued. However, although his face betrayed 
no emotions, the Paladins felt terrible anger and murderous intent 
from Eugene. They could not believe that such emotions were coming 
from the Hero. 
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The curtain of light surrounding their bodies failed to inhibit their 
basic instincts as humans, instincts that were desperately crying out, 
warning them not to move even an inch. Simply put, they were 
lacking in determination. 


The Paladins prioritized persuading Eugene through conversation 
rather than subduing him by force. They had been too soft. So when 
they came to face him, their minds and determinations bent like reeds 
in the wind. 


Eugene’s murderous intent was truly ferocious and explosive that the 
Paladins of the Blood Cross Knights, renowned for their unwavering 
faith, had been forced down and their instincts trampled upon. 


...Gulp. 


The three Paladins did not dare move a muscle as if they were prey 
before their hunter. They gulped, twitched, and felt cold sweat trickle 


past the pores on their bodies... until Eugene finally passed them. 


He made his way through the barrier-protected forest. He had 
intended to blow the barrier away using the Moonlight Sword but had 
been dissuaded by the light of the Holy Sword paving the way. 


The two relics in his left hand were still glowing. 


What blocked his path was an incredibly complex amalgamation of 
various barriers, and even Eugene’s senses were ineffective. He could 
not tell what was right in front of him. It was as if he was wandering 
through a thick fog... Well, it wasn’t just a feeling. In fact, Eugene was 
truly walking through a dense fog. He could not tell whether he was 
walking uphill or downhill nor whether he was really on the right 
track. Eugene had encountered various types of magic and barriers 
until now, but never a barrier so powerful. 


“Tt really would’ve been the right choice to smash the whole thing,” 
muttered Eugene. However, he did not reach for the Moonlight Sword. 
He would not have hesitated if the Holy Sword had been alone in its 
efforts to light the path. However, it wasn’t just the Holy Sword that 
guided him. 


The Holy Grail... It... Something felt strange. If the Holy Sword was 
the torch guiding his path forward, the Holy Grail and the jawbone in 
his left hand were... It was as if they were pulling his hand forward; 
as if they were guiding the way. 


“This...” whispered Eugene while looking ahead. “Is it a miracle?” 


Eugene hated the word ‘miracle.’ He had hated it for a long time. 
People used the word miracle to describe any unconventional, 
mysterious, and impossible events, things that could not be 
accomplished by human power. 


Most miracles experienced on the battlefields tended to be similar 
occurrences — seemingly impossible battles won, defeating an enemy 
much stronger than oneself, or surviving in impossible situations. Such 
were the miracles that Eugene, or rather Hamel, experienced in his 
previous life. 
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However, it irked Hamel to call such events miracles. Winning an 
impossible battle? A result of fighting with one’s life on the line. 
Knocking down a stronger opponent? Product of a well-fought battle. 
Surviving a situation where death was inevitable? Either gratitude was 
warranted to the enemy for being a meathead who failed to confirm 
the death, or someone had struggled to save your life. 


—In a sense, couldn’t they all be classified as miracles? 
—No. 


—Hamel, I am treating you now because I have the power to treat 
you. The power I have was given to me by the God of Light, so my 
existence itself could be proof of miracles. 


—You are free to think as you’d like, but I don’t think that way. 
Fucking hell. We’re the ones who struggle, the ones who fight, and 
you are the one who treats. Why should we have to take it as a God- 
given miracle? 


—I do not want to argue with you about faith. Hamel, I know you are 
a persistent, single-minded, stubborn brat, like a worm. 


—Did you just call me a brat? 


—All you’re saying is that you don’t want to admit the miracles of the 
gracious God of Light, right? You think your achievements are a result 
of your talent and hard work. That is truly an arrogant— 


—Not me, but us. 
—What? 


—We are talented, hard-working, and victorious. We won impossible 
battles because we fought well, and you are treating me here and now 
because you’re here. Proof of a miracle? You? What the fuck are you 
talking about? You’re not a miracle, but a normal, living, breathing 
human, aren’t you? 


—... Ha...! 


—What, you got a problem? If you think I’m wrong, go fucking fetch 
that wonderful almighty god of yours. Hmm? You can’t, right? So why 
do you keep ranting about some damned miracle and— 
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—Then let’s put it like this. 
He could clearly recall Anise’s expression from that time. 


—All of this, everything here, is not a miracle of God. Hamel, as you 
say... You, no, we... Haha. No, even that is pretentious. Just... All of 
us... Right. It’s something that everyone achieved together with a... 
sprinkle, just a little bit of God’s will... just a small miracle. 


Anise had said this with a smile. Come to think of it, that was the first 
time Anise had conceded in any matter regarding faith and miracles. It 
was the first time she had backed down and acknowledged even a 
little bit without pushing her own view. 


A small miracle. 


Eugene came to a stop. He couldn’t walk anymore. Anise had always 
spoken about God, Light, and miracles. She had always prayed to her 
god with an imperishable smile. 


Anise had truly believed in the existence of God. At least, that’s how it 
always looked. Anise had been more desperate than anyone else for 
the existence of God. She had to be. 


Three hundred years ago, Anise desired to lead everyone who died to 

heaven. She declared that she would shed blood on behalf of God and 
light the darkness on behalf of God. She had declared that she would 

shine as the most brilliant light after God to bring light to the damned 
and to lead them to heaven. 


...Sometimes, she questioned the existence of God and heaven. 
Countless people died. The days were filled with suffering and deaths. 


Far too many people were buried, and lands were laid to waste. It was 
impossible to find anything other than battlefields and the grim smell 
of death. It was an era where demonic creatures killed humans, 
monsters killed humans, demons killed humans, and humans killed 
humans. 


So Anise doubted the existence of God. The omniscient, omnipotent 
God was nowhere to be found when the world needed his presence the 
most. God did not shed blood on behalf of his lambs. God, the so- 
called light to drive away all darkness, did not drive away the 
everlasting night of the dark era. 


Every day, the sun gave way to twilight, then once again brought light 
at dawn, but the world greeting the new ray of sun was absolutely no 
different from the night before. 


Despair filled the unchanging days, and just when he was at the brink 
of collapse when he no longer had the will to overcome his 
drunkenness, Hamel acknowledged a miracle of God for the first time 
in his life. 
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Vermouth — his existence was a miracle of God. God wasn’t uncaring 
and absent. Instead, he was trying to save the world by sending 
Vermouth. 


That was how Eugene had convinced himself. 
“Anise,” Eugene called out. 


The long, intense battles were always decorated with a drink at the 
end. When the hellish, torturous battles were over, Anise’s back was 
always soaked with blood. Fortunately, the smell of her blood had 
been masked by the overwhelming stench of blood from their 
surroundings. 


When Anise took off her uniform and showed her blood-soaked back, 
Hamel saw how her stigmata had spread compared to before. Anise 
drank when he wiped the blood from her back and applied ointment. 


“Should I have brought alcohol?” whispered Eugene. But there was no 
answer. 


The small, pale hand led Eugene. He could not smell blood from the 
girl. The once bloodstained clothes were now white and spotless. So 
Eugene wanted to cry. He could not deny that there was no warmth 
radiating from the hand that led him. He couldn’t even feel its weight. 


Although he could see the fluttering blonde hair and the girl’s back as 
clear as day, he knew well that she wasn’t of the living. He did not 
want to believe that this... cruel little miracle was a gift from God. 


“...You...” Eugene called out, but the little girl never turned back. She 
continued forward and guided Eugene to the right path. Though the 
fog slowly cleared, Eugene did not want to turn his eyes away. He saw 
the small hands, arms, back, and hair of the little girl pulling on his 
left hand. 


“...Would have... gone to heaven, right?” 


Please turn a blind eye to this immorality. If you cannot, please 
bestow the duties to enter heaven upon the shoulders of your servant. 
Then, let us reunite one day in the same place. 


“You... You’ve become an angel in heaven, right?” 

Before he knew it, Eugene was no longer walking through the forest. 
You can read this novel at m eow no vel.com for better experience 
The dream shown to him by the Holy Sword and the prayer of Anise... 
—If not us, who could go to heaven? 


It had to be true. More than anyone else, Anise, you deserved to go to 
heaven. Eugene honestly thought so. He knew exactly the type of life 
Anise led in his previous life. 


If not for anything else, heaven had to exist for the sake of Anise. Just 
as she hoped, she had to have become the second most brilliant light 


after God to illuminate heaven. 
—We will definitely be able to reunite in paradise. If we do not... 
Clack. 


The Holy Grail fell from his hand. Both the chalice and the jawbone 
contained inside rolled across the ground. 


—Then God does not exist. 


He found himself somewhere underground following the little girl’s 
guidance. 


What welcomed him wasn’t a hallucination created by the barrier. 


But Eugene did not want to look straight at the sight before his eyes. 
He didn’t know what to think, what to feel, and what expression to 
make. 


Plop. 
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He heard a drop of water, and Eugene clenched his teeth. He wanted 
to avoid the smell of blood. Fortunately, the stench of blood that 
permeated his sense of smell was his own blood. Blood was trickling 
down from his peering eyes and pursed lips. 


I have to look. 


A voice resonated in his head — his own voice. Eugene slowly raised 
his head and peered straight ahead. Many pipes that lined the wall 
were... in contact with a spring of water. The water was drawn into a 
pipe, traveled through its innards, through the filter... then fell back 
into the puddle. The last step of the purification was responsible for 
the sound of water that filled the space. 


There were many filters. 


There were many pipes. 


The whole process was repeated, over and over and over again. The 
central pipe drew water from the spring and then directed it 
elsewhere. The scene was truly horrible and reminded Eugene of a 
pipe organ — a sick, abhorrent mischief of an organ. 


Eugene raised his head and looked up. He saw the ‘filters’ connected 
to the pipes, the white spheres hanging like ripe fruits in the air. 


Inside the spheres were... 
‘What am I doing here?’ 
‘What am I holding in my hand?’ 


‘The objects rolling at my feet, the things in front of me, the things 
hanging above me... ’ 


Plop. 
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Somewhere from the pipes, the sound of water resonated once more, 
and Eugene closed his eyes. 


When he opened his eyes, countless girls were hanging above the 
spring. It was still difficult to make out the faces of the girls, and... he 
still couldn’t understand why. However, he could see Anise standing 
upright and Kristina crying. 


“Pity,” Anise parted her lips. That awful woman — even now, she 
didn’t tell Eugene everything. But Eugene did not crave an answer 
from her either. 


The answer didn’t matter. 


“Tt must have been difficult and painful. Even now,” said Anise while 
slowly approaching Kristina. Countless girls walked by her side, and 
one by one, they began to disappear. The girls melted away like the 
snow and became a part of the spring. However, Anise and Kristina 
still remained. 


“Hamel,” Anise called out after taking her place behind Kristina, who 
continued to cry. She opened her arms and embraced Kristina from 
behind, “What will you do?” 


Leaving behind the dreadful question, the two finally disappeared. 
Eugene lowered his head... The Holy Grail and jawbone had already 
crumbled beyond recognition. 


What was he going to do? 


It was definitely something Anise would ask. Although she was the 
one who wanted something, she would never say it directly. 


However, right now, she did not even need to ask. 


Eugene slowly raised his head, and a deadly flame engulfed his eye 
sockets. 


Chapter 190 
The Fount of Light (2) 


News quickly spread through the Paladins and the Inquisitors that 
Eugene Lionheart had crossed through the warp-gate and violated the 
temple’s barrier. The first three Inquisitors to confront him had been 
overpowered in an instant, while the three Paladins had stood 
helplessly as Eugene passed them. 


With things turning out this way, Giovanni, the Captain of the Blood 
Cross Knights, could no longer leave things up in the air. The presence 
of the Blood Cross Knights in the temple wasn’t permitted by the 
knight commander, but Giovanni believed the ritual to be sacred and 
holy and felt tremendous joy at being able to abet the ritual as a 
knight serving God. 


Giovanni wasn’t alone in the desire to stay true to his faith. All the 
Paladins who accompanied Giovanni considered it an honor and joy to 
have the opportunity to participate in the sacrament. So why did it 
matter that they were here without orders from the commander? This 
was the work of God, and nothing was more important for the 
devotees of Light. 


Even if the intruder was the Hero chosen by the Holy Sword, his will 
to cause destruction could not precede God’s will. Indeed, it was an 
unacceptable act of rampage for Eugene Lionheart to have invaded the 
temple without consent, then hurt the Inquisitors. 


He needed to be stopped, even if the Hero was injured in the process. 
The Hero, the Incarnation of Light, could never ruin the Sacrament of 
Light. Bodily wounds could be healed over time, but sin was 
irreversible, especially if it involved denying God’s will and insulting 
the sacrament. It was an even greater transgression if the sinner was 
the Hero, who was supposed to be nobler than anyone else and 
obedient to the Will of Light. 


‘He must be stopped.’ 


Giovanni’s earnest, desperate desire was well conveyed to the 
Paladins. They sympathized with Giovanni’s wish while sharing his 
pain. They had to stop the intruder, even if he was the Hero... No, he 
needed to be stopped because he was the Hero. The ceremony could 
never be defiled by the Hero. 


Atarax was of the same mind as Giovanni. From the beginning, he had 
believed in meeting the intruder with full force. He never should have 
been allowed to set foot inside the barrier... His regret drove him to 
give orders to the Inquisitors: they could not afford to hold back. They 
had to forget the fact that they were up against the Hero. 
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The Paladins and Inquisitors could move unhindered through the haze 
that enveloped the temple. Their eyes were not misled by the fog, 
which meant that their search should have been a breeze, but... they 
were experiencing difficulties. They could not find Eugene anywhere, 
though he must have entered the barrier. Hundreds of Paladins and 
Inquisitors searched the ruins and surrounding forest thoroughly, but 
none of them managed to catch even a whiff of Eugene’s scent. 
Eugene had disappeared like a ghost after entering the barrier. 


‘Where the hell did you go? How?’ 


The groups were naturally divided once orders came down. The 
Paladins stuck with their colleagues, as did the Inquisitors. In the first 
place, they belonged to different organizations, so they weren’t 
accustomed to working together. 


A squad of ten Paladins was searching the outskirts of the temple, a 
place bordering the barrier. For anyone to gain immunity to the 
deception of the barrier, they needed to be blessed by Cardinal 
Rogeris. Without the blessing, it was impossible to approach the 
temple, let alone the spring. No matter how long anyone ventured in 
the fog, they would continue to circle the outskirts. For this reason, 
many Paladins were deployed to the outskirts. 


Unfortunately for the devotees, Eugene was well aware of this fact as 


well. 


“Huh?” The Paladins felt something. They were on high alert, and 
they could feel something slowly creeping up on them. 


And then, they saw it. The thing encroaching on them was... 


Their faces stiffened. Their lips fluttered in prayer, and they inched 
closer to each other. 


Paladins did not wear armor. The only exception was when the Pope, 
the Agent of Light, gave orders to prepare for a Holy War. But this 
ritual wasn’t war. It was a sacred event of Light, so what need was 
there to wear their armor? At least, that was the idea, but 
unfortunately, they desperately needed their armor now. All ten 
Paladins felt as such when faced with the fierce, sinister energy that 
slowly paralyzed their senses. 
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Their prayers gave rise to a stronger light, and the light wrapped 
around the bodies of the Paladins in the form of armor. It was a skill 
available to all Paladins of Yuras: Armor of Light. 


This armament of faith would change in shape and size according to 
the depth of the user’s faith, and the Paladins of the Blood Cross 
Knights could even summon armor capable of defending against 
sword-force. They could block even stronger attacks and magic if they 
built a shield of light. It could be said that the Paladins of Yuras were 
characterized by the strong, unshakable defense they boasted. 


Ten light-clad Paladins donned their helmets in unison. They raised 
their shields and drew swords, and the light twisted around the blades 
to transform their weapons into long spears. They hid behind their 
proud shields and connected them in a long line. The spears jutted out 
of the gaps, and a wall of light was completed in an instant. 


They had trained for confrontations against large monsters, demonic 
beasts, and enemies with similar levels of threat, but... what they 
faced now was neither a monster nor a demonic beast. 


Did that mean he wasn’t their enemy? 


They weren’t sure. The Paladins were desperate. They wanted to deny 
that the young man they faced was the enemy. Was it perhaps because 
he was recognized by the Holy Sword? Maybe because he was the first 
Hero in three hundred years? No, that wasn’t it. If they designated 
him as the enemy, they had no choice but to fight him. But they didn’t 
want to fight. No, they could not fight. 


They had trained their will to be unwavering, but now, it was like a 
burning candle, fragile and easily shaken. The Paladins were afraid of 
facing this young man, Eugene Lionheart. 


Eugene observed the Paladins from a distance. He was coming from 
the source of the Fount of Light. He had contemplated destroying it 
and following it to wherever it led, but it was difficult to discern 
exactly where the complex mess of pipes led. He also had to think 
about the consequences of destroying the source, since it would affect 
the fount. 


It wasn’t yet time. 
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Thus, he left the source behind, and after taking a mere few steps, 
found himself in this place. He tried to make sense of it from a 
wizard’s perspective. This barrier divided space into different zones 
and connected them in complex, contorted ways. The source of the 
fount would have been the heart, the most secretive location within 
the barrier, an impossible place to enter, unless... the miracle... unless 
the damn miracle guided you. 


“Are you going to stop me?” asked Eugene while glancing at the Holy 
Sword in his hand. The divine weapon was emitting a subtle glow, 
and Eugene glared at it with a contorted expression. 


eeccee 


The Paladins did not answer. They could not. They couldn’t think of 
an answer to the obvious question. A fierce battle was taking place in 
their minds. ‘I don’t want to stop him.’ ‘Just open the way and let him 


through.’ ‘No, let’s just run away—’ But they could not. Their lips 
were chapped, cold sweat drenched their foreheads and spines, and 
their hearts were pounding like mad. 


Fear forced silence on the Paladins, but in their silence, they quietly 
put their spears forward. They shifted closer to each other and 
tightened the wall of shields. The Paladins were overcoming the 
sinister fear with their faith in God. 


Eugene could feel it as well — the Paladins were gradually loosening 
up. The tighter their shields wove together, the more intense their 
light became. Finally, the quivering tips of their spears stabilized with 
faith. 


Such a sight ignited an explosion in Eugene’s heart, and he felt his ash 
hair stand on end. He had told them to move, but they seemed set on 
blocking his path. Didn’t that mean there was only one thing left for 
him to do? 


The flickering tongues of the White Flame Formula surrounded his 
body, and he took a step forward. A step was all it took. The 
gluttonous hands of the flame quickly engulfed the entirety of 
Eugene’s self. 


Shatter! 
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The light fractured into countless pieces. The flames surrounding 
Eugene burst forward and greedily devoured the debris of light. 
Taking a long breath, Eugene continued moving ahead. The Paladins’ 
wall of shields could not stop Eugene. The wall of light, bound by 
faith, was shredded by the raging flame as if it were nothing more 
than a sheet of paper. The spears they raised in determination were 
crushed even before they could be thrust. Their armor of faith only 
served to barely save their lives as they were crushed and smashed to 
an unrecognizable form. 


This was the work of the Holy Sword. Eugene’s flames fluttered bigger 
than the light emitted by the blade, and he used the White Flame 
Formula to condense the sword-force into a coat surrounding the 


blade of the Holy Sword. 


In truth, he did not need to use the Holy Sword. The beautiful 
ceremonial blade was, in fact, not practical at all as a weapon. 


Eugene already knew this. Nevertheless, he swung the Holy Sword 
because he wanted to. The Holy Sword Altair was an artifact left 
behind by that old dog ‘God of Light,’ and they believed in their god 
unconditionally. So he wanted to destroy their light with the Holy 
Sword. 


‘,..It’s hot,’ Eugene thought. 


His heart was racing, even though he had not used Ignition. The blood 
raged its course through his body far faster than normal, and his mana 
was stoking the fire instead of cooling it down. 


Heavy fog arose from nothingness. The ancient barrier recognized the 
enemy threatening the temple, and all the believers within the temple 
were alerted of Eugene’s presence. All but the three conducting the 
ceremony at the fount began to move toward Eugene. 


Eugene wasn’t aware of this, but even knowing would have changed 
nothing. He had no intention of backing down; if anything blocked his 
way, he would destroy it. If they fell and still attempted to stop him, 
he would trample them. If they held his ankles, he would cut off their 
hands. 


Each of his steps caused the fog to tremble, despite the lack of wind. 
But the laughter, screams, groans, and cries of the girls resonated as 
clear as a bell from a distance. What exactly was so omnipotent and 
omniscient about this light and whatever god? 
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The flame surrounding the Holy Sword swelled as something leaped at 
him from beyond the fog. Eugene swung without looking, and the pale 
light of the sword parted the mist. The flame followed shortly after, 
ripping through the fog with an even stronger light. 


Screams passed him by, but it was none of Eugene’s business. It didn’t 


matter how many he had cut down with his strike. He could feel 
hostility radiating from all sides. Their anger overpowered their fear 
and amplified their hostility into murderous intent. The Hero was 
denying the Sacrament of Light. He was attacking the believers, those 
he was supposed to protect and lead. Most importantly, neither 
hesitation nor mercy could be found in his strikes. 


Not just that, he was striking down believers with the Holy Sword. It 
was truly unimaginable and sacrilegious. The devout Paladins wept, 

and the Inquisitors, the punishers of pagans, bled from their chewed 
lips. 


They charged Eugene without hesitation. 


The fog continued to pulsate. But since it was too thick, Eugene 
couldn’t clearly distinguish his opponents. However, he could smell 
the blood from beyond the white haze. He could hear their chants and 
sobs. 


“Why are you the ones crying?” he called out. Eugene had many cards 
up his sleeve. He had Akasha from Sienna, and he had the Lionhearts’ 
treasures: Storm Sword Wynnyd, Thunderbolt Pernoa, Dragon Spear 
Kharbos, and Devouring Sword Azphel. 


He had the Moonlight Sword. 


However, he did not want to use anything else. Here and now, he 
would only use the Holy Sword. He would deny their very essence 
with the sword left by the god they cried and sobbed for. 


Eugene’s flames continued to blaze. He continued forward with a 
fierce, sinister expression. The sword whipped with every pulse of the 
fog, then came the screams and blood. Some dodged the sword and 
rushed in, but they only delayed their deaths by a second. 
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It looked almost as if he were swinging without thought, but no one 
was able to approach him. No one could come hastily without 
preparing themselves to be cut. Even if they prepared themselves and 
approached with caution, they would be cut. Impatience seemed to 


push them forward, but they were greeted with gut-wrenching blows. 


The formation of the Paladins was forced to change due to the 
continued blows — a thoughtless approach only served to reduce their 
numbers. Nevertheless, the Paladins could not let Eugene continue 
down his path. 


Dozens of Paladins recited the same prayer, and the armor of light 
protecting their bodies shattered before wrapping around their entire 
formation. 


Fwoosh! 


The gigantic wings of light drove away the fog as they spread in their 
full glory. Eugene stared straight at them, noticing the accumulation 
of power united by the prayers of dozens of Paladins. Faith gathered 
with prayers and swelled endlessly. Even though the sun was gone and 
the sky dark, the light emitting from the Paladins descended like an 
artificial sun. 


The large wings of light soared high into the sky, and the prayer of the 
Paladins intensified accordingly. Their heightened chants resonated 
like a hymn. 


After rising high enough to pierce heaven, the wings came crashing 
down. Countless feathers of light poured down toward Eugene like a 
meteor shower. 


Eugene glared at the sight as he raised his sword. 
Craack! 
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An intangible force started pressing down on Eugene. The Inquisitors 
had gathered their prayers during the Paladins’ chant in unison. 


The force that suppressed Eugene was different from the typical use of 
magic, but he couldn’t feel the unique characteristics of divine magic 
from it either. It was likely ancient magic, something similar to blood 


magic. 


Hundreds of years ago, the Holy Empire had spearheaded the magic 
hunt, and the Inquisitors of Maleficarum were now monopolizing the 
very magic they had previously labeled as heresy. 


Eugene could feel the suppressing force growing stronger by the 
second, and it wasn’t simply binding him physically. The bond 
interfered with the flow of mana inside his body and neutralized him 
completely. 


“Huh,” Eugene scoffed before willing his core to spin. The Ring Flame 
Formula caused his production of mana to increase explosively. 


Kiieeeng! 


Agaroth’s Ring reacted to Eugene’s explosive mana from his left ring 
finger. The ring was a relic left by an ancient, perished war god. 
Although Agaroth’s will no longer lingered in the ring, it was imbued 
with a spirit resembling its former master’s temperament. Agaroth’s 
Ring reminisced about the battlefields of the myths as feathers poured 
down from the heavens. 


The Ring knew the duty it needed to perform at times like these. 
Rumbleeeee! 
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Agaroth’s Ring caressed the mana Eugene poured out, and the divine 
power contained within the ring strengthened the mana further. 
Lightning Flame became intertwined with the flow of mana. 


The torrent of mana surging from Eugene caused the Inquisitors to 
lose control. Although it would be difficult to find anything superior 
when it came to binding spells, and dozens of Inquisitors were 
combining their powers to hold Eugene in place, the best they could 
do was to restrict him for a short moment. 


The moment their bind was broken, the feathers were already in 


contact with Eugene’s body. However, the feathers failed to hurt 
Eugene. Instead, the flames surged upwards, burning away the 
feathers in their rampage. 


Eugene raised the Holy Sword amid the chaos. Something strange 
blended with the mana he controlled using the Ring Flame Formula. It 
was different from the Lightning Flame. Eugene felt it to be foreign 
and strange, but it wasn’t impossible to control either. 


The divine power contained in Agaroth’s Ring combined with 
Eugene’s mana rather than flowing separately. 


The White Flame Formula of the Lionheart. 
Empty Sword of the Dragonic. 
Crack. 


Lightning swirled around the flames covering the Holy Sword, and 
lightning pulled mana from the atmosphere back into the flames. The 
Empty Sword caused the flame of the blade to swell, then shrink. The 
Empty Sword condensed the unstable mana by binding it, then coated 
the blade in a repetitive process. 
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The materialization of the Paladin’s chants transformed from wings of 
light into a large sword. It was clear that the Second Form of their 
gospel could easily sweep away its enemies, as well as anyone in the 
vicinity. As such, the Inquisitors retreated to the side of the Paladins, 
then joined in the prayer to provide support with their divine power. 


The Sword of Judgement exuded an even more brilliant light, and 
Eugene tightened his grip on the Holy Sword while looking up. 
Agaroth’s Ring radiated a bleak glow. 


Crack! Craack! 
Sharper tongues of lightning permeated the flame. 
Two. 


Twice refined by The Empty Sword, the white and blue flames of the 
blade spread as black spots. 


The Sword of Judgement started its descent toward Eugene, and the 
flame engulfed the light. 


Chapter 191 
The Fount of Light (3) 


Mer tried her best to wrap herself within the folds of the cloak and 
block all the sounds coming from the outside. The world was falling 
apart outside, and she did not want to hear it. 


Screams and sobbing filled the air, all sounds that Mer did not want to 
hear. The aura and emotions radiating from Eugene made her feel 
uneasy, so she also squeezed her eyes shut. She knew that she could 
not try to calm Eugene down; his anger felt more than justified at the 
moment. 


‘...He’s not using magic,’ Mer thought. 


If Eugene used magic, it would give way for Mer to intervene. If 
Eugene chose to rampage with magic, Mer would happily take on a 
supporting role. She could calculate the trajectory of his attacks and 
make them more precise and merciless, slicing through hearts and 
heads without mercy. 


If Eugene’s mana was about to be depleted, Mer would willingly 
forego her own form and provide him with mana. But... 


‘He’s... looking after me,’ Mer realized. 


The knowledge only made Mer feel more distressed. He chose not to 
use magic at all, knowing that it would cause her to intervene. As 
such, Mer huddled in the deep darkness within the cloak, doing 
nothing. She only hoped that the storm outside would pass sooner 
rather than later. 


“Ugh...” Hemoria sat up with a groan, her body shaking. She could 
not understand what had happened. 


She had arrived a bit late since she had been too far from the location 


of the battle. On the way to the battle with her subordinates, she had 
seen the light coming from the Gospel of Punishing Evil. 


The Gospel of Punishing Evil was a Sacred Formation of the Blood 
Cross Knights created to oppose count-ranked demons and give 
Paladins the power to fight such demons head-on. Had they truly 
deployed even the Gospel of Punishing Evil to suppress one young 
man, Eugene Lionheart? 


Her question lingered as she continued running, but then she saw the 
wings of light being consumed by flames. She saw a dark blue flame 
collide with the Sword of Judgement — and that was the last she 
remembered. 


‘Where did my memories go?’ Hemoria thought to herself as she 
removed the mask from her mouth. She had just been caught in the 
midst of a fierce storm, and now her memories were scattered. 
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She groaned as she felt a warm, sticky liquid oozing out of her mouth. 
It wasn’t as if she had been hit directly, but the aftermath of the storm 
had nonetheless caused damage to some of her organs. Hemoria took 
deep breaths and surveyed her surroundings. None of the other 
Inquisitors remained standing. In fact, some of them were nowhere to 
be seen. 


Hemoria wrapped her disheveled coat around herself as confusion 
washed over her. She took a few steps forward before coming to a 
stop. 


What lay in front of her was incomprehensible. This had clearly been 
flat land, or so her memory told her, yet there was no ground in sight. 
It was as if a deep pit had been there for ages. 


Below, Hemoria saw the bodies of more than a hundred knights and 
Inquisitors lying in a tangled mess. It was a gruesome scene. Some of 
the corpses were no longer recognizable as human, and even those 
barely clinging to life looked seriously injured. 


Hemoria could not believe what she was seeing was real. The Knights 


of Blood Cross were considered one of the greatest knightly orders on 
the continent. The knights belonging to the order were known across 
Yuras to be both skilled and devout in their faith. 


Maleficarum — these Inquisitors had dedicated themselves to the 
religion of Light for hundreds of years. In the past, they had fought 
against demons and wicked wizards, and in the current age, they 
hunted down traitorous heretics and apostates. 


The two groups were known as the dual pillars of power in Yuras. 
Even if there weren’t any high-ranking figures among them right now, 
for more than a hundred Paladins and Inquisitors to fail to stop a 
single man... Was this really happening? 


ce 


...” Hemoria was at a loss for words. She just closed her mouth, 
feeling the taste of blood inside, and held her breath. She could feel 
the tips of her fingers quivering, and the gloves couldn’t hide the 
shaking. She clenched her fists to try and suppress it in a futile effort. 


She did not want to avoid his gaze, but she was afraid to look him in 
the face. She could feel her crimson eyes slowly, ever so slowly, 
descending. 


She heard the approaching footsteps. 


Eugene Lionheart was climbing up from the pit below. He was holding 
the Holy Sword, which flickered with flames, and slowly walked up 
the steep slope. His expression was... blank. Clearly, he felt absolutely 
nothing about what he had done. 
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Hemoria could not do anything. She just stood there, watching as 
Eugene approached. 


The distance between them was slowly diminishing. Hemoria’s gaze 
kept drifting down toward the deep pit where the disheveled Paladins 
lay. Several Inquisitor corpses could also be seen nearby, their red 
cloaks, a symbol of Maleficarum, soaked in blood. 


Hemoria’s lips slightly parted as a realization hit her. This couldn’t be 


happening. Had the Hero just killed a devotee? No... Hemoria didn’t 
think that was the problem. She forced her head up and looked at 
Eugene. 


Those eyes. 


Hemoria could not believe Eugene was the Hero. The Holy Sword in 
his hand was not radiating its usual divine light. It was just producing 
a wild bunch of flickering flames. 


Eugene had no faith. Those eyes did not feel like the eyes of the 
Incarnation of Light. No... Hemoria knew exactly what those eyes 
were. They were the eyes of a heretic who rejected the Light. The eyes 
of an apostate who denied and hated the Light. The eyes of a fallen 
one who had plummeted to the pits of hell. 


At that moment, Hemoria’s faith overcame her primal instincts. She 
conquered her fear and stood up. Her lips parted, and red symbols 
immediately appeared on both of her cheeks. 


Hemoria was known as the Guillotine. She had gained this moniker 
four years ago, when she was just a seventeen-year-old girl. 


The Holy Empire had been ruled by a religious government for a long 
time, and the people knew very well how easy and convenient it was 
to control those who were overly zealous. Therefore, the Holy Empire 
was constantly giving birth to new religions — of course, all of them 
derived from the religion of Light, with only slight modifications to 
the doctrine. The preachers of these newly born religions would 
whisper sweet words that catered to the convenience of believers and 
gradually take away the followers of the Light. 


Such had been the case four years ago. A new religion had come to 
light, with a wizard of the upper circles sitting as the head of the 
church. The wizard would boast about his magic as being a miracle 
from God, and under this head of the church were rather suspicious 
figures, including wizards, mercenaries, and knights involved in 
crime. At that time, the number of apostates who were fooled had 
been in the hundreds. 


However, the new religion had disappeared from the world in just one 


night, all because of a young girl who had been brought in by the 
Punisher Atarax. She had directly hacked off the heads of all those 
belonging to the cult. 


That was how Hemoria had earned her reputation as the Guillotine. 
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The symbols on her cheeks started spreading, covering her skin all the 
way to her ears, and Hemoria felt the heat on her face as she parted 
her lips. Her eyes were no longer wavering as she glared at Eugene. 
She was a proud Inquisitor, a punisher of apostates and heretics. 


In her eyes, Eugene was no different from a demon. No — in fact, he 
was simply a demon right now. There was no possible way that the 
Hero’s eyes could harbor such hatred and hostility. The Hero could 
not possibly deny the Light. 


Eugene paid no attention to Hemoria. She had not even caught his 
eyes. He planned to cut her down if she blocked his way and to let her 
leave if she fled. 


Something felt strange, however. Eugene’s instinct had been honed 
through hundreds of battles that put him on the verge of death, and 
that sharp instinct was currently warning him to move. He obeyed. 


Hemoria opened her mouth and tore into the air, and simultaneously, 
Eugene moved. Not knowing exactly what he was pitted against, he 
only took a few steps to the side. 


Chomp. 


Part of the flames wrapped around Eugene’s body disappeared. 
Though difficult to explain, it was clear what had happened — 
Hemoria had actually cut through space from afar. 


‘Her sight,’ Eugene thought, immediately seeing through her power. 
Was she capable of causing a tear in the space where her sight was 

aimed? In that respect, it resembled the Demoneye of Darkness that 
Iris used, but... to be truthful, there was no comparison in terms of 
power. 


Eugene had battled against Iris in his previous life and also just a few 
months ago. But even if he had not possessed such experience, it 
wasn’t difficult for Eugene to fight while taking notice of where the 
opponent was aiming. He straightened his posture and stared at 
Hemoria. 


“Ah.” Hemoria started to speak. “You. Stop.” 


She slowly articulated the words, one syllable at a time. It wasn’t just 
plain speech, but rather a command containing magical power, similar 
to the Draconic language. 
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The mana in the air resonated with her command and rushed toward 
Eugene. Although her power wasn’t as mighty and elaborate as 
Draconic, it used a rush of mana to force a simple command on her 
opponent. 


A thick, dense cloud of mana surrounded Eugene, causing him to stop 
in his tracks exactly as Hemoria commanded, and she immediately 
followed up with another attack. 


He came to a new realm of understanding. The strange power she 
used with her words could be activated instantaneously, but it wasn’t 
as powerful as proper magic. If the opponent possessed outstanding 
abilities, they could simply shake it off with force. 


Hemoria took another bite out of the space around him, but Eugene 
escaped his bindings and suddenly accelerated. He shook off the mana 
restraining him and rushed toward Hemoria. 


Hemoria was astonished, but her reaction was immediate. “Fall!” 


Mana pressed down on him from above, but Eugene’s Ring Flame 
Formula reacted with an even stronger counterforce. 


“Wring!” 


Mana spiraled around his body, attempting to tear him to pieces. 
However, a single step was sufficient to dissipate the mana. 


“Diel” 


Mana gathered around his throat like a noose, but there was no need 
for him to even attempt to shake it off. The Holy Sword was already 
on its trajectory toward Hemoria. 


“Di...” Hemoria shouted once more, but she was not given a chance to 
even utter the full word. The Holy Sword removed her legs in one fell 
swoop, and before she had even fallen to the ground, the sword 
moved once more and cleaved her arms off as well. 
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Hemoria’s limbless torso fell to the ground, and she screamed due to 
the unbearable pain. However, her pitiful state did not prevent her 
from glaring at Eugene with contempt. 


The tattoos on her cheeks squirmed, and she repeatedly parted her 
lips, but none of her commands were effective. Moreover, she had lost 
her fists before she could ever swing at him, and she had lost her legs 
without having a chance to move. 


“Ahhhhh!” She screamed while biting at the air, but it was a pointless 
struggle. Eugene jumped up, glanced at her with apathetic eyes, then 
kicked her in the stomach. 


Crack! 


Hemoria couldn’t do much to resist without any of her limbs, and 
unfortunately, it had not been a simple kick either. As soon as 
Eugene’s foot made contact, his mana penetrated her body and 
crushed all her innards. 


Hemoria’s body rolled deep into the pit, and Eugene stared down for a 
moment. He could see some who were still desperately holding onto 


life and thought to himself, ‘Should I bury them all?’ 


He entertained the thought for a moment but did not act on it. 
Instead, he actually hoped that some of them would narrowly escape 
death. He wanted them to survive and harbor doubt against their 
unblemished faith. He wanted the doubts in their hearts to continue 
growing, he wanted those doubts to make their beliefs rot away. He 
wanted them to spread their doubts about the existence of God to 
others. 


Eugene turned around and moved forward. 


The dense fog and barrier had vanished, swept away by the storm of 
flames that he had caused earlier. Thanks to that, he could now 
clearly see the temple in the distance. 


He did not encounter any obstacles until he reached the temple. Most 
of the Paladins and Inquisitors were lying dead or dying in the pit, 
and the others, like the Inquisitors who had been accompanying 
Hemoria, had been swept away by the aftermath of the Sword of 
Judgement. 


The temple looked extremely old, at least three hundred years old. No, 
it had definitely existed for much longer than that. Eugene 
remembered the girls from before Anise, the Saintess from four 
hundred years ago, the Fount, and the devices that should not have 
existed — the ones responsible for filling the Fount. 
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What had happened here? 
What was a Saintess? 


And how was Anise’s Holy Grail connected to the jawbone of the four- 
hundred-year-old Saintess? 


Eugene could barely make a connection in his mind, but he did not 
want to piece it together. More importantly, he could not infer the 
answer to the fundamental question. 


Why did they have to go so far? 
And... what about Kristina? 
“Sir Eugene.” 


He stopped. Passing through the path laid out by the pillars, he 
arrived at the center of the temple. Instead of the altar that would 
have been there normally, he saw a large pool emitting a faint light. 


The Fount of Light. 


Kristina lay sleeping with her eyes closed in the center of the pool as if 
she were praying. The calm pool of water seemed to wrap around her 
body like a warm blanket. The Fount... the golden pool shimmered 
and shone brightly, befitting its name. 


It made it look even more abominable. 
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Kristina was bleeding while submerged in the pool. Yet, despite 
shedding so much blood, her expression was incredibly peaceful. 


Her face overlapped with the face of the little girl who cried out from 
the pain. Her face overlapped with the smile that he had constantly 
seen since they had met at the Plaza of the Sun — the saintly smile 
that she adorned like a mask. Her face overlapped with the smile she 
unconsciously had on the train when they were exchanging stories. 


Kristina had told him that she had been in the pool several times since 
she was young. When he had asked if she just soaked in the spring 
normally, she had only replied after a few breaths. She had been 
wearing a mask to hide her emotions. 


Exactly how many times had she worn that mask until now? 


“Sir Eugene.” 


Now, he understood what Kristina had been afraid of. She was 
obsessed with being the Saintess. She had spoken about the bond 
between the Saintess and the Hero and how she would willingly give 
her life for the Hero. 


It was an abnormal way of thinking, something that could easily be 
mistaken as the path of black magic. Eugene knew very well that 
Kristina would have never wanted him, the Hero, to see her like this. 


Kristina knew that Eugene only had a very vague sense of heroism and 
absolutely no faith in the God of Light. Her knowledge would have 
only made her more averse to being seen like this. This was why she 
had tried to avoid bringing Eugene to Tressia. In fact, she had even 
prepared an excuse. 


However... However, it would have been fine if she had simply told 
him not to come. If they had not met at the square or taken the train 
together, Eugene would not have come to Tressia. In his ignorance, he 
would have done nothing and simply waited for Kristina to return. 


However, Kristina had made a different choice. Although she had been 
afraid of revealing anything about herself, the Saintess, the Fount, and 
the way that she had been raised since young as a Saintess candidate 
by Cardinal Rogeris, she had still boarded the train with Eugene. She 
had shown her mask, her discomfort, and her fear. 


—If you don’t want to go, you don’t have to. You know that, right? 


Eugene regretted asking the question at that time. He had asked the 
wrong question. No, rather, he should never even have asked the 
question. 
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—the only thing I should be feeling at this moment is a little pressure. 
—TI’ve never once thought I didn’t want to do this. 


He had seen right through her lie. Nevertheless, he had left it alone, 
thinking that he was respecting Kristina’s determination. 


Wrong. 


Showing such consideration did not suit Eugene. What was warranted 
from him on that day on the train was not a question. 


‘Don’t go’ was what he had been supposed to say instead. 


Was it already too late? No, it wasn’t. Eugene continued to approach 
the Fount. Saintess, Hero... such things did not concern Eugene in the 
slightest. 


Even if Kristina wasn’t the Saintess, he would willingly form a 
relationship with her as long as she wanted to. Instead of the 
abominable bond formed from blood, he would bond with her as 
human and human, as two comrades. 


—If there was a Hero in this world, he certainly wouldn’t hesitate to 
do what is just and right. 


If Kristina wanted the Hero Eugene, then he was willing to be a Hero 
at this moment. 


“Sir Eugene,” called out Sergio Rogeris one last time. He let out a long 
sigh and released his hands from prayer. “Do not come any closer. I 
can overlook this matter if you stop right now.” 
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Sergio continued. “Sir Eugene... You’ve committed too many sins. 
Even if you are the Hero chosen by the Light, it is the greatest possible 
blasphemy to invade a ceremony directly supervised by God. Sir 
Eugene... You killed those whom you were supposed to lead. You 
defiled this sacred ritual with blood and dirt on your feet.” 


Sergio clenched his fists. 


Giovanni, who was shedding tears of blood at the death of his 
subordinates, also stood up. Atarax looked back at Eugene with 


bloodshot eyes. 


“Please return, for it might not be too late. There is a confession room 
in the cathedral, so... please, go back and wait there. I am willing to 
listen to your confession and—” said Sergio. 


“Divine retribution, ” said Eugene. 


He raised the Holy Sword to the side, and flames of antipathy 
completely consumed his eyes. 


“TJ, Will. Kill. You. All.” 
His heart pounded as if it were going to burst. 


“The Hero is supposed to be the Incarnation of Light, right?” Ominous, 
ferocious flames enveloped the Holy Sword. “So I will slaughter you 
with this damned sword, according to the so-called Will of Light that 
you laud like dogs.” 


He didn’t know if it really was the Will of Light for him to slaughter 
these lunatics, but until now, the light of the Holy Sword had never 
suppressed Eugene’s intention to kill, not in the slightest. 


The Light failed to illuminate. 


Chapter 192 
The Fount of Light (4) 


As soon as the words ‘divine retribution’ escaped Eugene’s mouth, the 
three people blocking his way could not hide the change in their 
expressions. It was only natural for righteous, faithful believers to feel 
enraged by Eugene’s offensive words. 


Even if Eugene was the Hero recognized by the Holy Sword, he was 
not permitted to say such blasphemous words. In Yuras, the Hero was 
officially recognized as the Incarnation of Light. However, even the 
Incarnation was only an incarnation, not the Light itself. 


Moreover, Eugene was not a believer of Light and wasn’t like the 
Great Vermouth of three hundred years ago. He had not saved 
countless people, nor had he brought forth numerous miracles. 
Therefore, he needed strict and rigorous verification in order to be 
considered the true Hero. 


Under these circumstances, although the three had no choice but to 
admit that Eugene could wield the Holy Sword, they could not 
sincerely acknowledge that he was the Hero. And right now, Eugene 
had interrupted and obstructed the holy and sacred ritual and even 
slaughtered faithful servants of the Light. To add insult to injury, he 
even dared to label his atrocious acts as ‘divine retribution.’ 


“How dare you!” 


Giovanni’s eyes were consumed with rage as he shouted at Eugene. He 
took steps forward while calling forth divine power. 


There was a good reason behind how he could stand as the captain 
among hundreds of knights belonging to the Blood Cross, and it was 
that he always pursued the Light with devout, unwavering faith from 
an early age. He had made a decision to devote all that he had to 
serve the Light. His noble faith materialized into a brilliant light, and 


an armor of bright light wrapped around him as he extended his arms 
to the sides. 


Fwoosh! 
A giant hammer leaning against the wall jumped into Giovanni’s hand. 


“Sir Eugene,” Sergio called out with a cold gleam in his eyes. He 
shook his head while rolling up the wide sleeves of his habit. “You just 
said something that you should not have.” 


Instead of answering, Eugene gave a crooked smile. Something he 
should not have said? It was ironic to hear such bold words from 
someone caught red-handed. No... he could not apply that logic to 
these people; they certainly understood the situation differently. They 
were absolutely convinced that their actions were righteous. These 
lunatics were fully convinced that their rituals were sacred and their 
side was in the right. 
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It was clear that they could not understand how Eugene could be 
acting like this as the Hero, but the same was true for Eugene — he 
could not understand them and had no intention of even attempting to 
digest their fanatical ideas. He did not care at all what their 
circumstances were. 


He could see Kristina lying in the fountain, bleeding, and he recalled 
the countless images of the young girls projected to him by the 
Draconic spell. He could almost see Anise in front of him, staring at 
him with an emotionless, doll-like face and lightless eyes. 


Eugene took a step forward, exhaling a deep breath filled with 
countless emotions. 


Giovanni reacted immediately and kicked off the ground as if he had 
been waiting for Eugene to make a move. Although the hammer he 
wielded was heavy, befitting its shape and size, it wasn’t slow by any 
means. Before anyone could react, Giovanni’s hammer was on a path 
toward Eugene at an incredible speed. 


Boom! 


The deafening clash threw Eugene backward at breakneck speed, and 
Giovanni felt convinced by the dull impact he felt in both his hands. 
Eugene had failed to dodge, and he had failed to block. It was clear 
that he was exhausted from his journey here. The deaths of his 
subordinates had not been in vain. 


“Uwaaah!” Giovanni charged forward with a loud shout and chased 
after Eugene. Atarax and Sergio followed suit right behind Giovanni. 


They could only delay the ceremony for a short time. Since the 
wounds last engraved on the Saintess Candidate were almost healed, 
they needed to chisel more wounds in order to allow the water to 
permeate. 


Eugene stared at the three with eyes filled with enmity. Although he 
had been blown back by Giovanni’s hammer, he was completely 
uninjured. He had redirected the brunt of the blow in a fine manner 
unnoticeable to Giovanni, and he had intentionally allowed himself to 
be flung backward. 


It was all because he was worried about Kristina. 
me ow no vel.com is updating your favorite novel 
Thud! 


Eugene regained his balance and stomped the ground, leaping even 
further back. Meanwhile, the three men were fiercely chasing him and 
were already near Eugene. That giant Paladin — Eugene did not know 
who he was, but the aura he exuded was extraordinary. He was likely 
one of the captains, in any case. As for Atarax’s movements, they 
were, naturally, excellent. He was hiding his presence like an 
experienced assassin of Nahama, and he continuously looked for gaps 
in Eugene’s defense. 


Sergio stood out even when compared to the two powerful warriors. It 
was only natural for his divine power to be outstanding, given that the 
man had received a stigmata and been appointed as the cardinal, but 
even his movements hinted that he was not an opponent to be taken 


lightly. 
Fwooop! 


The hammer tore through the air, closing the distance to Eugene. 
However, Eugene did not follow the weapon’s trajectory with his eyes. 
Instead, he calculated the distance he had opened between himself 
and his opponents. He came to a judgment — at this distance, surely, 
he could... 


His arm whipped the air, and the Holy Sword wriggled like a snake 
and soared up. Compared to Giovanni’s hammer, the Holy Sword was 
thin and fragile, not unlike a skewer. However, such things were not 
important. The heights that knights and warriors pursued, Eugene 
found simply laughable. Having honed his skills and abilities in 
hundreds and thousands of fights, Eugene was able to parry 
Giovanni’s attack all too easily. 


Tunng! 


Giovanni’s hammer was deflected upward, and blood spurted from the 
hand gripping it. Giovanni could feel that the hammer would have 
escaped his grasp had he lacked even a little bit of power, and he 
could not believe it. How could a sword swung from such an unstable 
position contain so much power and speed? 


‘Oh, holy light...!’ 


As Giovanni recited a prayer in his head, the armor of light 
surrounding him transformed. Divine magic replenished his courage, 
and his wounds were healed immediately. The grace granted him 
strength and reinforced his body. 
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Giovanni grabbed the hammer securely once more, bringing it down 
upon Eugene’s head in a swift motion. However, Eugene had no 
intention of playing along with Giovanni’s offensive. He leaned 
forward and took a giant step. 


Crack! 


An intense burst of light accompanied the lightning. It was only one 
step for Eugene, but Giovanni failed to see it as such. In fact, he had 
been unable to see anything at all. Before the hammer even touched 
the ground, Eugene had already passed Giovanni. As for the 
movement of Eugene’s sword... that was even more so impossible for 
Giovanni to track. After all, he had failed to grasp Eugene’s steps, so 
how could he see something even faster? 


The only evidence of Eugene’s step was a lingering, wobbly line of 
white fire. The thin string of fire made contact with Giovanni’s armor 
of light, and with a cracking sound the light surrounding Giovanni 
was shredded apart. The armor of light, which boasted defense 
proportionate to the wearer’s faith, was destroyed as if it was made of 


paper. 
Atarax raised his arms high while watching the scene unfold. 
Fwaaaah! 


The skin covering his wrists ripped, and crimson blood began pouring 
out. Blood magic — it was ancient magic that had been considered 
black magic and censored during the magic hunt of the Holy Empire. 


However, after gathering information about various types of magic 
during the hunt, the Holy Empire had performed a thorough analysis 
and granted the powers not judged to be actual black magic to the 
Inquisitors. 


Blood magic was specialized for combat. While regular magic invoked 
mana through the use of Circles or Cores and directed the mana 
through formulas, blood magic involved permeating formulas directly 
into the blood and using the blood as a medium to invoke magic. 


The blood pouring out of Atarax’s wrists quickly pooled, and soon, an 
enormous amount of blood soared up from around his feet. It was 
impossible to believe that so much blood had been spilled by a single 
person. 


The wave of blood poured over Eugene, but he did not panic. Instead, 
the flood of red only served to nourish Eugene’s intense emotions. In 
response to Atarax’s attack, Eugene’s flames blazed with even more 


intensity around the Holy Sword. 
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The wave was destroyed in an instant, resulting in a torrent of blood 
splashing on the ground. However, the droplets of blood still in the air 
aimed to take Eugene’s life, each drop striking him with the power of 
a crossbow bolt. 


Meanwhile, Giovanni realized he was without his hammer and 
attempted to pull himself together. His hammer had been shattered to 
pieces by the Holy Sword, and Giovanni clasped his hands in front of 
his chest with intense anger. Giovanni’s divine power acted to paint a 
giant cross on the floor, and Atarax immediately summoned his own 
divine power upon recognizing Giovanni’s actions and scattered light 
through the air. 


Signum Crucis Barrier. 
Fwoosh! 


The cross formed from the light in the sky and on earth shone 
brilliantly, and Eugene stood right in the midst of it. However, he was 
unimpressed. 


“Oh... Ohh...!” Giovanni exclaimed, trembling. The illuminating 
particles of light were permeating his body. 


Eugene was no stranger to this magic. Contrary to the expectations of 
his three opponents, Eugene was quite knowledgeable about divine 
magic. In fact, he was even more informed about divine magic 
compared to many high-rank priests. 


Three hundred years back, he had fought for a long, long time 
alongside Anise. All kinds of knights had participated in the chaotic 
battlefields of the era, and the Paladins of Yuras were among them as 
well. 


Signum Crucis Barrier was a barrier that strictly controlled the flow of 
mana within a designated space and temporarily amplified divine 
power, the power of priests. However, miracles that transcended 
reason were always accompanied by a corresponding price. 


Paladins who fought within the barrier paid a hefty price in exchange 
for gaining great power — their life. To the best of Eugene’s 
knowledge, the only one who could perform such a miracle without 
much burden was Anise. The only price she paid was the deepening of 
the stigmata on her back and the blood that she had to spill in the 
process. 
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“ ..Ha,” scoffed Eugene. The relic on his left ring finger was throbbing. 
Agaroth’s divine power was reacting to the Signum Crucis Barrier and 
resisting it. As a result, Eugene’s flames were unwavering even though 
he was within the barrier, where the flow of mana was tightly 
restricted. 


Giovanni and Atarax came to a conclusion at this sight. The strange, 
otherworldly power that allowed Eugene’s flames to remain 
untouched within the Signum Crucis Barrier was different from the 
power granted to them by the God of Light. It was... 


“...The power of heretics...!” 


As an Inquisitor, Atarax naturally perceived Eugene’s power as 
belonging to a pagan faith. 


How...? How could this be? Atarax jumped into the barrier without 
hesitation as tears of blood flowed from his eyes. “Sir Giovanni! 
Eugene Lionheart is a heretic! He worships the pagan gods!” 


“Ohhhhh!” Giovanni was also shedding tears of blood. How could a 
heretic be the master of the Holy Sword!? The anger and despondency 
coursing through his body fueled and reinforced him within the 
Signum Crucis Barrier. 


However, everything looked like nothing more than a rotten, third- 
rate skit to Eugene. 


Giovanni shouted, “Conviction!” 


The Holy Sword had returned to its scabbard in the meantime, and as 
Atarax shouted “Punishment!”, Eugene instantly unsheathed it and 
held it to the side. 


The two attacked him in unison. Although the two belonged to 
different organizations, they were united in their unwavering faith in 
the Light. They were obligated to punish the terrible pagan who dared 
to deceive the Light under the pretense of being the Hero. Even if they 
were martyred in the process, they were willing to sacrifice their lives 
for the sake of the Light. 
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Atarax rushed in as blood flowed freely from his arms, and Giovanni 
charged at Eugene after once more adorning himself in the armor of 
light. 


Meanwhile, Eugene’s body appeared to tremble and shimmer. 


As all of this unfolded, Sergio watched from a few steps outside the 
barrier. As Eugene’s figure started to shimmer, the Holy Sword was 
divided into dozens of copies. This was the White Flame Formula, the 
symbol of the Lionheart family. After being refined through a unique 
method, mana would be expressed as a white flame, then worn over 
one’s entire body once fully mastered. It gave off an appearance 
similar to a mane of a lion, befitting the Lionheart name. 


Indeed, Eugene’s appearance was precisely as expected. Petals of fire 
surrounded his body like the mane of a lion, and he ran rampant. 
However, he did not exude the white, beautiful flames that they knew. 
Instead, after being condensed several times, the color of his mana 
was painted dark blue, like the color of the sky right before dawn. 


“How...?” Sergio took off his hat with a moan. “...Could there be such 
a sinister light?” 


Blood rained, but Atarax could not maintain his blood magic for a 
prolonged period. Moments later, he found himself staggering 
backward. All of his blood had evaporated before he had a chance to 


use his magic, and his outstretched arms had been cut into dozens of 
thin slices. Moreover, the ink-blue flame had carved up his chest and 
stomach. 


Giovanni was in an even worse condition. He was no longer standing 
proud, but rather scattered around, everything below the neck 
chopped into four distinct morsels. The head fell last, and the only 
thing that remained behind was the echo of his last word, 
‘conviction’. 


“’,.How in the world...?” Atarax muttered, shuddering. 


He had been well aware that Eugene Lionheart was strong. He also 
knew that Eugene had been responsible for single-handedly 
suppressing the rebellion of the Black Lion Castle in just one night. He 
had seen Eugene toy with Hemoria as if she were a child while he was 
still recuperating from his injuries and not in his peak condition. He 
knew that Eugene had survived an encounter with the Rakshasa 
Princess and that Eugene had showcased incredible swordsmanship in 
the competition against the White Dragon Knights. 


However, this was beyond the realm of human understanding. It was 
simply absurd. There had to be a limit as to how strong someone 
could be. Moreover, it wasn’t as if he had used magic. It wasn’t as if 
he used other treasures of the Lionheart family. Instead, he had armed 
the Holy Sword, which was meant to be used only with and for the 
light, with an impure power and... simply swung it. That was all. 


However, Atarax had failed to even see the strikes clearly. The same 
was true for Giovanni — the man had been struck down before he 
could even think to dodge or block the attacks. 
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The trials and challenges they had experienced, the countless battles 
they had fought to become the captain of the Blood Cross Knights, to 
become a top Inquisitor... all of it had been for nothing. None of it 
had meant anything in the face of Eugene’s swordplay. 


He was on a different level, plain and simple. But how could this be? 
How could devout servants of the Light be humiliated and teased by a 


corrupt man with an unknown, pagan faith...? 
“The devil.” 


Even if Eugene was on a different level, the two had clearly felt 
terrible hatred and killing intent from Eugene’s strikes. The flames of 
the Holy Sword had evaporated Atarax’s blood magic all too easily, 
and the blade had split his flesh and bones. The eeriness they felt 
stemmed from the murder and hatred unknown to the Light that 
Atarax had served all his life. 


How could this be? Why was the Holy Sword not burning the hands of 
the pagan? The Holy Sword Altair was a treasure that had been lying 
dormant in the treasure vault of the Lionheart family since the time of 
the Great Vermouth three hundred years ago. Since then, none of the 
heads of the Lionheart family had ever succeeded in drawing light 
from the Holy Sword. 


However, those bearing the Lionheart name were qualified to hold the 
Holy Sword, which was why the Holy Empire had failed to retrieve 
the blade from the Lionheart family for more than three hundred 
years. Nobody had taken it because it was simply impossible for any 
priests of the Light to even grasp the Holy Sword. 


But why? 


Atarax felt useless thoughts littering his head. He gasped for air while 
retreating. Why wasn’t the Holy Sword burning the devil’s hand? Why 
was the Holy Sword allowing itself to be used to slaughter the 
believers of Light in the hands of a devil? Why? 


Atarax’s pupils quivered as questions continued flooding his head. 


He recalled the many things he had done until now. For the Light, for 
God, for the sake of being a more faithful servant, for the purpose of 
hunting heretics more efficiently and effectively... he had hunted 
apostates, heretics, and put an end to the study of ancient magic and 
black magic... He remembered the cultivation room in the basement 
of the Inquisitors’ headquarters... 
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‘Divine retribution?’ 


The words remained in his head, but he could no longer feel the same 
anger as before. Instead, Atarax felt immense fear. He feared that his 
entire existence and life were being denied. Had he been unfaithful? 
How? He had never missed a single service. He had bled for the sake 
of the Light. 


Everything he had done was right. God had always looked after him 
and granted him the warmth of the sun. The sun always paved the 
way for a clear, blue sky in the capital Yurasia, and that itself was 
proof of God’s existence and care... 


That should have been the case, but right now, the sky was much too 
dark... 


“Do not deny it.” 


A voice brought him back to reality. Cardinal Sergio Rogeris no longer 
had a gentle expression. He walked into the barrier with unhesitating 
steps and cold eyes, his expression overlapping with his past self, the 
Inquisitor known as the Annihilator. 


“The Light will open the door to heaven to reward your martyrdom. 
Both you, Sir Giovanni, and all the believers who perished while 
resisting the devil — everyone will be led to the place of Light.” 


“',.Your Holiness...” Atarax called out. 


“The names of everyone here will be etched into the memorial in 
Yuras. You will be remembered as the saint who attempted to stop the 
devil until the very end,” Sergio responded. 


foBby cl? 


“So please,” said Sergio, raising his hand. The stigmata on his exposed 
right arm was glowing softly. Atarax closed his eyes and rejoiced as 
divine heat started to spread from behind his back and throughout his 
entire body. 
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His fall caused a storm of light, a huge explosion of divine power. The 
explosion was generated using Atarax as a conduit, and vaporized his 
body without a trace as it tore through the darkness toward Eugene. 


Eugene called upon the Empty Sword, and the Holy Sword once again 
swirled with flames. He stopped the storm of light in its tracks with a 
single powerful strike. 


Beyond the intense burst of light stood Sergio. He extended his arm 
toward Eugene under the backdrop of the brilliant light. 


The stigmata on Sergio’s forearm was rather familiar. Although 
thinner and consisting of fewer characters, the stigmata on Sergio’s 
right forearm was similar to the scar on Anise’s back. 


“You guys...” said Eugene. 


Sergio opened the palm of his right hand. The Signum Crucis Barrier 
was amplified, and all the divine power scattered by the explosion was 
absorbed into his hand. Blood dripped down from his scar as it 
absorbed all the divine power. 


“.,.What are you?” asked Eugene. Instead of answering, Sergio 
wrapped his left arm in the red cloth draped over his shoulder. Then, 
he curled his right hand into a fist and glared at Eugene. 


“You are the devil,” said Sergio dryly. 


Eugene laughed silently upon hearing the remark. 


Chapter 193 
The Fount of Light (5) 


“Bastard, do you have no conscience? Who’s calling who the devil?” 
spat Eugene as he raised the Holy Sword higher. His eyes were fixated 
on the Fount of Light. Eugene wasn’t sure if Sergio knew the truth 
about the Fount, but even the ceremony itself was highly abnormal. 


Eugene couldn’t help but wonder at what age Kristina had started 
being subjected to this cruel ceremony. When had she gotten used to 
the ritual enough to stop crying? 


He couldn’t help but think back to the girl crying and bleeding. 


Sergio had put a blade against a girl who was just over ten years old. 
He had slowly instilled a saintly personality into her, as if to 
exterminate any semblance of the actual person that she was. Not a 
minute ago, this man had ordered his loyal subordinate, Atarax, to 
blow himself up as a bomb of divine power. 


Sergio no longer reacted to Eugene’s accusations. Just like the martyrs 
before him, he had also designated Eugene as the devil. After all, what 
other word was fitting to describe the existence before him? 


This devil could no longer be allowed to violate the Holy Sword. It 
was a pity, but... the Holy Sword needed to be recovered as quickly as 
possible, even if it meant killing Eugene. If it was possible to subdue 
him and stop him from rampaging any further, Sergio could perhaps 
somehow bring him to the light, but... In all honesty, Sergio wasn’t 
confident in overpowering the devil before him. 


So he had to kill him. 
Boom! 


A cross of light emerged from behind Sergio, and he held out his fists 


in front of his chest as he stood in front of the brilliant halo. It was a 
common boxing stance. However, it was clear at first glance that he 
was no ordinary fighter. In particular, the halo behind Sergio was 
much brighter and more intense, even compared to the Sword of 
Judgement summoned by the Paladins and the Inquisitors. 


Eugene focused on the cardinal’s stigmata. Even in his past life, only 
Anise had been capable of conducting so much divine power. 
Although Sergio’s divine power was no match for Anise’s, Eugene 
could definitely sense that Sergio was on a completely different level 
from the other priests. 


Eugene riled up the Ring Flame Formula in response to the halo. His 
Cores rotated even faster, amplifying his mana. 


Fwooosh! 
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Flames surged with even greater intensity than before. Applying the 
Empty Sword to the Aura Shield was burdensome. No matter how 
proficient Eugene was at manipulating mana, the best he could do was 
to elaborately control and apply multiple coats of mana only on his 
sword. 


Therefore, Eugene divided his flames into two: a white-blue flame 
amplified by the Ring Flame Formula, and a dark blue flame devoured 
by the black spots formed from condensed, overlapping flickers of the 
former. 


The maximum output he could achieve with the Ring Flame Formula 
still paled in comparison to his peak power from three hundred years 
ago. However, once he condensed and overlapped two layers of the 
Empty Sword to form black spots, his sword-force was comparable to 
the power he possessed in his previous life. 


Obviously, it would be impossible for even high-quality, famous 
blades to contain such dense and violent mana, but the Holy Sword 
was no ordinary sword. The Holy Sword was a useless, redundant wall 
decoration, but the good part about it was that Eugene’s mana would 
never break the blade. 


Thus, Eugene raised his sword while focusing on the spots of black 
spreading along the blade. Double layers... Was it enough? 


‘Let’s test it.’ 


Eugene leaned forward just as Sergio punched. The distance between 
the two disappeared instantly, and the two fighters collided as if they 
had been relocated to a different time and space. Not even sound 
could keep up with their outrageous acceleration. 


Sergio’s fist, which was wrapped in a red cloth, was crushed instantly. 
The densely packed flames burned away even the blood of the enemy. 
It was clear that Eugene was by far superior in terms of strength, but 
although he pushed forward with all he had, he failed to completely 
sever Sergio’s arm as he intended. 


A bizarre sense of resistance greeted him, and the sword was forced to 
stop in its tracks. Even more blood dripped down from Sergio’s 
stigmata, and the brilliant halo radiating from his body pushed back 
on Eugene’s sword with enormous force. And that was not all, either. 
Sergio’s wounds started recovering at an unbelievable speed, as if he 
wasn’t regenerating but actually rewinding time. His forearm had 
been cleaved in half straight down the fist, but it quickly reattached 
itself, and his crushed fist reformed. 


Incredible as it would have been otherwise, it did not come as a 
surprise to Eugene. The ability of the stigmata etched on Sergio’s right 
arm and the blood that drenched his scar only caused Eugene’s blood 
to boil more and more. The image of Anise bleeding with a bottle of 
alcohol by her side throbbed in Eugene’s mind. 


Sergio leaned to the side, and the fist wrapped in red immediately 
rocketed upward. His attack was accompanied by a trail of light that 
contained the power of the Signum Crucis Barrier. Mere contact with 
the light caused mana to dissipate, and under normal circumstances, it 
was impossible for a normal opponent to maintain sword-force while 
facing the light. This light would not allow a fair battle to take place. 


However, Eugene could still keep his mana under control even while 
fighting against the divine light. 
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No matter how bright Sergio’s light was, it could not overshadow the 
Moonlight Sword. Since Eugene had practiced his control of mana by 
using the fragments of the Moonlight Sword, it was no wonder that 
Sergio’s light could not cause his mana to scatter. On the contrary, 
thanks to the resistance displayed by Agaroth’s Ring, Eugene’s mana 
flame only burned with even more vigor and intensity as Sergio’s light 
became brighter. 


Booom! 


The flame and the fist collided once more. And again, the result was 
no different from before, and Sergio was pushed backward. 


Sergio raised his arms as his wounds sealed again. The cross of light 
shot into the sky and illuminated the dark sky like the morning sun. 


Laaaaaah! 


A chant resonated from the source of light, as if celestial voices were 
intonating an hymn. 


Eugene took a few steps back and stared at the sky. Three angels with 
unfolded wings were descending to the ground. These were the same 
angels that Anise had summoned in his previous life. 


It was impossible to communicate with the angels. They were 
summoned by the call of a believer, and they performed miracles with 
the faith offered by the believer. Three hundred years back, Anise had 
performed similar feats to seize the battlefield and create miracles 
where necessary. 


However, Sergio did not use the angels in a similar fashion. Instead, 
he leaped at Eugene while leaving behind the three descended angels. 
Simultaneously, the angels joined hands and started praying, causing 
the light in the sky to beam down on Sergio. 


The highest level of sacred magic now blessed and protected Sergio. It 
was a battle blessing, and Sergio accelerated at a pace incomparable 
to before. 


His attacks also became heavier accordingly. Although Eugene raised 
his blade in time, he could no longer push Sergio back. Rather, Eugene 
was the one forced back as his sword was smashed aside. However, he 
allowed the flow to take control instead of resisting, then twisted his 
hips, and in one fluid motion, let the sword slash at his foe. 


The Holy Sword dug into Sergio’s flesh at a speed that left behind 
afterimages. 
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Booooom! 
A fiery explosion engulfed Sergio. 


Eugene could see Sergio’s body disintegrating, but to his dismay, the 
high-speed regeneration blessing started to repair Sergio at an 
equivalent speed. 


Sergio was at even more of a loss. Even with this degree of protection 
and blessing... he was still losing in plain old close-quarters combat? 


Close combat had been Sergio’s specialty since his time as an 
Inquisitor. Even the Paladins who specialized in battle had never been 
his opponents. Even after resigning as an Inquisitor and stepping up as 
a cardinal, he had never neglected training. 


He was a warrior as much as he was a priest. Where he stood now was 
a result of long years of training and countless battles, and he was 
even blessed with the highest level of protection from angels. Sergio 
was ahead of Eugene in terms of physical abilities, yet... he was still 
being forced back. 


What was it that he was lacking? 
‘We see differently... ’ 


In truth, he already knew, but that knowledge only made it harder for 
him to accept the fact. If Sergio could see only a few moves ahead, 
Eugene was calculating dozens. He controlled his movements with 


eerie precision. He calculated and responded to any and all moves that 
Sergio made. 


“ ,.Huh.” Sergio let out a long sigh. He stopped momentarily and 
rolled down his sleeves to hide his stigmata. Eugene responded 
likewise and stood still, holding onto the Holy Sword. 


“Please go back,” asked Sergio as a clattering sound approached the 
two. 


Kristina was staggering along the temple, ruined by the fierce battle. 
She had a dreamy expression, as if she was only half awake, and her 
eyes were dim. 


“What’s... going on...?” stammered Kristina. It was as if she had been 
drugged, and her tongue wasn’t quite in tune with her brain. She 
could not understand what was happening before her eyes. 
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How long had it been? She wasn’t sure either. The sky was... dark, 
there was no sun to be seen, but the surroundings were somehow... 
bright? Kristina stumbled in her dizziness and leaned against the wall 
before asking, “...What are you... doing?” 


Kristina saw three angels with stretched wings and Sergio’s back. Her 
stepfather, whom she kept a respectful distance from, was bleeding. 
She could not see the two who had been assisting with the ceremony, 
Atarax and Giovanni, and the temple was in terrible shape. No... it 
could not even be called a temple any longer, but rather a ruin. 


It wasn’t hard to understand what had happened after looking around. 


Kristina stared straight ahead, struggling to catch her breath. She saw 
Eugene holding the Holy Sword. His indifferent eyes were peering 
straight at her, and she felt as if her heart was struck when she met his 
gaze. Kristina closed her eyes tight, shuffling backward. 


“Please return,” said Sergio once again. He turned around and glared 
at Kristina with a twisted expression. “What are you doing...!? The 
ceremony is not over yet. Miss Kristina, I’ve told you so many times 


how important this ritual is to you as the Saintess Candidate, so why 
have you come out of the Fount...!?” 


Every word he uttered was like a dagger piercing through Kristina’s 
heart. It had been a long time since she had last seen her foster father 
so angry. The last time was... twelve years ago. When Kristina had 
just turned eleven, she was blessed with the light and became a 
Saintess Candidate. She first came to this temple, and to her horror, 
her foster father placed a dagger in her hand with a kind smile. Cut 
yourself and enter the fount, he said. Kristina had failed to understand 
his command, mistaking his words for a cruel idea of a joke. 


However, he had not been joking. When Kristina remained frozen, not 
cutting her wrist as ordered, he simply glared at her without a word. 
There was no violence, but a silent prayer instead. She remembered 
his eyes at that time. His eyes had been colder and sharper than the 
dagger placed in Kristina’s hand. It had been impossible for an eleven- 
year-old girl to reject the glare. She was afraid of what could happen 
if she disobeyed. 


Kristina hated the mere thought of returning to the monastery. For 
her, it had been God’s grace for Cardinal Rogeris to take her in. It had 
been God’s grace for her to resemble the face of Anise the Faithful and 
for her to be illuminated by the Light to become the only Saintess of 
the era. 


Her foster father had explained the ceremony as such — the ritual at 
the fount allowed her to embody the grace of God. To cut herself with 
a dagger was to offer her deficient flesh to the Light, and once her 
blood mixed with the water of the fount, holy blood would flow into 
her body and cultivate her as the Saintess. She did not think it was a 
lie. In fact, Kristina’s divine power increased exponentially with every 
ceremony. 


However, it was only natural for an eleven-year-old girl to feel scared 
to slit herself. It wasn’t just once, either. She sliced again, and again, 
and again, but no matter how many times she slit her wrist, she could 
not get used to the pain. And despite spilling so much blood, her mind 
became clearer, and the sense of pain only increased rather than 
dulling. 


So she cried. She cried because of her pain and reluctance. She 


attempted to escape the fount, begging for salvation. However, her 
foster father always pushed Kristina back with his praying hands, 
showing no mercy and submerging her in the fount. Then his lips 
parted, and he ordered her in a cold voice, “Please go back.” 


Just like now. 
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“Miss Kristina, you are an apostle chosen by the Light, the Saintess 
Candidate. You are the second coming of Anise the Faithful from three 
hundred years ago. Only you can succeed Anise and become the true 
Saintess,” Sergio said. 


He was greeted with silence, but he continued. “There has been... 
quite a bit of trouble during this ceremony. However, we cannot allow 
it to halt the ceremony. We can still resume the ceremony, so please 
return. Go back, place yourself in the fount, and deliver your flesh and 
blood.” 


Sergio’s deep voice caused Kristina’s heart to tremble. It restricted her 
thoughts. The faith he had engraved in her for thirteen years acted to 
bind her thoughts and control her actions. His words were irresistible, 
and her fear was simply fate. 


“The Hero Eugene has been corrupted. Although this devil was chosen 
to become the Hero by the Light, he refused. So he must be 
exterminated. I will bear the burden, so please return and bear the 
burden of the Saintess,” he said. Kristina opened her mouth only to 
close it several times. The curse of thirteen years weighed heavier on 
her heart than the words she truly desired to speak. 


“Kristina Rogeris,” Eugene called out. 
Sergio scowled, and Kristina slowly raised her head. 


“Don’t go,” Eugene continued. This time, he would say it with 
certainty. “Just stay there.” 


Kristina’s eyes quivered. Eugene raised the Holy Sword to the side as 
if to show her. “Hero? Saintess? What does all that matter? You know 


me, and I know you. That’s enough.” 


“You dare... to even deny the Saintess...!?” Sergio roared angrily. 
However, Eugene didn’t spare him even a single glance. 


“You don’t want to go,” said Eugene. 
“Shut up!” shouted Sergio. 


“Are you worried about the future?” Eugene asked, then raised his 
sword towards Sergio. “That’s a useless worry. If you want, P’ll kill 
that bastard.” 


eeccee 


me ow no vel.com is updating your favorite novel 


“Actually, it doesn’t matter whether you want me to do it or not. Even 
if you tell me not to, I will still kill him.” 


Kristina did not doubt his words. Eugene Lionheart was indeed this 
kind of man, a man whom she could never consider to be the Hero. He 
had no faith in the Light, yet he freely wielded the Holy Sword. He 
was a complete non-believer, yet the light radiating from the Holy 
Sword in his hand was brilliant and warm. 


Her foster father had never shown her a similar light, despite rising to 
the rank of cardinal for his upright faith. His light had always been 
cold. At every service in the cathedral, her foster father had spoken 
about the grace and love of the Light. He had repeatedly hammered 
the idea into her as well. 


However, Kristina had never once felt the grace and love of Light from 
her foster father’s light. She did not know what it felt like to have a 
family. Her foster father did not consider her his daughter, only an 
existence destined to become the Saintess. Likewise, Kristina did not 
consider him to be her father either. 


Ironically, the only semblance of a family she had was the very object 
of her dread and fear. The resistance she attempted to put up was 


always weak and insignificant, only crude self-satisfaction. 


In the end, Kristina could not resist her foster father. She had never 
been allowed to do so, and she had subsequently suffered for thirteen 
years, the prayers and destiny devouring her like a curse. 


‘Ah... ’ She came to a realization. She was at a crossroads. 


She cupped her hands in front of her hands without realizing it. 
Whenever she found it difficult and unbearable... she always prayed 
like this. She pictured a light in her head, the Light that watched over 
everyone from somewhere in the high sky. 


She liked the warmth of the morning sun. Ever since she was a child, 
she favored the sunlight that peered through the window of an empty 
room over the pillar of light in the Great Cathedral of Tressia. She felt 
more comfort and warmth from the light of a small candle than the 
great brilliance of divine power coming from the Fount. 


“ ..Sir Eugene,” she called out. 


It was the same now. The angels standing behind Sergio, the pillar of 
light descending from the sky, the cross, and the brilliant halo — all 
were magnificent and imposing. However, more than all of them, the 
flame Eugene surrounded himself with felt brighter to her. She felt 
warmth from the white and blue flames. 


Instead of praying, Kristina clutched her chest and forced her voice 
out with a gasp. “Even... if I really am not the Saintess... Are you 
truly fine with that?” 


You can read this novel at m eow no vel.com for better experience 


“Kristina!” Sergio roared and turned back towards her. Fierce anger 
filled him and prevented him from any formalities. “You dare! You 
dare!? Are you truly denying your nature!?” 


Anger transformed him into a murderous spirit. The horrifying energy 
caused Kristina to shrink and tremble even more, but she looked 
straight ahead without turning her eyes. However, she wasn’t facing 
Sergio’s gaze. 


Eugene stood behind Sergio. She stared at Eugene’s face in tears. 
“...Sir Eugene,” she continued. Sergio took a giant step towards her. 


“’.. You,” she whispered. She had been chosen as the Saintess 
Candidate by the Light after receiving the name Rogeris. Since then, 
her life had been marked with pain and despair. But she could never 
figure out why she had to endure this pain to become the Saintess. She 
failed to comprehend why a Saintess, the Apostle of Light, had to cut 
their own body with a knife in this bizarre ritual. 


Why was she prohibited from shedding tears of pain, running away, or 
screaming? Why did she have to recite the Bible each day, locked in a 
confession room? Why did she look like Anise the Faithful, and why 
was she chosen? 


Why couldn’t she express her pain and despair to the merciful God? 


Why did she have to always display a beautiful smile instead of 
showing her hatred? 


Why did the light not shine on her in the darkness? 
“...Will you still save me... even if you are not the Hero?” she asked. 


She did not want to doubt the existence of God. She was worried that 
she could no longer sustain herself if she started harboring doubts. She 
had no choice but to think that it was a trial... that God showed her 
no care to temper her as the Saintess. At least, that was the only way 
Kristina could convince herself. 


Although she felt only pain and despair now, one day... One day... 
She was convinced. Pain and despair always existed in the world. 
Although the light certainly illuminated the world, it could not save 
everyone. 
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However... 


However, death would lead them to salvation and heaven. Regardless 
of how plagued and hellish one’s life was, one could enter heaven if 
one lived a good life and served God. 


She remembered reading the story of the Hero. 


The Adventures of the Great Vermouth. She indulged in the famous 
tales of the Hero, the one who was also mentioned in the Bible of 
Light. The Hero was the Incarnation of Light. The Hero illuminated 
the darkness of the world, helped people in despair, and saved the 
world... 


Kristina liked the story. It allowed her to believe that the absence of 
light in her life was because the Hero, the Incarnation of Light, had 
not yet been born in this era. 


When she first received a revelation about the Hero, she was 
overjoyed. The Light that failed to bring warmth to her despite her 
prayers had given her a revelation about the Hero’s birth. 


—If we die like this, will we go to heaven? 


Kristina knew well that the ritual to become the Saintess was terrible. 
She knew it was abnormal for her to repeatedly do such things to 
become the Saintess. 


“_,.Even if Iam not the Saintess... Will you still save me?” 
She was afraid, afraid of everything. 


She was afraid that the Hero, Eugene, would come to know about the 
ceremony in the Fount of Light. 


She was in pain. She felt despair. 
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She was afraid of returning to Tressia, afraid of her forced fate, and 
afraid of her foster father’s gaze. 


The life she led to become the Saintess had only been a path of 
darkness. She was afraid that the Hero would not save her. 


“Tm not the Hero,” said Eugene. 


Sergio jumped at Kristina and reached for her throat, unable to 
control his anger any longer. He attempted to grab her by the neck 
and throw her back into the Fount of Light. 


“Eugene Lionheart...” 
The flame penetrated the light. 


Kristina’s blonde hair fluttered backward. Accompanying the gust of 
wind, Eugene stood in front of her and blocked Sergio. The Holy 
Sword denied Sergio’s extended hand. 


“,.is here for Kristina Rogeris, not the Saintess.” 
Eugene did not look back. 

“T am here to save you.” 

Tears tumbled down Kristina’s cheeks. 


Eugene’s broad back was obstructing the light. 


Chapter 194 
The Fount of Light (6) 


Shuack! 


Sergio’s hand was once more split into two. However, there was no 
blood. Instead, his hand got reattached immediately. There was no 
pain, but Sergio felt like a nail was being hammered against his chest. 
He wasn’t stupid enough to misunderstand what Kristina’s words 
meant. 


“You... How dare you!” shouted Sergio. 


His eyes were deeply colored with the intent to kill. He could not 
accept Kristina denying her role as the Saintess, even more so than the 
corruption of the Hero Eugene. She dared to deny the very nature of 
her existence, as if she were denying her identity as a human. 


“Get out of my way!” Sergio shouted angrily while glaring at Eugene. 


Naturally, Eugene had no intention of standing aside. He could sense 
that Kristina was quivering and recoiling at each of Sergio’s words. 
However, Kristina did not back down. Instead, she attempted to use 
divine magic as she tried to collect her breath. Even in her state, she 
was trying to help Eugene. 


Eugene simply shook his head as he raised the Holy Sword. 
Tuk. 


With a slight gesture of his hand, he pushed behind him, and a gentle 
force bumped Kristina backward. 


“Just make sure to protect yourself,” he said. 


“B-but... Sir Eugene...!” Kristina responded, staring at Eugene with 
surprise. 


She wanted to be of assistance, whatever it took, but she also knew 
that her body’s inability to move was a response coming from long- 
acquired fear. Although Eugene made it clear that he did not care 
about her identity as a Saintess, she could not imagine herself as 
anything else. It was difficult for her to fathom what value she would 
have without it. 
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So she wanted to help. She wanted to prove that she wasn’t useless 
and could somehow be of use to Eugene. 


But Eugene shook his head. “Don’t push yourself.” 
MAliga. 
“Just stay there and watch.” 


Kristina placed her hand against her chest to quench the tingling 
coming from within as she stared at Eugene’s back. As broad as it was, 
his back was incomparably smaller than the light Sergio produced. 
However, the all-encompassing, brilliant light could not extend its 
reach beyond Eugene. 


She squeezed her eyes shut when she saw Eugene’s shadow stretch 
long in the backlight, and when she opened her eyes... Eugene’s flame 
was eroding the light. 


Boom! 


The ground gave way under him as Eugene pounced forward, and 
Sergio extended both his hands with a scream. He intended to stop 
Eugene in his tracks, but he failed. As a result, he was thrown back 
with a loud explosion. 


He glared at Eugene and stretched out his left hand, his crushed body 
already regenerating. 


Fwooosh! 


The red cloth sprang forward from his left arm, which was now limp 
due to the broken arm bones. Upon reaching Eugene, the red cloth 
wound around the Holy Sword. 


“Oh, Holy Light!” cried Sergio. 
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The three angels responded to his call and stretched out their hands. A 
brilliant light permeated the cloth, quenching the flame of the Holy 
Sword. 


[Sir Eugene! T-take out the Moonlight Sword!] 


Mer cried out from within the cloak in fright. She knew that the cloth 
was an artifact with a powerful suppressive ability, and Sergio was 
unfolding a powerful divine magic of sealing. But no matter how 
powerful Sergio’s seal was, the Moonlight Sword could easily destroy 
the entire seal. There was no way Eugene was ignorant of this. 


However, he chose not to use the Moonlight Sword. Eugene was well 
aware that he would receive criticism later on for being stubborn and 
stupid, but he was adamant. 


He would use nothing but the Holy Sword in this battle. That was his 
resolve. He heard Kristina’s scream from far behind, and the flame, 
which had burned bright and intense, was faltering beneath the cloth. 


Certain that the flame had been completely suppressed, Sergio jumped 
at Eugene. The stigmata on his right arm was already completely 
drenched with blood, and the blood oozing from his abdomen was no 
longer simply dripping. 


Sergio curled up his bloody hand into a fist, and a brilliant flash 
manifested into hundreds of swords and surrounded Eugene. 


[Sir Eugene!] Mer screamed. 


Eugene quickly scanned his surroundings, but he could not see a path 
for escape. The Holy Sword had been subdued by the cloth, and his 
flames had been sealed. However, Eugene could sense that his flames 
had not been extinguished. Instead, the sword-force formed from the 
Ring Flame Formula was squirming under the layer of cloth. 


His lips pursed as he concentrated, and hundreds of sacred swords 
closed in on him. It appeared to be more than enough force to end 
Eugene, but even so... Sergio was hesitant in his conviction of victory. 


The angels sang hymns, and four huge hands of light appeared from 
the sky and the ground. After materializing in this way, the four hands 
followed the barrage of swords and wrapped around Eugene. 


Crack. 
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A faint sound resonated, and although it was pretty soft, Sergio could 
not ignore it. It was an unthinkable sound, something that should not 
have been heard. Sergio felt goosebumps rising along with a growing 
sense of ominous fear. The unexpected stench of death forced Sergio 
to make a choice. 


‘I will die if I keep moving,’ Sergio thought, and he knew that he 
could not dismiss that instinct. 


As soon as he stopped himself, lightning exploded in all directions. 
Sparks of flames could also be seen mixed in with the bolts of 
lightning. Sergio was in complete disbelief as he stared beyond the 
light and flames. 


It was not an exaggeration to say that his cloth boasted near-absolute 
power when it came to suppressing and sealing, but it was currently 
being ripped to shreds. Moreover, the color of the flame spouting 
through the rips was much darker and more ominous than before. 


The numerous blades of light had been captured by the flames and 
were greedily devouring the light. The four giant hands of light 
attempted to seize the entire space surrounding Eugene but failed due 
to the flames and were scattered as the flame erupted. 


Blood started to dribble down Eugene’s pursed lips, and he utilized the 
suppressive effect of Sergio’s seal to condense the mana that formed 
his sword-force. Then he superimposed another layer of sword-force. 


Three layers of sword-force caused more and more black spots to 
spread on the blade. Eugene could feel his hand quivering under the 
pressure of the tremendous energy exuding from the Holy Sword. He 
wrapped his left hand around his right to stabilize himself and raised 
the Holy Sword over his head. 


“Ah...!” Kristina gasped, staring at the Holy Sword with a dazed 
expression. 


Sergio’s shoulders started to tremble as he faced the flame head-on. 
“How far... How far will you go to desecrate the Holy Sword...!?” 


Those hideous flames — it was unbelievable that the Incarnation of 
Light was exuding such ominous, sinister flames. The flames were 
terrible and ugly in Sergio’s eyes. How could it not contain even a 
shred of the warmth and brilliance that the Holy Sword was supposed 
to have? 


Sergio shuddered as he stretched his right arm forward, and the angels 
took their place behind him with their wings outstretched. 


Fwoosh! 


A beam of light wove around his bloody arm and formed the shape of 
a giant bow, and a brilliant arrow was formed from his halo. This was 
the Bow of Light, a spell that boasted the highest attack power among 
all divine magic. The beam discharged from the bow would simply 
ignore magical barriers and aura shields, penetrating through 
anything in its path. 
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Sergio saw Eugene and Kristina lined up in his sight. If he shot at this 
angle, Kristina would be in the arrow’s path — of course, as long as 
she did not run away. 


Glaring at Kristina, he shouted, “Be cleansed!” 


Rumbleeee! 


All the light in the surroundings seemed to converge on the arrow 
rest. 


Kristina could feel the great power of Sergio’s divine spell, but 
contrary to his expectations, she did not flee in fear. Instead, she ran 
toward Eugene with a panicked expression, as if to protect him from 
the vicious attack. Sergio felt intense anger at the sight and 
immediately loosed off the arrow. 


Eugene could hear Kristina running toward him. It was already too 
late to reassure her, but there was no need for him to speak, anyway. 
The flood of light accompanying the arrow threatened to burn his 
eyes, but Eugene kept still and allowed the Holy Sword to descend. 


The three layers of sword-force and the black spots exploded 
simultaneously. For an instant, the flames that formed the sword-force 
were completely dyed black. The arrow was crushed, and the light 
disappeared without leaving any trace. 


The resulting explosion washed over Sergio, and the angels wrapped 
their wings around him to protect him. However, even their wings 
were charred to nothingness, and the three angels perished one after 
another. Only a thin line of black remained engraved in the air. 


Kristina felt her legs give out before she reached Eugene. 


It had only taken a moment... For an instant, she had seen the light 
crashing toward her, but in the next, darkness had already prevailed, 
and Eugene stood alone in the midst of it. However, despite the scene 
clearly unfolding in front of her very eyes, Kristina could not fully 
understand what had happened. 


Sergio also failed to understand the situation. He had been... swept 
away by the darkness, and half of his body had disappeared without a 
trace. He was only left with his upper body, thanks to the miracle of 
the stigmata. The light coming from the scar was protecting Sergio’s 
right arm and his upper body. 


“Kua...” He could not speak either. Only the sound of air escaped 


when he opened his mouth. 
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Sergio struggled to raise his head and looked forward, where he saw 
Kristina. She was completely fine and without a single wound. But she 
looked enchanted. He saw how she could not take her eyes off Eugene. 


Sergio clenched his teeth. Even though she was blessed with that face, 
the face of Anise the Faithful, she dared to... He turned his eyes and 
looked down at his right arm. The light of the stigmata was too faint 
to illuminate the looming darkness. He saw the lightless Holy Sword 
in Eugene’s hand. 


He felt despair, but that despair was accompanied by a strong sense of 
duty. The ceremony was no longer the priority. No, in the first place, 
that thing was no longer a Saintess Candidate, so what ceremony 
could he conduct? 


He was not sure if he could ever create another candidate with such 
aptitude, harmony, and completeness, but it no longer mattered. 
There was a crucial flaw in her character, and that was the most 
important factor. 


The existence of... miracles. When Kristina was born, Sergio had been 
convinced that she was a miracle of the Light. But it had been a hasty 
conviction. Just as the Hero had gotten himself corrupted, the Saintess 
Candidate had done the same. So he had no choice but to start 
everything over right from scratch. Kill the fallen Hero, retrieve the 
Holy Sword, and discard the failed Saintess — once he fulfilled these 
duties, the Light would surely bring him another miracle. 


‘They must be purified,’ he thought. He knew that something horrible 
would befall the world if he failed to stop the devils and they were 
given freedom. Sergio had not one shred of a doubt. 


‘Holy Spirit... ’ Sergio struggled to move his right arm and eventually 
placed it on his chest with great effort. ‘Take my spirit and my flesh.’ 


His bloody fingers penetrated his chest, and the stigmata on his right 
arm crawled up his fingers and into his chest. This was the final 


miracle, a phenomenon that could not be brought forth by simply 
using the stigmata. Rather, it was a miracle that could only be 
summoned by devoting one’s existence to the stigmata. 


Sergio knew that he would become a torch of light without any sense 
of self, but he accepted the martyrdom with boundless joy. 


A light bloomed in the darkness. 


The tiny bud of brilliance started to grow in size, and what remained 
of Sergio’s body was enveloped by the stigmata. Once he was fully 
covered with the stigmata, his body transformed into pure light. It was 
as if he himself had become the Incarnation of Light. 


A stream of light penetrated the darkness, and Eugene felt pain for the 
first time. He was sure that he had dodged just before the light made 
contact, but he saw that his left arm was in tatters. It was clear that 
his arm would have been torn off or completely destroyed if Agaroth’s 
Ring had not been protecting him. 
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Eugene clicked his tongue, wrapping the Cloak of Darkness around 
him. The beam of light responsible for taking his left arm now stood 
as a luminous body in human form, high in the sky. Its mere presence 
illuminated the sky as if it were day instead of light. 


“Behold,” declared Sergio while looking down at Eugene and Kristina. 
“This is the Almighty Light, the power of God that illuminates the 
world. You fallen devils will never be able to tarnish this Light!” 


Eugene didn’t think it was worth feeding his babbles. Instead, he 
focused on fully grasping Sergio’s light. With three layers, could 
Eugene eliminate him in a single strike? Was it sufficient to penetrate 
the protection of the stigmata? He could not be sure. Sergio’s rotten 
miracle was already beyond understanding as far as common 
knowledge went. 


If he applied the same concept of absurdity and used the Moonlight 
Sword... 


‘Hamel.’ 


But there was no point if he used the Moonlight Sword. He insisted on 
using just the Holy Sword. He would not use an ounce of magic, and 
he would not touch any of his other weapons. He had to do that if he 
wanted to... allow the souls of the dead to rest in peace. 


‘You are too stubborn. Why do you fight like that?’ a voice seemed to 
whisper in his ear. 


“Unlike you, I’m capable of recognizing where I am,” said Eugene 
with a smirk. He took his ragged left hand to his chest. “And this is 
what I have to do now.” 


Eugene’s bloody fingers dug into his chest, just as Sergio’s had. 
However, Eugene wasn’t praying, relying on faith, or wishing for a 
miracle. Instead, he was offering himself as tinder for the flames to 
burn brighter. 


Ba-dump. 


Ignition caused his Cores to start revolving madly, and Eugene 
commanded his mana while listening to his beating heart. The 
rampaging mana left Eugene’s control and formed the Sixth Star, and 
Eugene laughed as he felt his entire body quake. 


He had formed the Sixth Star of the White Flame Formula, but the 
situation didn’t allow him to observe the resulting changes leisurely. 
Instead, he directed the rapidly swelling mana on the Holy Sword. 
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‘What is this?’ thought Sergio. It felt as if the weight of air itself had 
intensified. Although Sergio was illuminating the sky as the sole 
source of light, it felt as if he were gradually falling to the ground. No, 
it was just an illusion, an impossibility. Sergio did not doubt the 
omnipotence of the spirit permeating his body. 


The light fell down toward him, and it appeared as if the whole sky 
was sinking. Eugene could not take his eyes off the phenomenal sight. 
But strangely, although it was extremely bright, Eugene could see 


everything with clarity. The light, which was too fast for the naked 
eye, was now visible to him. No... if anything, the light seemed a little 
slow. 


Indeed, Ignition activated at the Sixth Star of the White Flame 
Formula was granting Eugene an incredible sense of vision. 


“.,.Ha.” Eugene raised his right arm with a dry smile. “It’s nice to see 
you.” 


The sword encased in dark blue split the sky. It was not an unfamiliar 
sight. 


A formidable force disturbed Sergio’s consciousness, but his body 
wasn’t crushed. He wasn’t even forced backward. Although it was 
difficult to believe, the enormous power was under Eugene’s strict 
control. The devastating strike had only erased the light. 


Thus, only Sergio’s body was left in the sky — naked, without any 
light or power. Naturally, he could not understand what had just 
taken place. Nevertheless, he saw Eugene kick off the ground. The 
fast-approaching pair of eyes made Sergio feel enormous fear. He 
belatedly opened his mouth to scream and attempted to create some 
distance from Eugene. 


However, he was prevented from doing so. Violent light was blocking 
his retreat, even though no sun or divine light was surrounding Sergio. 
The only source of light was Eugene’s flames. 


Eugene raised the Holy Sword with a grave expression, but 
surprisingly, there was no flame coating the blade any longer. What 
Eugene now held in his hands was simply a beautiful ceremonial 
sword that appeared impractical. That was all. The blade, which was 
now devoid of any light, pushed into Sergio’s chest. 


Thud. 


His heart was pierced, and Sergio started to shake. He could only look 
down at the sword penetrating his chest with disbelief. 


However, he soon realized that his heart was still beating. He was not 


dead. A smile dawned on his face with the realization, and he took it 
as a God-given opportunity. Sergio stretched his arms wide toward 
Eugene and attempted to call upon the light once more to completely 
purify Eugene. 
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A small light came into existence. 
Fssh. 


But it did not belong to Sergio. Instead, the light came from the sword 
penetrating his heart. 


“Ah...!” Sergio quickly called out to his stigmata, but it did not 
respond with the same light as before. Instead, the light coming from 
the Holy Sword grew stronger and stronger, and Sergio’s body 
disintegrated accordingly. 


This was impossible. 


Why? Why was the stigmata...? Why, why, why was the Holy Sword 
emitting such a beautiful, brilliant light in a devil’s hands? 


“T-the Light...” stuttered Sergio, but no one was there to listen. 
Eugene twisted out the Holy Sword from Sergio’s chest, and Sergio 
clasped his chest while staggering backward. He opened and closed 
his mouth, but no words came out. He looked at Eugene, then looked 
at his own chest. 


Kristina looked toward the sky with her large eyes. 
“How could...” 


A clichéd response. The sword took Sergio’s head before he could 
finish, and the trophy was swallowed up by the light, which quickly 
spread and devoured Sergio’s body as well. 


Bangg! 


Like the fireworks of a festival, Sergio’s body exploded, drawing 
countless shooting stars across the darkened sky. Leaving behind the 
downpour of sparks, Eugene slowly dropped to the ground to 
Kristina’s side. 


Latest Update on meow novel.com 
It was night again. 


Kristina remained sitting on the ground, unable to move an inch. 
What had happened before her eyes was — no, she could not quite 
understand what it was yet. Everything still felt like a dream to 
Kristina, but... it wasn’t a nightmare. 


“T told you, right?” said Eugene. He approached her while removing 
his hand from his chest, and Kristina took her eyes off the night sky 
and looked back at him. 


“Tm here to save you,” continued Eugene with a grin. He wasn’t fine 
by any means. His left arm was tattered, and he also had a splitting 
headache. Even his heart was hurting. Still, he could move. 


“Ah...” Unable to form any words, Kristina covered her mouth with 
her hands and sobbed. 


The sky was dark. It was an obvious statement: it was night, so it was 
dark. But Kristina felt that the sky was brighter than ever. 


Kristina lowered her head, sobbing. She wanted to do anything but 
cry, but even that was impossible. The masks she had worn since she 
was a child seemed to have vaporized into thin air. So Kristina cried. 
She shed tears without trying to hide them and let her emotions take 
over. She cried with a face no different from when she was a child, 
making it sound shameful even to herself. She cried so much that even 
someone like Eugene felt compelled to reach out to her. 


It was somewhat awkward to just watch, so he tried to wipe away her 
tears, but Kristina suddenly grabbed Eugene’s hand. Then, as if she 
had been waiting, she buried her face in Eugene’s chest and bawled. 


“...Well...” Everywhere was hurting... Although he had used it for 


only a short duration, Ignition took a heavy toll on his body. Every 
time Kristina rubbed her face against his chest, it felt as if his muscles 
were being shredded, his ribs hammered, and his heart punched. 


However, it wasn’t as if he could push her away, not when she was 
crying so hard. 


“...Hff...” Eugene clenched his teeth to prevent a groan from escaping 
his lips. 


For a while, Eugene silently accepted Kristina’s tears. 


Chapter 195 
The Fount of Light (7) 


“ ,.Hmm... Ehem...” Kristina backed away with an awkward cough. 
Her eyes were swollen, and her voice was a little off. Kristina stole 
glances at Eugene’s chest, which was damp while collecting herself. 
“’..Uh... How did you manage to get here?” 


Although the question was quite overdue, it wasn’t something that she 
could hold back from. Kristina still wasn’t sure how everything had 
happened. 


The Fount of Light was a place known only to a select few priests of 
the Holy Empire. In fact, even Kristina did not know exactly where the 
Fount of Light was located. She only knew that a warp-gate was used 
to travel to and from the fount and that the warp-gate was guarded by 
the henchmen of Cardinal Rogeris. 


“Miracle,” answered Eugene while dusting off his chest. Kristina’s face 
turned a brighter shade of red with every stroke of Eugene’s hand, and 
only then did she realize how much and for how long she had been 
crying on his chest. 


“’,.M-miracle,” stuttered Kristina. But... miracle? She could not help 
but wonder. 


Kristina did not hate the word ‘miracle.’ What she had experienced as 
the Saintess Candidate was terrible, but she believed in the existence 
of God. In fact, her faith in God was the only thing that had allowed 
her to endure until now. For Kristina, a miracle was the work of God. 


“But... I thought, Sir Eugene, you didn’t believe in things like 
miracles, right?” she asked. She knew well that Eugene didn’t believe 
in God, and after what he had just experienced, she knew that he 
would probably never believe for the rest of his life. As such, she felt 
somewhat puzzled and surprised when Eugene called it a miracle. 


“T might believe in small miracles,” muttered Eugene before turning 
around. He attempted to take a step forward, but... as soon as he 
shifted one foot, he felt his legs give out under him. The rebound from 
Ignition was here. 


Kristina hurried forward and helped Eugene. “A-are you all right?” she 
asked. 
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“T don’t know if I would call myself all right. More than anything else, 
my left arm hurts,” said Eugene. His left arm had been swept away by 
Sergio’s light. The bones were twisted, and his flesh crushed. Eugene 
had no choice but to think it fortunate that his arm had not been 
completely ripped off. 


“Ah... L-let me treat it for you,” said Kristina before getting ready to 
pray. However, Eugene shook his head and wobbled forward. 


“Where are you going?” asked Kristina. 


“The Fount,” answered Eugene. His answer caused Kristina’s 
expression to stiffen. She hesitated for a moment, took a deep breath, 
then opened her mouth. 


“The Fount... What are you going to do about it?” she asked. 
“T’m going to destroy it,” answered Eugene. 


He wasn’t thinking about anything else. Whatever value the Fount had 
for the Holy Empire of Yuras, it was none of Eugene’s business. In the 
first place, he had killed hundreds of Paladins and Inquisitors after 
forcing his way in. He had killed Cardinal Sergio Rogeris, who was 
second only to the Pope. It would have been strange if only now he 
started to care about his relationship with Yuras, and above all else, 
Eugene wanted to rid this world of that terrible Fount. 


No, in fact, getting rid of the Fount was not enough. He would destroy 
what lay beneath the Fount, the pipes, and everything regarding it. 
Then he would hold the Pope accountable for everything. 


‘,... don’t know what it is,’ thought Eugene while glancing at the 
sword resting in his hand. It felt as if he wasn’t the only one who 
wanted to destroy the Fount. Even now, the Holy Sword Altair pulled 
Eugene closer to the Fount. 
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It had been like that from the beginning. The Holy Sword had guided 
him to the source of the Fount of Light, and when he took Sergio’s 
head at the end, Eugene had not willed the sword to exude light. It 
had illuminated of its own accord, cut Sergio’s head, then devoured 
and detonated his body with light. 


It was almost like... divine retribution. 


‘Is it the God of Light? Or... ’ mulled Eugene as he arrived in front of 
the Fount. He could feel minute trembling from the body that 
supported him. He glanced back at Kristina’s rigid face. “If it’s too 
difficult for you, why don’t you wait in the back?” 


“No matter how hard it is for me, I can move better than you in your 
condition, Sir Eugene,” answered Kristina. She took a short breath, 
then looked up at Eugene. “And... there’s no reason for me to back 
down now of all times, is there? Sir Eugene... How much do you think 
I’ve longed to destroy and eliminate this Fount? How long do you 
think I desired this?” 


It wasn’t just that, either. Kristina felt a particular desire rising from 
deep inside her heart, but it wasn’t a desire to destroy the Fount — 
instead, it was something else. It was hard to explain exactly what she 
felt and why she felt this way, but Kristina knew that she could not 
back down now. 


Eugene slowly pushed the Holy Sword forward. There were many 
ways to destroy the Fount. There was no need for him to use the 
Empty Sword; he was sure that he could destroy it by simply bashing 
it with sword-force. 


However, Eugene did not act upon it. Instead, he focused on the Holy 
Sword, which was vibrating subtly. The sword led Eugene forward as 
it had led him while he was wandering through the fog. He stared at it 


for a brief moment, then strode forward under its guidance. 
Plop. 


He walked into the Fount of Light, and the quivering of the Holy 
Sword grew more intense. On the other hand, Kristina had never 
imagined that she would walk back into the Fount, so she froze on the 
spot when she saw Eugene enter. However, Eugene continued to wade 
forward to the center of the Fount without glancing back. 
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“.,.Ugh!” Kristina clutched her trembling chest and let out a few deep 
breaths. Then, she carefully stretched out her leg to follow Eugene. 
The moment her bare foot made contact with the Fount, all the pain 
she had felt in the Fount until now seemed to return. 


There were no wounds on her body, she had not cut herself with a 
knife, and there was no blood either. However, the Fount’s mere 
existence was a huge trauma for Kristina. The one responsible for 
forcing her to walk the path of the Saintess was dead, but much of her 
trauma still remained. 


Kristina knew her weakness and fear well. But instead of continuing to 
hesitate, she took one step after another. She wasn’t weak by any 
means. She knew that if she crumbled or became bound by her 
terrible memories, everything would stay just as before. She had to 
face everything directly. 


She raised her head and looked straight ahead. 


Eugene was already at the center of the Fount, but instead of going 
any further, he was glancing backward at Kristina. The moment 
Kristina met his calm golden eyes, she clasped the hem of her clothes. 


She didn’t want him to see her embarrassing self, even though she 
knew it didn’t matter whether they were the Hero, the Saintess, or 
whoever else. However, even without the title of the Hero, Eugene 
Lionheart was a brilliant man. 


Finally, her heart stopped shaking, and she approached Eugene with a 


placid face. 


Eugene felt the light of the Holy Sword grow stronger. Letting the 
light guide his actions, Eugene turned the Holy Sword upside down, 
then struck down at the center of the Fount. The surface of the water 
stirred greatly, and the Fount started to boil. The divine power 
dissolved in the water swelled as if attracted to the light of the Holy 
Sword. 


Kristina squeezed her eyes shut to avoid the sudden, blinding light, 
and when she opened her eyes, a little girl stood in front of Eugene 
and Kristina. Kristina jumped back when she saw the girl’s 
appearance. 


“Me?” she said with astonishment. Kristina was all too familiar with 
the face of the little girl. She looked exactly like herself when she was 
young. 
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“Anise,” called out Eugene. He wasn’t very surprised. Instead, a bitter 
smile adorned his face as he called her name. 


Kristina flinched when she heard the name and looked back at 
Eugene. 


SAL.” 


Then, she turned back to the little girl. After hearing the name ‘Anise,’ 
she did feel that the little girl’s face was slightly different from her 

own past self. However, it really was just slight — the only difference 
she could see lay in the atmosphere surrounding the girl and her eyes. 


There were countless statues and portraits of Anise the Faithful in 
Yuras. Naturally, Kristina had seen portraits of Anise since she was a 
child. Like everyone else, she was well aware that she looked like 
Anise. However, there was a massive difference between feeling a 
similarity by comparing herself to a painting or a statue and seeing a 
live, exact replica of herself right in front of her. 


“Hmm...” The girl’s lips parted. She patted her cheeks with an 


expressionless face, then looked around her surroundings. There was a 
glimmering fountain, which she observed, then she looked up at 
Eugene and Kristina. 


She immediately noticed that they stood at different eye levels. She 
continued to caress her cheeks with an expressionless face, then 
smiled. But when Kristina saw the little girl smile, she felt goosebumps 
running down her back. It was because the little girl’s smile was 
exactly like the smile Kristina practiced while looking in the mirror 
when she was young. 


The ideal smile of the Saintess. 

However, Eugene couldn’t respond in kind with a smile. 
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“.,.You are one nasty woman,” said Eugene. 

The little girl was still smiling. 

Plop! 


When the girl took a step, the light surrounding the Fount wove 
around her body. Her appearance changed, or rather, she matured. 
The result was an appearance that Eugene was quite familiar with. 


“Ah...” Kristina was speechless. The mature appearance of Anise made 
her feel as if she were looking in a mirror. As she continued gawking 
at Anise, Kristina’s face quickly turned pale. They looked similar, too 
similar... and there was no way it was a simple coincidence. Kristina 
felt her legs give out, and she covered her mouth, feeling nauseous. 
Unwanted imaginations forced their way into her mind and disturbed 
her thoughts. 


“.,.Please don’t,” said Anise. She approached Kristina while spreading 
her eight wings, then continued. “Please don’t hate yourself.” 


Anise lowered herself and peered into Kristina’s eyes. Although 
Kristina didn’t think she could cry anymore after pouring out so much 


before, her eyes were once again filled with tears. The thoughts that 
pervaded her mind were truly terrible and disgusting. 


“You are not weak,” whispered Anise while taking Kristina into her 
embrace. Kristina could not find words to say and instead sobbed once 
again. The eight wings slowly descended and wrapped around 
Kristina’s body. Then, Anise closed her eyes, putting her forehead 
against Kristina’s. 


“Ah...” Kristina’s ocean-blue eyes quivered. She attempted to 
understand the clear images she saw, but it was simply impossible to 
accept. Her eyes dimmed as she felt her consciousness drifting away. 
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Anise slowly parted her forehead from Kristina’s, then closed the girl’s 
eyes. After carefully laying Kristina down in the Fount, she 
straightened herself. 


“Hamel,” she called out with the same smile. “I didn’t think such an 
expression would suit you, but it looks quite decent on you, perhaps 
because you have a different face than before.” 


Eugene raised his hands and touched his face. He could feel creases 
and grooves, as well as his cheeks twitching. He had a warped 
expression. 


Eugene forced a smile and shook his head. “What did you do?” he 
asked. 


“T made her understand,” she answered while looking down at 
Kristina. “This... poor child is the same as me,” she continued. 


“What is it?” asked Eugene before giving a long sigh. Then he looked 
alternatingly at Anise and Kristina before continuing. “I... saw the 
source of this damned Fount. You must have led me there.” 


“Actually, I didn’t want to show you,” said Anise, her smile faltering 
slightly. “Hamel, you must know, since you’ve seen it, but... that... is 
not something ordinary people can easily understand.” 


“ ..But we’ve seen countless terrible things since the past,” responded 
Eugene. 


Such had been the world three hundred years back. Black wizards ran 
rampant after selling their souls to demons, conducting all kinds of 
terrible experiments that completely threw any idea of morals right 
out the window. There had been several laboratories belonging to 
black wizards near Helmuth, and most of them were conducting 
human experiments performed on captured slaves. 
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Eugene had seen many such places in his past life. Naturally, he had 
wiped them out so thoroughly that they would never be seen again in 
this world. It was only a matter of course, and Anise had done the 
same. She had liberated the slaves and healed their wounds. She had 
burned the black wizards with divine magic and smashed their heads 
with her mace. 


But there were always those who could not be saved, those who had 
been taken too far into experiments. Black wizards were always 
preoccupied with creating magical creatures or weapons to be used in 
war, and such experiments robbed humans of their human selves. 
Some subjects were made into chimeras by combining them with 
monsters, demons, and other creatures. Some were used as sacrifices 
to enhance the power of the black wizards. Some were used to create 
and test new magic. 


Anise always took it upon herself to embellish their passing. She 
wrapped with light those who were broken and dying, as well as those 
no longer human, and euthanized them. Each time, she recited the 
same prayer with a somber expression: I pray that you see heaven 
after leaving this world of suffering. 


“...The source of the Fount,” said Eugene with a long sigh, “was much 
more terrible than even the workshops of the black wizards. It wasn’t 
something... that the priests of the God of Light should have been 
doing.” 


The filter connected to the pipes contained countless relics. But 
although they were pompously called ‘holy relics,’ they were simply 
bones of the past Saintesses. The water of the Fount was filtered 


through the remains and forcibly imbued with divine power, then 
traveled through the central pipe into the actual Fount. 


“Tt was a necessity,” answered Anise in a somber voice. “That is how 
the being called Saintess is created, after all. Just like this child, and 
every candidate before her, and... even me. It was the same with the 
many Saintesses before me.” 


“But you and Kristina seemed special,” commented Eugene. He 
recalled the vision he saw at the source of the Fount. There were 
countless girls, girls with... indistinguishable faces. Their presence had 
been faint in his vision, but he had seen Anise and Kristina with 
clarity. 


The same was true even now. Anise definitely existed within this 
miracle. She stood in front of his eyes as if she had descended from 
the World Tree, and her eight wings truly were spread wide. 


“Yes.” Anise nodded. “This child and I are special. We were born with 
aptitude, harmony, and completeness that could be considered 
overwhelmingly superior to any of the previous candidates.” 
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Aptitude, harmony, and completeness. Eugene did not want to accept 
such words. 


“You are kind, Hamel,” said Anise with a faint smile while gazing at 
him. “And I know that you are not stupid. I’m sure you already have a 
vague idea of what the two of us really are. Nevertheless, you are 
staying silent because you want to be considerate, not wanting to 
offend me in case you guessed wrong.” 


“T just don’t want to get smacked,” replied Eugene while avoiding her 
gaze. “To be honest... I don’t really want to know, either. I don’t want 
to confirm anything. Whatever the Saintess truly is, it doesn’t matter 
to me. You are simply Anise, and she is simply Kristina. What else is 
important?” 


“ ,.Hamel,” called out Anise while approaching Eugene. “You don’t 
have to turn a blind eye. I know you understand both of us without 


having to hear the whole truth, but I don’t want that kind of sympathy 
from you. I want you to be yourself, to understand me for what I am. 
I’m sure that the child thinks the same way.” 


Sympathy? Eugene smiled bitterly. It was an undeniable remark. 


“..What are you?” So he asked. Just as Anise wanted, he asked 
directly. “You and Kristina. No, the Saintess... what is it exactly? Why 
were there such things taking place in this Fount?” 


Anise stood in front of Eugene with a faint smile. She explained, “A 
long time ago, the God of Light first descended on this land. He 
created the Holy Sword Altair out of his own blood and flesh and 
illuminated the world. Then he created a religion and founded Yuras.” 


It was the founding myth of Yuras, the story of the Holy Emperor 
responsible for the empire’s creation. 


Anise continued, “The ancient Incarnation reigned in Yuras for a long 
time and worked as a beacon in the chaotic era. With him at the 
forefront, faith was passed on to the world, and various gods were 
born and disappeared... The Holy Emperor ruled for a long time and 
protected Yuras and her subjects, but he did not live forever. Since he 
had descended to the world as an incarnation, he had to return to the 
sky one day.” Anise looked into Eugene’s trembling eyes. “Once the 
Holy Emperor was gone, many members of the church felt fear. They 
feared that the world would once again sink into darkness in the 
light’s absence. They hoped the light would send forth another 
incarnation, but such a thing never came true.” 
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They had desired light. 


“They desired a new object of worship. Although light is always 
present... it was too abstract to serve. They needed a more definite, 
tangible object of worship. They needed an Incarnation of Light.” 
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“Ancient Yuras needed many objects and symbols of worship, not just 


the Pope. Symbols to feed fanaticism. The stigma on the bodies of the 
Pope and the Cardinals portrays how the light was taking care of the 
world. It shows that the light is directly choosing its surrogates. So 
many members have come to worship the Pope and the Cardinals like 
gods.” 


“’,.And the Saintess?” 


“A symbol of worship, just like the Pope and the Cardinals,” said 
Anise with a twisted smile. She continued, “The first Saintess was an 
artificial imitation of the Incarnation of Light created using the 
remains of the Holy Emperor.” 
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“A sacred weapon capable of bringing down miracles, created by 
embedding the remains of the Holy Emperor in the body of a young 
girl, an idol made for worship.” 


And thus, the ancient fanatics had come to make a new Light in their 
own image. 
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They had been created using the remains of the Holy Emperor. 


Eugene had a hard time coming to an understanding. It was a 
statement far removed from any realm of understanding. 


No... Come to think of it, perhaps it wasn’t that hard to comprehend 
after all. Eugene was a wizard who had learned magic in the Magic 
Kingdom of Aroth by studying papers and accumulating magical 
knowledge. 


It was widely known that magical experiments performed on humans 
were commonplace three hundred years ago. In those chaotic times, 
black wizards conducted experiments on humans without hesitation. 
But although human experiments were most common during the 
chaotic era, it did not mean that human experiments didn’t exist at 
other times. Rather, such experiments existed in any era, and the 
experimenters were not always black wizards either. 


There were many crazies among wizards, and such wizards often 
disregarded morals to satisfy their curiosities or magical inspirations. 
However, whatever vision they had did not warrant lunatic madness, 
inhumanity, or disregard for ethics. If imagination was all it took, then 
even Eugene could come up with many ideas that would be frowned 
upon in practice. 


To put it into perspective, magic experiments performed on humans 
were considered taboo, but the same wasn’t true with experiments on 
monsters. If one could ignore the hesitation and aversion they felt 
deep inside their heart, any wizard could simply cut and modify a 
monster and toy with it. So the idea itself was simple: conduct the 
exact same experiment, with no changes, and simply replace the 
monster with a human. 


When Eugene contemplated it as such, he could understand 
everything Anise mentioned all too easily. The first Saintess had been 
made using the remains of the Holy Emperor. The oldest and highest- 
value sacred relic of Yuras had been transplanted into the body of a 
young, immature girl. A rib of the Holy Emperor had been grafted into 
the first Saintess. 


The remains of the Holy Emperor contained a massive amount of 
divine power that no priest could ever hope to encompass. Regardless 
of how faithful a priest was to the light and how devoted they were in 
their prayers, they could never come to possess anything close to the 
divine power directly contained within the sacred relic. 


Thus, the Saintess was made. The Saintess was most appropriately 
called an ‘Imitation Incarnation,’ and at the same time, she was a 
sacred weapon capable of producing countless miracles. The Saintess 
alone could keep in check other religions and heretics that opposed 
Yuras, and many nonbelievers were fascinated by her existence and 
converted to Yuras. 


“They never lived long,” said Anise. 


It was expected. The light of God had been imbued into the body of an 
ordinary girl through the medium of the Holy Emperor’s remains. 
Although the Saintess could create miracles, she could never live long 
due to the burden of carrying the light. 


Anise continued, “But the first Saintess represented something great 
for the ancient fanatics and their lunatic works. They found joy in 
having created an Incarnation of Light with their own hands, and they 
were thrilled that their creation would acquire a stigmata.” 


The Saintess was an imperfect being. Every time she brought a 
miracle, a scar not engraved by a human hand would appear on her 
small body. Although the scar was only about a palm’s length in size, 
the fanatics never doubted that the stigmata was proof of their faith. 
Through the existence of the stigmata, they believed that the light was 
looking after them and that their actions had not been immoral. 


“Many more followed after the first Saintess. They were created, and 
they died. Their remains became sacred relics to serve as containers 
for the light and... The remains were transplanted into the next 


generation of candidates,” said Anise. 


The relics of the Holy Emperor were so precious that they had rarely 
been touched since the creation of the first Saintess. Instead, the 
remains of the Saintess had taken their place; stability-wise, it actually 
worked better to use the remains of one Saintess to create the next. 
The downside was that a Saintess created from the remains of another 
could not perform miracles the same way the first Saintess could. 


As such, their powers were supplemented using other methods. 


Yuras had acquired many types of magic during the hunt from the 
past, but their spoils weren’t limited to just magic. In their reckless 
hunt for black wizards and normal wizards, the Inquisitors of Yuras 
acquired the research of the wizards and the corresponding fruits. In 
addition, many of the captured wizards were tortured and enslaved 
rather than killed. 


With such help, the study of making the Imitation Incarnation made 
significant progress. In particular, among the trophies obtained from 
magic hunting, the most valuable was blood magic. By combining 
blood magic and the results of other pieces of research, Yuras created 
a method to impregnate the Saintess with more divine power. 


The final result was the Fount of Light. As long as new Saintesses 
continued to be born, the Fount would never dry up. 


“In the end, everyone is lying,” said Anise with a smile. “Even the 
stigmata of the Pope and the Cardinals aren’t directly bestowed on 
them by God. They are simply artificial engravings copied from the 
stigmata that appeared on the Saintess, etched by carefully selected 
priests who would never divulge the secret because they are fanatical 
and upright in the light. The artificial stigmata do not actually contain 
any power. However...” 


Eugene remembered Anise’s bare back from the past. The scar had 
deepened and spread with every miracle she had caused. Moreover, 
Anise was a special existence in Yuras. She was unique even among 
the many Saintesses that had existed since the far past, and the 
miracles she produced were by far the greatest. 


“T was special,” she continued after a pause. Her voice was clear, but 
Anise was no longer smiling. “It was like that ever since I was young. 
During that era, there were other candidates who were unknown to 
the world, but... I was the most outstanding of them all.” 


It had been inevitable for her to be special. 


With the creation of the Fount of Light, failures to empower the 
Saintess became few and far between. However, it was still impossible 
to artificially expand their limits. In order to create a proper Imitation 
Incarnation out of a Saintess, it was necessary to use the sacred relic 
of the Holy Emperor. But although imbuing the power of the Holy 
Empire’s remains was tried several times since the first Saintess, it 
never resulted in real success. 


So another method was devised. Since it was impossible for the 
Imitation Incarnation to conceive, an immature fetus was transplanted 
into their womb instead. After experiencing many failures and 
utilizing all kinds of divine and normal magic, a child was finally born 
from the Imitation Incarnation. 


The newborn was subject to all sorts of terrible experiments from an 
early age. Even before she could walk, she was cradled by the Fount of 
Light, forced to cling to the flickering flame of her life. Then, what 
little remained of the Holy Emperor’s remains were transplanted into 
the child’s body, little by little. The bones were ground and soaked 
into the child’s wounds, and blood modified using blood magic was 
propelled into the child’s heart. 


Thus, Yuras gave birth to an Imitation Incarnation that was close to 
perfection. She was born with an incredibly powerful stigmata, even 
compared to the first Saintess, and the stigmata grew more powerful 
and larger with every miracle that was summoned. Moreover, her very 
existence deserved to be called a proof of divinity because she could 
transfer and engrave the stigmata on high-ranking priests and allow 
them to produce lesser miracles as well. 


“T hated this nation,” whispered Anise. “I could never feel any love for 
it. In fact, I wanted the demons and the Demon Kings to wipe out this 
country altogether.” 
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She continued, “If I had lived only in Yuras, I would have lived with 
such hatred all my life. However... I was given the opportunity to 
leave Yuras. Sir Vermouth was chosen by the Holy Sword, and I was 
chosen to join him on his journey as the Saintess. Hamel, what kinds 
of things do you think I felt and experienced on that journey?” 


Eugene quietly peered into Anise’s eyes. It was difficult to identify any 
emotions in those still, blue eyes. It had been like that in his previous 
life as well. Anise never fully revealed herself. Instead, she always 
buried her true feelings behind her thick, saintly smile. 


“..Despite the terrible deeds of Yuras, I felt that God was real. I 
eventually came to believe that miracles truly existed. I despised my 
existence and everything about me. Everything was dreadful. But I 
realized that the world was even more disastrous and pitiful,” said 
Anise. 


She had seen too much... way too much. 


“T never wanted to admit it, but in those days, we were the miracles. 
Sir Vermouth, Sienna, Molon, me, and you, Hamel. We were all 
miracles. We had the power to save the world, and we did save it, 
although it was slightly lacking. What we failed to save were... those 
who were already dead. And you, Hamel.” 


Eugene could not find any words to say. 


“T’m sure it was the same for all of us. On that journey, everyone felt 
something, and... everyone changed. I came to believe in and rely on 
God. I started to yearn for heaven, and I was possessed with the 
aspiration to lead everyone to heaven as well,” explained Anise. 


Change. 


Eugene didn’t deny it. At some point, the purpose of his journey had 
changed as well. Hamel did not have a grand ambition of saving the 
world from the beginning. He simply wanted revenge. Since the world 
was thrown into shit and he along with it, he wanted those who were 
responsible — the demons and the Demon Kings — to suffer the same 
way he did. 


But at some point, he began to entertain something more. He began to 
have thoughts of saving the world. It was inevitable for people to die 
on the battlefield, but he... wanted fewer people to die. Instead of 
fixating only on killing the Demon Kings, he began to imagine what 
the world would be like after the Demon Kings were defeated. 


“You...” Eugene let out a long sigh. “You could not go to heaven.” 


“,.It was too early,” said Anise with a gentle smile. “In truth, I 
probably could have gone to heaven. The wings on my back... are 
proof of that. Hamel, so you don’t have to feel sorry for me, and you 
don’t have to be sad. I chose not to go to heaven of my own volition.” 


“Why not?” asked Eugene. There were certain things he could not 
understand. Anise was strong. Whatever the Holy Empire tried, it 
would have been impossible to capture Ainse if she had resisted. 


“You lived in the Holy Empire for a long time, then suddenly decided 
to embark on a pilgrimage. So why...? What happened to you? Why 
did you end up like that? And why is Kristina...” Eugene asked a 
barrage of questions. He could not understand. 


Anise did not give an answer but instead looked up at the sky. The 
deep darkness of the night was slowly giving way to the faint light of 
morning. After a moment, her lips parted. 


“T tried to disappear,” she said with a smile. “...I went to your grave 
for the last time, prayed, and made up my mind to disappear. The 
Pope and the Cardinals implored me to sacrifice myself for the next 
Imitation Incarnation, but they could not control me.” 


If Anise had decided to disappear, no one in Yuras could have stopped 
her. In fact, Anise left Yuras without encountering any problems, and 
she arrived in the Nahama Desert. 


“But you...” 


“T just changed my mind,” said Anise with a smile while shaking her 
head. “I don’t like the idea of sacrifice, and I did not want to dedicate 
myself to Yuras, the place I despised. However... In that desert, on my 
way to your grave, I was struck with a sudden thought.” 
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“Hamel, you sacrificed yourself for the world. I know you would not 
call it a sacrifice, but... Everyone who witnessed your death saw your 
action as a sacrifice. You sacrificed your life for the world. You were 
like that before as well. You always stood at the forefront with a 
determination to kill the Demon Kings, knowing well that your body 
would be ruined.” 


It was painful for Eugene to listen to her words. He dropped his eyes 
and clenched his fist, wanting to say something, but his lips refused to 
part. After a while, he finally managed to speak. 


“’,.There was no helping it.” 


The words he finally decided upon after hesitating were unattractive, 
even in his opinion. 


“The castle of the Demon King of Incarceration was terrible. It wasn’t 
a place suitable for Vermouth to take the lead. The same with Molon, 
obviously, since he was a complete moron. If someone had to take the 
lead and open the way... I was most suited to do so. I don’t want to 
talk about that right now. Everyone agreed then.” 


“Yes. That’s right, Hamel. As you say, someone had to take the lead 
and open the way, and you're also right in that you were the right 
person for the task. And as a result, you died,” said Anise. 


“T never blamed any of you for my death. All of you said countless 
times along the way that it would be dangerous to climb any further. 
Everyone wanted to retreat and reorganize. It was my choice to reject 
your opinions. It was my choice to continue forward, and I died 
because of my actions,” answered Eugene firmly. 


“But do you think we wouldn’t be sad about your death?” Anise asked. 


Eugene was staring up ahead. The sun was slowly peeking out from its 
slumber in the distance. 


“In the end, you sacrificed yourself, and I ran away because I didn’t 
want to sacrifice myself. Hamel, I’m quite capricious, and there was 


no... special reason behind my choice. The sun’s rays in the desert 
were scorching and bright. To tell you the truth, trying to find your 
grave was a challenge. Sienna was in seclusion... Or rather, it was 
commonly known that she was in seclusion, so I had to wander 
through the desert, fumbling through my memories.” 


Anise chuckled while reliving her memories. “Many thoughts passed 
through my mind as I wandered for a long time. What if I disappeared 
like this? It would have been a nasty gift for Yuras, no doubt. But so 
what? I was a miracle, but regardless of whether I disappeared, Yuras 
would have created another Saintess, the same as before. Of course, 
they couldn’t have created a Saintess as good as me.” 


If only the world had obtained complete peace, Anise would not have 
had to contemplate a future without her existence. 


“Above all else, however, the biggest reason for my worry was that I 
knew I would not live on for much longer. I am indeed close to 
perfection, but I’m not truly complete. I was destined to die before 
long, to disappear and ascend to heaven.” 


If she had not been close to death, Anise would have been without 
worry, both regarding her own existence and about the future Saintess 
of Yuras. However, Anise was bound for death before long, and she 
knew that the Holy Empire needed a new Saintess. 


But Anise did not want to cooperate with the subject of her contempt. 
Since three Demon Kings had been taken care of, she wanted to forego 
the sense of responsibility she had left. Well, that was what she 
desired, but on her way to the grave of her sole deceased companion, 
she remembered how he had run rampant while threatening to kill all 
the Demon Kings. She remembered the ignorant, mannerless 
mercenary. 


Even at the moment of his death, he had left no will to his comrades. 
He had not thought it necessary since Hamel truly believed that the 
rest of his companions would eliminate all the Demon Kings. He 
trusted that the world would be brought to peace, just as they had all 
hoped. 


But there were still two Demon Kings left in the world, and Anise 
would soon die. 


“Priests of Yuras came to persuade me while I was wandering the 
desert,” said Anise. Dawn was ascending, and Anise continued with 
her back to the light, “That’s... when I decided to be fickle. I returned 
to Yuras with them and took my own life. I had no desire or intention 
of conceiving an unwanted child like my mother. Suicide was a choice 
I was willing to make to rebel against this filthy country.” 


“’,.So that’s how... you became an angel?” asked Eugene while staring 
at her wings. 


“Yes,” answered Anise with a smile. “My body was dead, but my soul 
remained. The Light tried to lead me to heaven, but I refused to 
ascend. Just like that, I remained in this world.” She paused, then 
turned her eyes toward Kristina, continuing, “...And I was able to 
dwell in that child.” 


Eugene felt a chill run down his back at her nonchalant answer. 
Before long, a chuckle escaped from his lips. “You’re truly a snake-like 
woman, do you know that? Sienna and I always talked about you 
behind your back.” 


“Maybe you don’t know this, Hamel, but snakes are also symbols of 
regeneration and eternal life,” retorted Anise with an unchanged 
smile. She showed no signs of displeasure. “I actually did not intend 
for all of this to happen. I chose not to ascend to heaven... because I 
thought I was still unworthy. And the reason I could dwell in that 
child was...” 


Kristina was still sound asleep with her eyes closed. Anise approached 
her and gently stroked Kristina’s cheek, looking at her with a gaze full 
of meaning. 


“..Just as I was special, this child was also special.” 


The Holy Empire of Yuras transformed Anise’s corpse into a relic. But 
rather than transplanting it into the Saintess, they sought to clone the 
one who neared perfection. Over the course of three hundred years, 
there were numerous failures. It wasn’t a matter of whether the clone 
had a soul since souls could be extracted and transplanted. The 
deadliest and most difficult problem to overcome was the 
compatibility between the soul and the cloned body. 


The failed copies were sent directly to the Fount of Light without even 
being granted a chance to become a candidate. But the Saintess could 
not be absent from the world, so Yuras put forth incomplete Saintesses 
who had been transplanted with the relics created from other 
incomplete copies. Of course, once they perished, those Saintesses 
became a part of the Fount as well. 


After countless failures, a near-perfect replica was born — a baby 
abandoned in a monastery. Her soul showed greater aptitude and 
harmony than the existing experiments. Anise’s relic, which was kept 
top secret, was given to the replica, and the result wasn’t a failure. 
The child, a clone of Anise, showed almost perfect harmony with the 
sacred relic. 


The clone was named Kristina and was closely monitored in a 
monastery until she was ten years old. A single seizure or an incident 
would have resulted in her removal, but Kristina never once 
experienced an episode. 


Thus, Kristina was taken in as Cardinal Rogeris’ adopted daughter, 
and she became the only Saintess Candidate of her time. 


“In terms of completeness, this child is superior to me. This child... 
won’t have to prepare herself for death, unlike me, and she will be 
able to live for a really long time, just like Sienna. Although she 
doesn’t have a stigmata yet, sooner or later, she will be able to 
perform miracles without bleeding from her scar,” explained Anise. 


“Anise.” 


“The miracle’s end is not far off,” continued Anise. “Soon, I will return 
to this child. Nothing will change. She will still be Kristina Rogeris, 
and I... will dwell in her as a spiritual being.” 
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“Hamel, don’t feel regret. This is not heaven, but we were able to 
reunite like this. Although I won’t be able to help you directly, I... As 
part of this child, I can bless and protect you on your journey.” 


“Anise.” 


“T think everything has been under the guidance of the light. The 
believers of light have gone astray, but He still loves all His believers 
and provides us with the guidance of light. And through this miracle, I 
was led to you. For you to have been chosen by the Holy Sword, and 
for the Holy Sword to have not lost its light here... All of that is the 
Will of Light. The mission we failed to accomplish three hundred years 
ago, you will—” 


Eugene suddenly interrupted her. “You and Sienna wrote the fairy tale 
together, didn’t you?” 


Anise stopped talking. She slowly removed her hand from Kristina’s 
cheek, then looked up at Eugene with eyes of disbelief. “Don’t you 
think that question was kinda inappropriate, given the conversation 
we were having, the atmosphere, and the whole situation?” 


“Should I cry then?” asked Eugene. 
“T don’t want to see your crying face,” answered Anise. 


“But it’s not like I can get angry either. I did enough of that earlier, 
and... you said you didn’t want to see me cry. I don’t really want to 
cry either,” said Eugene. He grumbled while walking up to Anise. “I 
knew since three hundred years ago that there was something fucked 
up with the Holy Empire, not that I ever expected it to be beyond any 
common fuckery. But what can I do about it? That’s just how it was.” 


He stretched out a hand toward Anise. “In the end, you died and 
became an angel. It was your choice not to go to heaven. There is a 
God, after all, and heaven is real. That’s... enough. The fact that 
Kristina is your clone and that you dwell in her... There’s nothing I 
can do about that either.” 
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“All of that’s already in the past,” he said while taking Anise by the 
hand. “However, such things will not happen in the future. Once I kill 
the two remaining Demon Kings, the Holy Empire will no longer need 
the Saintess. If they try to create more Saintesses in such a world, I 
will personally end all believers of light in this world.” 
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Eugene continued, “What I have to worry about now is whether to 
take the heads of the Pope and the other Cardinals. I probably 
shouldn’t. The Holy Empire is too big, and I can’t ignore its forces. I 
ultimately need them for the upcoming wars. However, I will make 
sure that they won’t be able to do shit like this in the future.” 


Anise giggled while covering her mouth. “That is so like you, Hamel.” 


“You haven’t answered my question yet. It was you and Sienna who 
wrote the children’s book, right? Hmm? So why was I the only one 
written like a complete idiot?” Eugene grumbled while helping Anise 
to her feet. He stared directly into her eyes while urging for an 
answer. “Why did you give me a shitty name like Stupid Hamel? Did 
you really have to torture me like this even after 300 years? Why am I 
stupid?” 


“Are you really asking because you don’t know?” asked Anise. 


“Would I be asking if I knew? No matter how much I think about it, it 
doesn’t make sense. If you really wanted to call anyone stupid, it 
should have been Molon, not me.” Eugene truly thought so. Brave 
Hamel, Stupid Molon — it was perfect. 


“Hmm.” The corner of her mouth curled up into a smile as Anise 
looked up at Eugene. “I see that you’re still the same as before,” she 
said. 


“What do you mean by...” but he wasn’t given a chance to finish his 
retort. Her lips were suddenly before him and pressed against his own. 


He tried to step back in surprise, but he couldn’t. Before he knew it, 
her arms had wrapped around his neck and prevented him from 
moving. A tongue slipped in through his lips, and Eugene stared with 
incredulous eyes. He could only see Anise smiling with her eyes. 


“ ..Phew.” Their lips parted after a while. Anise released her shackles 
and pushed his chest away. “This is why you are stupid.” 


“Uh.” 


“Please apologize to Sienna for me. I don’t know if she will 
understand, but what’s she going to do? I’m already dead.” 


“Uh... huh? Uah...” 


“Stupid Hamel,” said Anise while slightly stroking her lips with her 
tongue. “You are, in a way, even dumber than Molon.” 


Then she started to disappear. 


Eugene’s eyes widened. She was clearly running away. If she had 
disappeared normally, he would have shed tears of sadness, but he 
wasn’t in a state to feel any sorrow. 


“Hey, hey!” he shouted. 


“This is not goodbye, Hamel. I will be protecting you from inside the 
child...” 


“T get it, so apologize before you go!” roared Eugene, grabbing her 
hand. “Apologize for calling me a bigger moron than Molon! And... 
and... that, just now, was my first time with this...” 


“Oh dear...” muttered Anise while shaking her head with a sincere 
expression of regret. “Do you think it was a first only for you?” 
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“Please make sure to tell Sienna. I’m sorry, but that’s just how things 
are.” 


Those were the last words Anise uttered. Eugene stood blankly as her 
figure crumbled into particles of light. But the light didn’t fade away. 
Rather, it permeated Kristina. 


It wasn’t just Anise, either. The Fount of Light, the source of the 
Fount, and everything around them scattered into light. The fading 
light soared into the morning sky, and the darkness of the night was 
finally laid to rest. It was truly a beautiful sight, but instead of looking 
up, Eugene just gently caressed his own lips. 


“ ..Huh. Ha... Hahaha...” 


After standing still for a long while, he started to laugh dejectedly. 
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The pipes could no longer draw any more water. The Fount of Light, 
the filters at the source, everything was gone. It wasn’t just the water 
either. The spheres connected to the pipes, as well as the relics 
contained within — none of it was left behind. 


Eugene glanced back at Kristina. She was being supported by the wind 
but was still unconscious. But Eugene felt that it was for the better. 
The things he didn’t want her to see disappeared neatly, but Eugene 
preferred that she didn’t even see the old pipes left behind. 


“What?” said Eugene. He had placed his hand inside his cape with the 
intention of doing a clean sweep, but Mer had grabbed his finger as if 
she had been waiting. She accompanied the Moonlight Sword out of 
his cloak, riding on his finger. 


“You bastard,” said Mer. 
“What?” 


“You... You are... Sir Eugene, you are a bastard,” repeated Mer while 
pointing her quivering fingers at Eugene. “How, how... shameless! 
How could you do something so shameless? Right in front of me, to 
boot!” she shouted. 


“No... Well... If you think about it, it wasn’t technically...” Eugene 
hastily gave his excuse, but Mer wasn’t willing to listen. 


“Lies! Sir Eugene, you are a liar! You could have avoided it if you 
wanted to! But! You didn’t! No, it was far from avoiding it. Y-your... 
lips! The lips touched, and, and... t-tongue. You stayed still even when 
the tongue slid in!” exclaimed Mer. 


Eugene continued, “Well... That’s... Uh... Mer. Listen, when a human 


is faced with a situation that’s completely out of their expectations 
and incomprehensible, their body stiffens, and they lose control. You 
stop thinking and freeze on the spot. And because of the aftermath of 
Ignition, my body was...” 


“Lies! You’re moving just fine now!” Mer shouted. 


“Strictly speaking, it’s not me that’s moving right now, but Tempest’s 
wind that’s...” 


“Argh!” screeched Mer. “Whatever the case! Sir Eugene, you were 
being so sloppy that even I could have stabbed you to death with a 
dagger!” 


“Do you think I would have ever imagined something like that 
happening?” Eugene retorted, desperately seeking to soothe Mer’s 
fury, albeit not very successfully. 


Mer stomped her feet with a huff. “I just don’t understand! Sir Eugene, 
you have a very handsome face right now, but not in your past life! 
I’ve also seen Sir Hamel’s face every day in Akron, but to be 
completely honest, I’ve never thought that he was handsome, not even 
for a second!” 


“That’s... a bit hurtful. I don’t think it was bad enough that I deserved 
to be called ugly wherever I went...” muttered Eugene. 


“T feel this every time we talk about this topic, but Sir Eugene, you are 
very confident, even arrogant. Your claims are completely unfounded. 
How could you possibly have such confidence in your face with the 
Great Vermouth right next to you?” asked Mer. 


“Well... I admit that I might have been slightly uglier than Vermouth, 
but I was much better-looking than Molon. And being handsome isn’t 
necessarily being good-looking. The atmosphere I exuded was very 
handsome, if you know what I mean,” answered Eugene. 


“Completely mad...” 


“Tt’s just that the video in Akron failed to capture my atmosphere. 
Well, no, even there... My... What is it...2 Weren’t my proportions 


pretty good? My face was rather small, I had wide shoulders, and a 
muscular, chiseled body...” explained Eugene. 


“Bastard,” muttered Mer. 


But Eugene didn’t stop there. He kept going. “And the scar on my face 
was pretty cool too. My confidence isn’t groundless at all. In my 
previous life, I never met anyone who ever called me ugly to my face.” 


Mer retorted, “That’s because you killed anyone who said such a 
thing, Sir Eugene. Anyways, you're still bad, Sir Eugene. I still don’t 
understand how you could do such a thing in front of me.” 


Thump. Thump. Thump. 


Mer stormed Eugene, stomping her feet, and it didn’t look like she 
would stop anytime soon. Feeling unfairly blamed, Eugene shouted 
back while drawing the Moonlight Sword out of its sheath. “Oi! Did I 
do it? Hmm? I was tricked! I’m also a victim here! So why are you 
only blaming me?” 


“A victim!? How truly, absolutely, positively shameless... Sir Eugene, 
don’t lie to me! You were enjoying it on the inside!” screamed Mer. 


“T didn’t enjoy it... Really, I just couldn’t move because I was so 
surprised. And... It was sad as well. After all, Anise, one of my 
comrades, is dead. I won’t ever get to meet her again in this life...” 
said Eugene with a gloomy face while placing down the Moonlight 
Sword on his side. Mer hesitated for a moment when she saw Eugene’s 
drooping shoulders. She felt a sense of regret. In her moment of anger, 
she had inadvertently caused Eugene to feel an irreconcilable 
loneliness. 


‘But Lady Sienna is still alive.’ 


While thinking so, she coughed before saying curtly, “I’m going to tell 
on you to Lady Sienna later.” 


“Yes, yes,” answered Eugene. 


The Moonlight Sword started to radiate light. The creeping moonlight 
removed all the machinery underground, and after checking the 
empty room one more time, Eugene turned around. 


He strolled through the ruined temple, passing by the corpses without 
care. He saw that some were still breathing, but whether they lived or 
died was none of Eugene’s business. He had already rampaged in his 
fury. After running wild, helping them would be like playing a game 
of cat and mouse with them. 


‘Did I screw myself over?’ He was struck with such worries as well. Now 
that everything had settled, the intense anger and hatred had died 
down. Along with it, logical thoughts also slowly returned. 


What should he do now? He had killed a Cardinal, one of the captains 
of the Blood Cross Knights, as well as a high-ranking Inquisitor. They 
weren’t your everyday, ordinary members of the church. Furthermore, 
apart from the three high-profile figures, he had killed over a hundred 
people today. 


It had been slightly excessive. He had gone full ‘Hamel’ crazy without 
even thinking about the repercussions of his actions. In his defense, he 
had given them a warning. It wasn’t like he intended to kill them from 
the beginning, either. 


However, they ignored his warning and picked a fight with him... 
while completely convinced that they were in the right. He had been 
irked that they tried to send him back without seeing reason. 


‘It wouldn’t matter if I’m the only one implicated, but the problem is the 
Lionheart clan.’ 


The Emperor of Kiehl was greedy for what the Lionhearts possessed, 
and it was obvious that a conflict would arise between the empires if 
Yuras held Eugene responsible for the current situation. If that were to 
happen, the emperor would undoubtedly try to pin the blame on the 
Lionheart clan. 


However, Eugene would make sure that it unfolded differently. He 
had no intention of keeping quiet about this crazy issue. He could 
simply silence the Holy Empire’s opinion with the Holy Sword since 


they would only be denying the light if they chose to disagree. 


The power that the Lionhearts accumulated over 300 years was 
considerable. Thus it was impossible for Kiehl to expel the entirety of 
the Lionheart family from the empire. If a settlement could be made, 
then... 


‘They would either throw me in jail or banish me.’ 


But perhaps they wouldn’t go as far as to banish him. Eugene was 
simply too talented to be banished for this problem. After all, what 
would Kiehl gain from expelling Eugene? Absolutely nothing. 
Moreover, the moment Eugene was deported, all the other nations 
would go crazy trying to take him in. 


‘I think they might throw me in jail and try to coax me... No, but that’s 
only the case if Yuras makes a big scene out of this. If the Pope wants to 
bury the whole issue, then there’s nothing Kiehl can do.’ 


As long as Eugene could keep the Pope’s mouth shut, the majority of 
the problems would be solved. But how? Eugene had faced the 
fanatics of light in this temple, and they had labeled Eugene’s actions 
as being corrupt. In their perspective, the Light had not chosen wrong, 
and Eugene Lionheart’s abilities were fit for the Hero. However, 
Eugene Lionheart had fallen... 


It was an invincible logic. The fanatics could claim that their actions 
were based on true faith while cleverly avoiding the true meaning of 
light. After seeing that the Paladins and Inquisitors had been set on 
such a mindset, Eugene wondered if he could even hold a proper 
conversation with their superior, the Pope. 


‘If I reveal that I’m Hamel... ’ 


So far, he had been given a free pass by revealing his identity from the 
past. However, he was up against the Pope of the Holy Empire this 
time around. He felt that simply revealing his identity as Hamel 
wouldn’t be sufficient. What if he got the Holy Sword to emit light? 
No, that wouldn’t be enough, either. Something more... Something 
more like... a miracle... 


“Why don’t you come down if you’ve awakened?” grumbled Eugene, 
glancing backward. 


Kristina flinched. She had been allowing her limp body to float in the 
wind. 


Eugene continued, “Both my body and mind are in a mess right now... 
so it’s hard for me to keep this up.” 


“Ehem.” Kristina descended with a dry cough and didn’t raise her 
head even after touching the ground. Her clothes were already 
completely dry from the Fount’s water, but Kristina continued to pull 
and shake the hem of her clothes as if she felt uncomfortable. 


“You...” Eugene called out while taking a step back. He saw that her 
expression was rather complex and her ears red under her disheveled 
blond hair. 


“What do you know?” asked Eugene. 


“Hmm... Eem... Ehem...” Kristina coughed a few times before raising 
her head by an inch. Her face was red, and as soon as she met his 
gaze, she immediately lowered her head once more. Eugene’s 
expression grew even more complex when he noticed her blatant 
response. 


“Oi...” he called out. 


“S-sir Hamel...” stammered Kristina. “Ah... N-no, that’s the past life, 
so... I will... I will just call you Sir Eugene. Yes. That’s the right thing 
for me.” 


“T asked you what you knew,” repeated Eugene. 


“Well... The thing is, L-Lady’s Anise’s memories came to me... Well, 
not only her memories. It’s like her consciousness became a part of 
me...” sputtered Kristina while grabbing her head, not realizing that 
she was speaking gibberish. It was only natural for her to be confused. 
Anise’s soul was resting inside her, and although it would have been 
as such since a long time ago, the incident had awakened Anise’s soul. 
So they now shared a consciousness, and Kristina also received Anise’s 


memories. 


As a result, Kristina came to learn what the Saintess truly was, what 
kinds of rituals had been held in the Fount of Light, and who she truly 
was. Everything came to Kristina as a brutal truth, denying most of 
what she had believed all her life. Although she knew what was true 
and what was false, it was quite difficult for her to take it all in right 
away. 


Not only that, but Eugene Lionheart was supposedly the reincarnation 
of Stupid Hamel from 300 years ago. 


“Please understand, Hamel. It will be difficult for this child to accept 
everything at once, so please be patient and... Huh?” Kristina quickly 
clasped her hands over her lips when she started speaking without 
meaning to. 


Eugene’s eyebrows twitched as he looked down at Kristina, who had 
collapsed in surprise. 


“Anise?” he called out. 


“N-no. No, I am not Lady Anise,” answered Kristina. But what was 
that just now? She had spoken without meaning to, and her head... 
was a mess. It was filled with things that were difficult to understand, 
things she didn’t want to understand. And at the very end was... a 
face that was too close for comfort, trembling eyes, the soft brush of 
their lips, and what wrapped around her tongue as... 


“Ahhhhhhhh!” screeched Kristina before clasping her hands together 
and praying. 


[I didn’t expect that you would receive that memory as well.] 


“What?” Kristina raised her head in surprise as a voice resounded in 
her head. 


[I startled you without meaning to. I hope you understand. I did think 
about leaving you behind and departing for heaven, but for both you 
and Hamel, I think it would be best for me to remain here for the time 
being. ] 


Eugene could not hear Anise’s voice, but he had a rough idea of the 
current situation from Kristina’s expression of shock and from the way 
she looked around as if she was hearing things. 


“This voice is...” muttered Kristina as her expression slowly stiffened. 
She remembered the first revelation she heard: Eugene Lionheart is 
the Hero chosen by the Light, and Vermouth’s soul did not enter 
heaven. 


It was the same voice, the voice of the light. 


[I was simply acting as the messenger. The message was not a lie. 
Although the God of Light is not as omnipotent as you or others might 
think, he is real. However, he cannot intervene directly in the matters 
of this world,] Anise continued. 


Kristina’s shaking slowly subsided. 


[So do not deny the existence of the light. You are... Haha, there’s no 
helping it if you don’t want to identify yourself as the Saintess, but 
your existence and power are definitely miracles. If you want to use 
your miracles for Hamel... for Eugene Lionheart, then I will help you.] 


‘Lady Anise... ’ 


[I know. I have been through the same thing as you, and I have 
always been watching you ever since you were young. I know what 
you’ve experienced, and it’s only natural for you to doubt the light 
after you’ve realized the whole truth. However, Kristina, that doesn’t 
matter. Even if you distrust the light, it doesn’t change the fact that 
your existence is a miracle. Nor will the light leave you in 
disappointment because you distrust it.] 


Kristina continued to pray silently. She was starting to understand 
little by little. If the terrible ritual in the Fount of Light had progressed 
to completion, Kristina’s blood would have been replaced by the water 
from the Fount. If everything had gone according to schedule 
afterward, Kristina would have been baptized by the sacred relic of 
the Holy Emperor in the Audience Chamber. Then, Kristina’s back 
would have been engraved with a stigma, just like Anise’s. 


[I do not want that. Even if you were made more complete than I was, 
a forcibly engraved stigma will eat away at your life.] 


ecceee 


[That’s why I cannot leave you yet.] 


Kristina slowly closed her eyes. It was confusing and shocking, but she 
understood. Anise would remain inside her for the time being and 
support the miracles Kristina summoned with her own divine power. 
Anise’s soul would replace the role of the stigma. 


Anise had perished long ago but had refused to enter heaven. She had 
remained behind in this world to keep her promise to her dead 
comrade. But even after reuniting with her comrade, she still refused 
to enter heaven. It was to see her mission from 300 years ago to 
completion. In the future, Anise would work from within Kristina, 
bearing Kristina’s burden and pain in her stead. One day, when 
Kristina no longer needed her help, Anise would finally spread her 
wings and fly to heaven. 


Tears streamed down Kristina’s face, even though her eyes were 
closed. It was a truly noble act. Anise refused the comfort of death and 
insisted on feeling the pain of her soul to try to save the world. 
Although the Saintesses created by the Holy Empire were fake, 
artificial beings, Kristina could not see her predecessors as fake. Even 
if they had been created artificially, all of them had been true 
Saintesses... 


[Do you not drink the holy water? ] 
‘What?’ 


[It doesn’t seem like you enjoy it, but... If you truly pity me, please 
enjoy holy water on my behalf from now on. And if you ever feel a 
difficult, shameful urge towards Hamel, I am willing to do it in your 
stead...] 


“What are you talking about!?” 


[I truly enjoy how innocent you are. I think I will have quite the fun 


from now on teasing you. ] 


Anise giggled inside Kristina’s head, but instead of answering, Kristina 
recited a short prayer. 


“Are you done?” asked Eugene. 
tie BHO, AMM 4” 


“Tell Anise. It might be impossible right now, but when I see her in 
heaven after I die, I’m going to beat the crap out of her,” said Eugene. 
Truthfully, he wanted to pummel her right this moment. But if he 
followed his desire, wouldn’t it be Kristina who suffered instead? 


Eugene clicked his tongue and shook his head. 


—This is not goodbye, Hamel. As part of this child, I can bless and 
protect you on...” 


He had not bothered to listen till the end, but he never imagined that 
this was what she meant. Eugene felt grateful not to have shed tears 
when Anise disappeared. He was afraid just to imagine how Anise 
would have teased him by borrowing Kristina’s words if he had shed 
tears. 


“Let’s just make sure we distinguish it, so we don’t get confused. 
Kristina, you... Uh... Call me Eugene, all right? Anise will call me 
Hamel anyways,” explained Eugene. 


“...Yes, Sir Hagene.” 
“What?” 

“No... Nothing, Sir Eumel.” 
“What are you doing?” 


Kristina responded after slapping herself on the lips a few times. “Lady 
Anise is very mischievous. According to the legend, she is supposed to 


be a warm person, like the morning sun.” 


“You can’t take an old tale word for word. I mean, look at me, right? 
The stories say that I’m stupid, but how is that even remotely 
accurate?” grumbled Eugene. 


Kristina opened her eyes to a slit and glanced at Eugene. For some 
reason, it felt as if she could hear a giggle in her head. 


“So what are you going to do now?” asked Kristina. 


“It’s impossible to return to the great cathedral,” answered Eugene. He 
didn’t think anything good would come from returning. The biggest 
issue now was his condition. It wasn’t so bad that he couldn’t lift a 
finger, but he would need to rest completely for a few days to recover. 
“T think it would be best to destroy the warp-gate here and hole up 
somewhere to recover. After that... Well, if I could, I would just run 
away without trying to fix anything.” 


“Are you serious?” asked Kristina. 


“Would I be lying? I know I lost my cool and ran wild, but you never 
really think about fixing what you caused when you lose your cool 
and rampage. But what can I do? If I do really run away, the head of 
our family might lose what little hair he has left. He’s stressed enough 
already,” mumbled Eugene while staggering forward. Kristina 
belatedly came to his side and supported him. 


“Anyways. If I plan to at least pretend to make things right, I should 
get back to normal conditions first.” 


“Because of me,” said Kristina. 


“Tt’s not just because of you, so don’t say things like that. And what if 
it’s because of you? Why should you feel guilty about it? You’re the 
one who was thrown into shit,” said Eugene. A faint smile spread on 
her face at his harsh words. 


Mer glared at Kristina. “Don’t get too close.” 


“What?” 
“Don’t get too close to him,” she repeated. 


“Tm only supporting... Ah,” with a smile, Kristina nodded. She raised 
Eugene’s feeble body and put him behind her back. 


“Hey, hey!” shouted Mer. 


“This reminds me of Samar Forest,” said Kristina while supporting 
Eugene’s buttocks with her hands. Eugene’s face crumpled with 
humiliation, and Mer was struck speechless by Kristina’s bold move. 
However, Kristina paid them no mind and instead continued forward 
while patting Eugene’s buttocks. 


The morning sun was warm. 


Chapter 198 
The Crusader (1) 


In the vicinity of a completely destroyed temple, there was a huge 
hole that didn’t fit well with the surrounding terrain. This was the 
hole that had been made by Eugene a few days ago. 


A tall woman stood at the entrance of the hole. She tilted her head to 
the side while looking down into the hole, which was too deep to see 
the end of. Although a half-moon was shining faintly in the night sky, 
a wave of darkness began to spread from the woman’s back. 


The darkness created by the woman enveloped her surroundings like a 
fog and began to sink deep into the hole. After the darkness spread 
completely, the woman walked down into the hole, her feet utterly 
bare of any protection. 


Just a few steps into the hole and she had already found corpses. It 
looked like they had desperately tried to climb out of the hole. While 
this was perhaps due to the difficulty of climbing out of a hole this 
deep with their broken bodies, most of the collapsed corpses also had 
what looked like wounds from a snake’s fangs. 


Most of these corpses had their fingertips crusted with blood and dirt 
and looked like they had been crushed. In the days since their deaths, 
their bodies had already stiffened in rigor mortis, but the looks on 
their faces, contorted in pain and horror, remained. The woman 
examined each of these faces one by one as she headed deeper and 
deeper into the hole. 


The thin cotton veil covering her lips twitched. With each step she 
took downwards, an unpleasant stench weighed ever more heavily in 
the space around her. 


It was the smell of blood and spilled intestines. The smells of the rot 
that started days after the death of a body. A stench of death had 


concentrated in this hole from countless corpses. The woman felt 
slightly aroused by the smell. In this peaceful era that hadn’t seen any 
wars break out, it was hard to find a place like this where so many 
corpses were buried in one location. 


Especially corpses like these. These weren’t the worthless corpses of a 
person with little to no status. The woman scanned the uniforms worn 
by the corpses. The red cross on their chests was the sigil of the 
Knights of the Blood Cross, and that red cloak was the symbol of the 
Inquisition's Maleficarum. 


There were well over a hundred corpses. Though not all of them had 
died instantly. Quite a few of them looked like they could have 
survived, but they hadn’t been able to escape this pit due to their 
severe injuries and exhaustion. 


However, as human lives were very tenacious, a few people could still 
be seen clinging to their last breaths. With dying voices, they chanted 
prayers or called out to their God in a murmur. There were also a few 
voices begging for help while some had completely lost their minds 
and were just muttering incomprehensibly. 


The woman paid no attention to them. She had no reason to save 
them. On the contrary, the darkness spreading from her with each step 
she took was claiming their lives. The souls that were collected by this 
weren’t able to ascend towards the sky, instead dissolving into the 
darkness. 


At the very bottom of the hole, the woman’s steps halted. 


Down here, it was so dark that the woman couldn’t darken it further. 
The smell of death that had been concentrated to its limits made every 
breath a joy. The woman lifted her veil slightly and took in the stench. 
Then she looked a bit further down with delight in her eyes. 


There wasn’t any land visible at the bottom of the hole. There weren’t 
any piled-up bodies either. Instead, crimson blood had pooled up at 
the bottom like it was rainwater. 


Within that pool of blood, the debris of corpses could be seen floating 
around. This made the woman’s lips, which were pressed tight, stretch 


in a thin smile. Then, her purple eyes glowing, she took a step toward 
the pool of blood. 


Boom! 


A ripple spread across the blood pool as she took that step forward. 
The surface of the pool turned clear, exposing what lay beneath. There 
were bodies that looked like they had been chewed upon, but there 
was still too much of this now-clear blood for it to have all been 
spilled from these corpses. 


“Well, now, I just wanted to see what had happened to cause Atarax’s 
death,” the woman commented to herself. 


In the woman’s opinion, he was a rare, enlightened priest. 


In this current era, black magic didn’t receive an unconditional 
rejection. While it was impossible for a demonfolk to rise to the 
position of a bishop, if they wished, they really could enter the Church 
of Light and become a priest. 


However, it was hard to imagine that an Inquisitor of all people had 
held a slight desire to comprehend black magic instead of having a 
huge prejudice against it. 


In the past, after having secretly been in contact with him for some 
time, this woman had personally met Atarax. At that time, Atarax had 
shown an incorruptible attitude even as he asked the nemesis of his 
organization for advice on black magic. No, rather than just 
incorruptible, at that time, Atarax’s attitude was close to intimidating. 


We, the Inquisition, can hunt you down at any time. As such, if you value 
your life, you should cooperate with our demands. 


The woman had immediately realized that Atarax’s request was 
nothing more than a facade for his true intentions. This was because 
the advice that Atarax had requested regarding black magic wasn’t on 
how to deal with it as an enemy. 


The woman had expected him to fall one day. 


She had wanted to see the moment when Atarax’s arrogant delusion 
that the Light would forgive and condone any injustice that he 
committed was shattered. If a cleric who had reached such a level 
were to fall, what kind of unique flavor might permeate his soul. It 
was curiosity and greed that had led the woman to secretly brand the 
young Atarax. 


“There’s not even a trace left of Atarax’s corpse,” the woman noted. 
“His soul isn’t here either. Did he rise to heaven like he so hoped for 
and was confident about? Or perhaps the soul itself had disappeared... 
Haha. I really wanted to see his final moments in person.” 


The woman wasn’t talking to herself. 


She was staring at a being floating in the center of the pool of blood. 
All of their limbs had been severed, leaving only a torso and a head. 
Yet, having been left in a condition where death was certain, they had 
somehow managed to survive. 


“Depending on the use of blood magic, you really can achieve 
immortality comparable to one of the undead,” the woman whispered. 
“Were you aware? You may have classified blood magic as being 
different from black magic, but the truth is that isn’t necessarily the 
case. Blood magic was originally developed from those vampires who 
like to suck out people’s blood and drink it.” 


Hemoria continued to cling to her last breaths that seemed like they 
might cut out at any moment. 


“Even among the demonfolk, vampires possess a particularly high 
class of immortality. They can be revived as long as there’s a single 
drop of blood. Blood magic should be able to do the same, right? 
Instead of needing to feed on other’s blood like a vampire, you should 
be able to multiply your own blood with mana and magic... Haha. 
Though, in your case, it seems like you’ve gone past what ordinary 
blood magic can heal,” the woman observed. 


“...You...,” Hemoria’s lips opened. Glaring at the woman, she 
squeezed out in a hoarse voice, “...Amelia Merwin...” 


One of the Three Mages of Incarceration. 


The Desert’s Dungeon-master. The Black Thorn. Death Answerer. 


Among the black wizards who had signed a contract with the Demon 
King of Incarceration, Amelia Merwin was known to be particularly 
eccentric and powerful, so she had many nicknames. The Ashur 
Desert, which she ruled over, had been designated a Restricted Zone 
by the Kingdom of Nahama, and all access was forbidden. 


“Why... are you... here?” Hemoria squeezed out. 


“Didn’t I already tell you? I came here to see Atarax’s corpse. It’s 
unfortunate that I wasn’t able to see him fall while he was still alive, 
but as long as his corpse remained, I was thinking of making him into 
an undead. Ah, could it be you don’t know? As long as the corpse 
remains and it’s only been dead for a few days, it can be used to 
summon the deceased’s soul,” Amelia said as she smiled and raised 
her hand. 


A staff made from a goat's head and several other bones appeared in 
her hand. 


Buzzzz! 
The Dark Powerl!] released from her staff evaporated the blood. 


Amelia continued, “However, Atarax’s corpse is missing. Although 
there are a lot of other corpses, they are all useless and worthless. But 
it seems I did well to come all the way down to the bottom of this 
deep hole. It’s like I’ve found a jewel on the sidewalk.” 


“’,.Let go...!” Hemoria hissed. 


Amelia’s Dark Power had wrapped around Hemoria. Hemoria 
thrashed her body, trying to somehow escape her grasp, but the only 
resistance her dismembered body could offer was arching her back 
and shaking her head. 


No. The truth was that Hemoria did have other means of resistance 
available to her. It was that her blood magic was being suppressed by 
Amelia’s Dark Power. If she could just get a little closer, Hemoria was 
confident that she would get a chance... 


The moment Amelia’s Dark Power dragged Hemoria’s body closer, 
patterns appeared on each of Hemoria’s cheeks. 


“Stop!” Hemoria roared. 


The simpler the command, the stronger the power. She didn’t need to 
keep a hold of Amelia Merwin for long. Hemoria just needed her to 
stop for a moment. 


Hemoria’s jaws spread wide, then she tore a bite out of the air. 
Crack! 


Amelia’s head tilted to the side. More than half of her neck had been 
bitten off and disappeared. The blood gushing out stained Amelia’s 
cotton veil and her clothes red. If she was only human, then she would 
definitely be dead. 


However, Amelia Merwin didn’t die. 


Her tilted head straightened once more. The spray of blood abruptly 
stopped. While feeling for the missing part of her neck, Amelia 
chuckled. 


“Word Arts on top of Blood Magic. Both types of magic were once 
persecuted by the Holy Empire. And those fangs...,” Amelia trailed off 
as she stared at Hemoria’s sharp teeth. 


They weren’t just simple teeth. Curses that were close to black magic 
had been boiled down into the form of a tooth. The idea of inserting 
teeth made through such a method into one's gums was insane, but... 


“You really have been designed to make optimal use of the magic that 
your body itself possesses,” Amelia complimented. “No matter how 
much someone is trained in magic from an early age, it would be hard 
to achieve your level of optimization. In the first place, if you had 
such talent, it should be displayed in other ways, but you seem to 
have specialized solely in blood magic and the word arts, while 
everything else isn’t that great.” 


Hemoria’s eyes trembled in fright. 


Amelia continued, “It’s honestly a surprise. To think that the Holy 
Empire... no, that the Inquisition would show such knowledge of both 
magic and black magic.” 


“Sh... Shut up...,” Hemoria growled weakly. 


“Ah,” Amelia gasped faintly. “It seems that you weren’t aware? It’s not 
just Atarax. Your Inquisition has made contact with black wizards in 
every era. I don’t know who they were in contact with previously, but 
even before Atarax, I’ve given advice on black magic to two previous 
Inquisitors.” 


Hemoria’s face turned pale. 


“What? Are you disappointed? Do you hate the fact that the 
Inquisition you serve actually has ties to the black wizards and to me, 
Amelia Merwin, at that? Why now, after having come so far? I 
actually rather admire them. Even for wizards, it’s rare to see such 
dedication towards understanding black magic, all for the sake of their 
god,” Amelia giggled as she probed her own wounds. 


Wherever her fingers went, new skin grew, and the wounded flesh was 
reconnected. 


“Ah, but even among them, Atarax was quite the interesting 
individual,” Amelia sighed. "Even though he knew nothing about the 
subject, he would still try to threaten me, and he showed such 
confidence that the light would continue to protect him 
unconditionally—” 


“M-master...! Don’t insult... my father!” Hemoria let out a scream as 
her body twisted futilely. 


Her father! 


A big smile spread across Amelia’s face at those words. She strode 
over and grabbed Hemoria by the hair. After forcefully pulling 
Hemoria’s head up, Amelia pressed her face close to Hemoria and 
looked into her eyes. 


A chill went down Hemoria’s back as her spirits fell. 


The terror of death seemed to pour forth from the eyes that were 
locked with hers. Hemoria couldn’t say anything more, and her body 
trembled in fear. Unable to hold on any longer, the lingering marks of 
her Word Arts disappeared from her cheeks. 


“...Your faaather?” Amelia drawled out with a snicker as she grabbed 
Hemoria’s chin with her other hand. 


With this grip, Amelia forced Hemoria’s mouth open and grabbed onto 
one of the sharp teeth. 


Pupuput! 


Blood spurted from the gap where the tooth had forcefully been pulled 
out. However, Hemoria wasn’t even able to let out a scream. 


After turning the pulled-out tooth this way and that as she scanned it, 
Amelia shrugged her shoulders and asked, “You ate humans, right?” 


Hemoria’s face paled even further. 


“From the corpses here, as well as those who weren’t quite corpses 
yet. Weren’t they all your comrades? You actually devoured your own 
comrades to survive here at the bottom of this hole,” Amelia accused. 


Hemoria stammered, “N-no, I didn’t—” 


“Were you trying to make the excuse that you didn’t eat them 
yourself? Aren’t you aware of how ridiculous of an excuse that is? You 
used blood magic to drain the blood from the corpses here as well as 
those who were only half-dead. You used them to restore your own 
blood and heal your wounds. If you had a few more days, you would 
probably have recovered enough to make it out of this hole on your 
own,” Amelia said as she pushed her head down on top of Hemoria’s 
head. 


Splash! 


As Hemoria’s limbless body fell back into the pool of blood, she saw 
all the corpses that were submerged in the pool. 


In fact, the corpses were so severely damaged that it was hard to 
recognize that they had even once been human. It wasn’t Hemoria 
that had killed them. Hemoria had just connected her blood to these 
deceased corpses to draw from them... 


Or at least, that was what she had thought. 


“T really like things like this,” Amelia admitted cheerfully. “Just the 
fact that an Inquisitor, who’s meant to show unconditional obedience 
towards the light, actually secretly contacted a black wizard and 
studied black magic would be amusing enough... but to think that he 
would even father a child behind closed doors. Then to find out that 
that daughter would eventually go on to suck the lifeblood of her 
companions, both Paladins and Inquisitors, in order to survive.” 


“No. It’s not true,” Hemoria desperately denied. “I didn’t...” 


Amelia continued mercilessly, “In the end, I find out that the daughter 
isn’t even a proper human being, but instead some kind of chimera? I 
only came all this way to pick up your father’s corpse, but... ahaha! 
You are a much more entertaining find than your father.” 


Hemoria feebly lifted her head to look up at Amelia. Those purple 
eyes that were glowing in the midst of the darkness were terrifying. 
Hemoria unconsciously chewed her bottom lip as she muttered a 
prayer. 


“After turning yourself into this, are you really looking for the light to 
save you?” Amelia mocked. “I’m not a believer in the light, but I can 
still confidently say this. The light might not be a merciless asshole, 
but do you really think it would still take care of something like you, 
who’s done the things you’ve done?” 


Hemoria gasped, “I... it was all for the light that I...” 


“Your father said the same thing. He probably even said those words 
before he died, right? If the light really was looking out for the both of 
you, then your limbs wouldn’t have been chopped off, and your father 


wouldn’t have died. No, hold on. If the light really cared about this 
world in the first place, your father wouldn’t have dared to make 
something like you. Your very existence is an insult to the light!” 
Amelia spat. 


Bam! 
Her staff swung down onto Hemoria’s back. 


“Tt seems that as an idiot, you don’t even know what kind of existence 
you are, so allow me to inform you. You are not a normal human 
being. Do you know what that means? You’re a chimera made from 
mixing a human with various other things,” Amelia enlightened her. 


Hemoria’s trembling came to a halt. 


“You said that Atarax is your father? That’s probably because part of 
your genes was copied from Atarax’s semen and blood, but from my 
perspective, both as a wizard and as a black wizard, your relationship 
with Atarax is nothing more than a handful of sand. Don’t you think 
so yourself? After having sucked in so much blood to survive these 
past few days, do you really think that the blood you’ve inherited 
from Atarax is thicker than the blood you have absorbed into your 
body?” Amelia questioned. 


“No... I-i-it’s not true...,” Hemoria weakly denied. 


“What do you mean it’s not true? Why deny such an obvious thing? 
Ah, I guess it does come naturally. You fanatics react to anything 
other than the light with denial. It’s fine. I’ll show some 
understanding. I would prefer it if your personality and the strength of 
your beliefs remain very, very strong,” Amelia confessed as she used 
her Dark Power to lift Hemoria’s body into the air. “That’s what will 
make training you so fun. Don’t worry, I won't kill you. Instead, I’ll 
give you what you want. So what if your limbs have been chopped 
off? It’s just a matter of restoring your limbs, right? Ah... by the way, 
what exactly is your name?” 


Hemoria didn’t reply. She wasn’t able to. 


The words that Amelia had let loose with a chuckle, the truths that 


Amelia had poured out so very casually, as if she were only teasing, 
had shaken Hemoria’s mind. 


“Aren’t you going to talk? In that case, ’ll have no choice but to hear 
it from you next time. Now then, from now on, I want you to 
understand it. The light didn’t protect you. It didn’t care for you while 
you were dying. Do you think that what you did was unavoidable? 
Yes, that’s right. If the light really did care for you, then you wouldn’t 
have had to suck the blood out of your comrades,” Amelia said all this 
in a pleasant voice as she began dragging Hemoria away. “Do you 
know what that means? The light you serve isn’t as kind as your 
prayers describe it to be. So, do you know what you should resent 
from now on?” 


Amelia’s voice sounded like it was coming from far away. In her 
faltering vision, Hemoria saw a small light. 


But that light was being held in the hands of a devil. A devil that had 
approached Hemoria while holding unbelievable and terrifying 
murderous intent and hatred for all the things that existed in this 
world. 


The light that had promised to protect Hemoria and its other believers 
was outshone by the light in the devil’s hands. Then she began to 
dance with the devil. 


* es GOT,” 


In her tightly clenched jaws, Hemoria’s teeth began to grind. 


Two days after the end of the rituals that had been held at the Fount 
of Light, Eugene and Kristina were staying in a tent that they had set 
up deep within a large forest. The tent was a magic artifact they had 
used while wandering the Samar Rainforest. 


Although the recoil this time was light, Eugene still had to stay in bed 
for these past two days without straining himself. Kristina had nursed 
Eugene while he was in this state, only heading out of the tent to hunt 
small animals and forage for herbs when the time came for their 


meals. 


Sometimes, if Mer offered to take over nursing Eugene, Kristina would 
kneel down and offer her prayers. 


Although she no longer uttered her prayers out loud, she was still 
drawn to the light deep within her heart. 


Whenever this happened, she would hear Anise’s voice inside her 
head, and while listening to Anise’s voice, a soft light would envelop 
Kristina’s body. 


“Tt seems that there’s no need for us to turn on any lights at night,” 
Mer cheekily commented. 


The light surrounding Kristina was only moderately bright. Unlike the 
lights that could be summoned by magic, or the sun in the sky, their 
eyes wouldn’t hurt even after looking at this light for a long time. 
Kristina was also quite warm, though not as warm as a campfire. Mer 
actually liked how comfortably warm Kristina was, as it kept her from 
feeling far too hot no matter how close her hand got to Kristina. 


“T think it would be really nice to have her around when I want to 
read. It would also be good to snuggle up to her and sleep together 
during the cold winter...” Mer stopped what she was saying to glare at 
Eugene. “Of course, Sir Eugene, you aren’t allowed to do that.” 


“When did I say that I even wanted to do that?” Eugene protested. 


“If Lady Anise ever takes over that body and tries to hug you, then 
you need to say it firmly,” Mer instructed. “Tell her that you can’t do 
that. Understand?” 


“What am I, a kid?” Eugene grumbled. 
“You sometimes act like a child, Sir Eugene.” 


“Just stop talking to me and also keep some distance from her. Why 
do you keep bothering her when she’s trying to pray?” 


As Kristina was kneeling, Mer was lying down with her head resting 
on Kristina’s thighs. 


“T like how soft and fluffy this feels,” Mer sighed in contentment. 
“Although this feeling is one you might never experience for the rest 
of your life. Ah, just because I said this, you’re not allowed to secretly 
try and find out what it feels like—” 


“Just stop it already,” Eugene grumbled as he undid the bandage 
wrapped around his left hand. 


Although the hand had been crushed two days ago, thanks to a 
miracle from Kristina, it was now completely healed. Even the bones 
that had been shattered into pieces had fully healed during the time 
that the bandages were wrapped around his arm, and no nerves had 
been severed. 


‘Like I thought, the power of her miracles is stronger than before,’ Eugene 
observed. 


Although Kristina’s miracles were beyond all comparison to those 
performed by other clergymen even before now, the healing magic 
that she had used in the Samar Rainforest had yet to have reached this 
level. 


This was all thanks to Anise dwelling within Kristina. One day, 
Kristina would reach the point of being able to regenerate cut-off 
limbs like Anise had. 


Even as Eugene anticipated the coming of such a day, at the same 
time, he felt concerned. In the end, wasn’t this like they were holding 
back Anise, who had already died a long time ago, keeping her in this 
world to make her suffer? 


‘No... hold on. If we think of it like that, I’m the one you should feel sorry 
for in the first place. Why does a person who died three hundred years ago 
have to be reincarnated and go through such a headache...? Vermouth, 
that fucking bastard,’ Eugene silently cursed to himself. 


Anise hadn’t known anything about Vermouth. 


Through Eugene, she had learned that Vermouth had pierced a hole 
through Sienna’s chest, but it didn’t seem like she knew anything 
apart from that. It couldn’t be helped. After returning from Helmuth, 
Anise hadn’t had any further contact with Vermouth. 


It was because of the Oath with the Demon Kings. 


Sienna wasn’t the only one who had been disappointed that their fight 
had ended like that. 


“Hm,” Eugene hummed thoughtfully as he finished unwrapping the 
bandage and stood up. 


Kristina also halted her prayers and opened her eyes. She turned to 
Eugene with slight concern in her eyes. 


“What are you so startled for? We were expecting someone to come 
looking for us,” Eugene pointed out. 


Kristina hesitated, “But...” 
“It’s fine,” Eugene said as he opened the entrance to the tent. 


Someone was approaching them from a distance. If they had wanted 
to, they could have hidden their presence and tried to sneak up on 
Eugene and the others, but instead, they were approaching with an 
obvious display of their arrival. It was so that they could alert 
Eugene’s side and give them time to ready a response. 


“How polite of him,” Eugene muttered as he pulled the Holy Sword 
out from his cloak. 


Although Eugene didn’t know who it was, it would definitely be a 
high-ranking priest within Yuras. Perhaps another Cardinal? 


No... the presence approaching them today felt like something close to 
a knight. It had to be someone who was at least at the rank of a 
Captain in the Knights of the Blood Cross. 


‘No, it’s different,’ Eugene frowned. 


It was even greater than that. Although there was still quite a distance 
between them, Eugene could already tell that the feeling of that 
person’s presence was extremely heavy. It had to be a warrior 
comparable to Alchester, the Commander of the White Dragon 
Knights, who was approaching them. 


‘So, is this the Commander of the Blood Cross Knights?’ Eugene wondered 
as the figure drew nearer. 


It was the Crusader. 


Eugene stepped forward to meet him. 


Chapter 199 
The Crusader (2) 


The Commander of the Knights of the Blood Cross, sworn to the Yuras 
Empire, the Crusader, Raphael Martinez. 


Eugene had also heard several stories about the man. 


His name was one of the ones that cropped up whenever it came to 
discussing the continent’s strongest warriors. 


The Council Head of the Black Lion Castle. 

The Commander of the White Dragon Knights. 
Shimuin’s Twelve Finest. 

The king of Northern Ruhr. 

And the Commander of the Knights of the Blood Cross. 


Eugene watched as the man walked towards them from the other side 
of the forest. 


The years that this man had seen surpassed those seen by Carmen or 
Alchester and were comparable to the hundreds of years lived by the 
now-deceased Doynes Lionheart. However, from his appearance, it 
was hard to believe that the man who was now approaching them had 
lived for over a hundred years. 


Raphael looked like he hadn’t even reached puberty. Calling him a 
‘young man’ would actually be overstating it, as by all appearances, he 
looked like a boy. A young boy with beautiful blonde hair and blue 
eyes... 


However, those large blue eyes didn’t carry even the slightest hint of 
boyish innocence. Instead, the desolate and somber look in his eyes 
combined with his boyish appearance to create a strange atmosphere. 


‘It really is bizarre,’ Eugene admitted to himself. 


Although he had heard about this several times, this was Eugene’s first 
time seeing it in person. But possessing an appearance that was 
different from the actual years lived was nothing special for someone 
who had reached such a level of strength. 


It was only natural for a younger body to be stronger than an older 
body. Therefore, as soon as wizards, knights, and other types of 
warriors reached the point where they could perfectly control their 
bodies with mana, they would reconstruct their old bodies into 
younger bodies. 


After rejuvenating their bodies, what they did with their ‘looks’ 
depended on their taste and status. For example, they might put ona 
dignified appearance that matched their age, or they might just follow 
the example of their body and make their face younger as well. 


If they didn’t care about the surrounding opinions or their own 
position of authority, they might decide to keep a young body, and 
appearance like Carmen did. On the other hand, if they did care about 
the looks that their station would draw, they might maintain a 
dignified middle-aged look like Klein, the current Council Head, or 
Gilead, the Patriarch of the clan. 


However, Raphael was going too far. Or at least that’s what it looked 
like in Eugene’s eyes. Not only did he have a young boy’s face, but he 
also had an immature body to match. Was he about a hundred and 

sixty centimeters tall? Eugene guessed that it wasn’t that short, but... 


‘They do say that his growth stopped during his childhood.’ 


Compared with other knights, Raphael was especially small-framed. It 
didn’t stand out that much when he was younger. But in his mid- 
teens, the point at which the body’s physical growth accelerated, 
while the other knights all sprouted up like weeds and strapped 
muscles onto their frames, Raphael’s body hadn’t shown any further 


growth. 


Even under such adverse conditions, Raphael was still able to rise to 
the rank of Commander of the Knights of the Blood Cross. He should 
already be able to perfectly control his body with his mana, but 
Raphael’s body remained small. For the past half a century, the 
Crusader had made a name for himself as the smallest and strongest 
knight on the continent. 


“Sir Eugene Lionheart?” Raphael cautiously called out to Eugene as he 
approached with a slow gait. 


Then Raphael stopped where he was, not approaching any further. 
Instead of replying immediately, Eugene stared at Raphael. 


He certainly was small. That boyish face combined with the eyes of an 
old knight who had seen just about everything didn’t match even in 
the slightest, so at first glance, it felt like Raphael was wearing a 
mask. 


Raphael wore the uniform of the Knights of the Blood Cross, which 
had a red cross embroidered on the neck and the chest. He wasn’t 
wearing any armor, but at the same time, he wasn’t unarmed. Behind 
Raphael’s head stood the hilt of a cross-shaped greatsword that was 
taller than Raphael’s own height. 


Raphael’s eyes traveled down from Eugene’s face. Eugene knew what 
that obvious gaze wanted to see. So he lifted his cloak and showed 
Raphael the hilt of the Holy Sword in his hand. 


“Tt’s fortunate that you’re alright,” Raphael said with a bow of his 
head. 


It was difficult for Eugene to guess what this old man was thinking 
behind his boyish mask. Especially since, as someone who could sit at 
the head of the Blood Cross Knights, Raphael should be quite a zealot 
of the Light; and from this incident, Eugene had concluded in his heart 
that all zealots of the Light were incomprehensible existences. 


“Saint Candidate Kristina is still with you, correct?” Raphael asked as 
his head lifted from his bow. 


Raphael’s perpetually somber gaze was still fixed on the Holy Sword. 


Eugene pointed to the tent behind him and said, “She’s over there. But 
what is your reason for looking for us?” 


“Tt’s not like you’re asking because you’re unaware,” Raphael pointed 
out. 


“Of course I know,” Eugene admitted. “But that’s exactly why your 
attitude seems quite mysterious. After I did such a thing... well... I 
don’t think you’d ever be able to accept the reasons for it from your 
point of view. So it’s strange for you to come here alone under such 
circumstances, and your demeanor is also strangely calm.” 


Raphael’s lips twitched at these words. With a slight smile, he pointed 
at the Holy Sword that Eugene was currently resting his hand on. 


“Sir Eugene, you have been recognized by the Holy Sword. So for you 
to have done something like this, you must have had a reason that left 
you with no choice but to do so. And Sir Eugene, since you are still 
able to rest your hand on the Holy Sword, that must mean that the 
God of Light who created the Holy Sword also approves of your 
action... or at least I would like to think so,” Raphael finished 
hesitantly. 


“Hm,” Eugene hummed consideringly. 


“Also, Saint Candidate Kristina is still staying by your side,” Raphael 
added. “Although I haven’t met her too often, I know that the Saint 
Candidate is a very sincere and kind person.” 


Eugene cocked an eyebrow, “Is that so?” 


“Yes,” Raphael nodded. “If you had somehow forcibly kidnapped her, 
then I believe the Saint Candidate would have taken her own life.” 


Eugene really didn’t enjoy hearing such words. 


With a twisted smile, Eugene wrapped his fingers around the hilt of 
the Holy Sword and said, “I really hate hearing things like that.” 


“The same goes for me,” Raphael said with a nod and a returned 
smile. “However, as someone who has been raised by Cardinal 
Rogeris, from what I know and have seen, the Saint Candidate is just 
such a person... So for that Saint Candidate... to have abandoned the 
sacred ceremony midway and sought refuge with you, Sir Eugene, it’s 
still hard for me to believe it.” 


“Did you see the temple before you came here?” Eugene asked. 
Raphael nodded, “It’s in quite a miserable state.” 


Eugene had expected the question to leave a crack in Raphael’s 
expression, but it seemed to have failed. 


“Ah, I just realized that I should have checked something. Though, in 
fact, I wonder if it is something that I really need to confirm... was 
everything done by you, Sir Eugene?” Raphael belatedly inquired. 


“T did kill over a hundred Paladins and Inquisitors, as well as the 
Punisher Atarax, and... there was also... who was it again?” Eugene 
trailed off uncertainly. 


“Tf you’re talking about the Captain of the Knights of the Blood Cross, 
that friend’s name was Giovanni,” Raphael answered. 


“Ah, yes, Lord... Giovanni, as well as Cardinal Rogeris. I killed them 
all,” Eugene confessed honestly. 


Throughout this whole conversation, Raphael’s expression hadn’t 
changed. He had maintained the same smile that he had had from the 
start, and his calm eyes seemed to be treating all of this like an 
extremely formal and business-as-usual report. 


“You really did something amazing,” Raphael commented. 
“Yes, well... things just turned out like that,” Eugene replied. 
Then the two stood there as a brief silence spread between them. 


Was this really how the conversation was meant to play out? Eugene 


asked this question deep inside his heart. Wasn’t Raphael’s reaction 
way too casual? Even though, as a Paladin who served as a symbol of 
his nation, his loyalty to the empire and the church, and also his faith 
in the light, must all be strong. 


Raphael’s expression seemed to truly be calm. However, Eugene still 
didn’t let his guard down. From what he had experienced in his 
previous life, the more he couldn’t understand what someone was 
thinking, and the more bizarre their attitude, the more absurd the 
madness that person concealed. 


Raphael perked up, “Ah, Saint Candidate Kristina.” 
Kristina, who had been waiting inside the tent, suddenly emerged. 


Although he was still standing quite a distance from the tent, Raphael 
spotted Kristina emerging and greeted her with a smile and wave of 
his hand, “I’m glad to see that you’re unscathed.” 


Eugene snorted, “Didn’t you say that she’s someone you haven’t met 
with that often?” 


“T was telling the truth, but that doesn’t mean I’m indifferent to her. 
I’m also the one who taught her how to use the flail that she wields,” 
Raphael explained. 


Kristina began to approach. Eugene tried to keep her from getting 
closer by raising his hand to stop her, but Raphael held his hand up 
even faster than Eugene. 


“Saint Candidate,” Raphael called out. “Please don’t get closer just 
yet.” 


Kristina hesitated, “Lord Raphael...” 


“T still haven’t decided what exactly I should do about all this,” 
Raphael informed her. 


Eugene smirked at these words. 


Looking down at Raphael, who was shorter than him, Eugene asked, 
“What else do you have to consider?” 


Raphael refused to ask any further questions, “I don’t think we need to 
say anything more about the matter that just occurred. I don’t really 
want to do something like that, and I don’t think it would be good for 
you either, Sir Eugene.” 


“Why do you not want to ask about it?” Eugene asked curiously. 


“Well, that’s... it’s because I took a look at the temple before coming 
here. Cardinal Rogeris was strong, and friend Giovanni was a Captain 
in our knightly order, so his skills were unquestionably good. Atarax 
from the Maleficarum also wasn’t an opponent to be taken lightly. 
There were also about one hundred and seventy Paladins and 
Inquisitors who died there,” Raphael said with a shake of his head. 
“For such a tragedy to take place within a single day, Sir Eugene, you 
must be incredibly strong. That’s why I can honestly say I really don’t 
want to fight with you, Sir Eugene.” 


Eugene raised an eyebrow, “Then we just don’t need to fight, right?” 


“If that were the case, I wouldn’t have even been sent here. You must 
also be aware of how absurd what you have just said is.” 


“So it really has to be this way?” 


“Yes, Sir Eugene, you have truly done something incredible. If I were 
to set aside how much I don’t want to fight with you, look at all the 
facts of the matter, and seriously think about the situation, then I have 
to conclude that I must fight with and kill you no matter what.” 


“But it would have been easier to do so if you brought a few other 
Paladins with you instead of coming here all by yourself,” Eugene 
pointed out. 


“Tt couldn’t be helped,” Raphael shrugged. “The temple and the Fount 
of Light located here are meant to be kept secret even within the 
church... and I only came here to find out what exactly had taken 
place.” 


“So that’s the case,” Eugene nodded in understanding. 


Raphael sighed, “Honestly speaking, this goes beyond what I could 
even imagine. I examined the corpses of those that you killed, and 
what I found was truly... impressive. Such ruthless swordplay is hard 
to see in an era like this one.” 


Silence fell once more. 


Raphael eventually broke the silence, “It was the Holy Father who 
sent me here. After confirming what happened here at the Fount, he 
ordered me to completely subdue you and bring you to the Vatican, or 
else... behead you and bring your head to them.” 


Eugene hesitated, “That’s... Lord Raphael, in your opinion, do you 
really think that will be possible?” 


“Although I'll have to try to know for sure, among all the knights 
under the command of the Holy Father, there is no knight as strong, 
faithful, trustworthy, and loyal as I am,” Raphael declared without 
any apparent arrogance. “As such, I had no choice but to come here.” 


“So what are you going to do now? Are you going to draw that 
greatsword of yours?” Eugene asked challengingly. 


“T’m still in the middle of thinking about that, but... Sir Eugene, what 
if you run away instead?” Raphael proposed. 


Eugene frowned, “Huh?” 


“T’m just saying this because I think it will be easier for me to muster 
up some motivation for it, but if at all possible... what if you leave the 
Saint Candidate here and run away on your own?” Raphael explained. 


“Are you being serious right now?” Eugene asked in disbelief. 


“T’m only saying this after having given it a lot of thought,” Raphael 
nodded. “I don’t want a swordfight to break out where the Saint 
Candidate can see it... and after seeing you stand there so imposingly, 
my faith has also been shaken slightly.” 


“Really now,” Eugene said doubtfully. 


Raphael gasped, “Ah, I forgot to tell you something? That’s... before 
we turn our swords against each other, may I ask you for a favor?” 


“What kind of favor?” 


Although there wasn’t any anger, hostility, or murderous intent 
present in their conversation, Eugene could still detect the strange 
scent of drawn steel. It felt like he was talking to a sword with a 
mouth. The same was true of Eugene, but Raphael was someone who 
didn’t need anything like a warm-up routine before springing into a 
fight. 


As a Paladin who was wearing the skin of a young boy, once he had 
made up his mind to do so, Raphael could immediately unleash an 
insanity-inducing murderous intent. If needed, Raphael could muster 
up anger and hatred for the deaths of the Paladins, the Cardinals, and 
the members of the Inquisition. He would then hone all the emotions 
generated by this into his murderous intent and would infuse this 
intent into his greatsword. 


It seemed that Raphael was someone who thought that solving his 
problems with fighting and killing was unnecessarily messy. From 
what he had shown through his words, gaze, and attitude so far, he 
wielded his sword in a highly business-like manner. 


“Please draw the Holy Sword,” Raphael finally spoke up. “And call on 
the light of the Holy Sword in front of me.” 


Kristina exclaimed, “Lord Raphael! Sir Eugene really is—” 


“Pardon me for saying this, Saint Candidate Kristina, but I’m afraid I 
cannot listen to your words. Currently, what I need is to confirm the 
facts so that I can make my judgment,” Raphael said as he took a few 
steps back. 


After staring into Raphael’s perpetually clouded eyes, Eugene nodded 
slowly. This wasn’t the first time he’d received a request to pull out 
the Holy Sword and show off its light. 


Whenever Eugene pulled out the Holy Sword and drew upon its light, 
all the believers of the Light who saw it celebrated the fact that 
Eugene was the Hero. But even under such circumstances, upon 
learning that Eugene’s opinions contradicted their own points of view, 
they changed their evaluation of Eugene as quickly as a flip of the 
palm. 


“Is this enough?” Eugene asked as the blade of the Holy Sword was 
drawn fully from within his cloak and began to radiate light. 


Causing light to shine from the Holy Sword wasn’t of any difficulty to 
Eugene. He just needed to hold the Holy Sword and focus on his 
desire for light. 


Eugene himself had many questions about this ‘light.’ 


When Eugene was killing the faithful within the temple, the Holy 
Sword didn’t emit light as Eugene had desired, but it hadn’t burned 
his hands to try and escape Eugene’s grasp either. Instead, it had 
actually guided Eugene into finding the right path through the 
temple’s fog, and at the very last moment, when he had slain Cardinal 
Rogeris, it had burst into a brilliant light even though Eugene hadn’t 
called for it to do so. 


It was as if it was trying to prove that this really was Divine 
Retribution, as Eugene had claimed. 


Even under such circumstances, the ‘Light’ had also lent its strength to 
all of the temple’s clergy. In the end, Sergio had summoned angels 
using high-level divine magic and even made use of his stigma. 


In Eugene’s hands, the Holy Sword seemed to show that the God of 
Light despised this attempt to imitate his Incarnation and the 
ceremony that was meant to complete Kristina’s transformation into 
this false Saint, thus delivering Divine Retribution. 


But at the same time, God had lent his light to his other believers. 


Anise had said that the God of Light loves all his followers and 
bestows his light on every one of them. 


It would have been better if the God of Light had responded to 
Eugene’s will and had withdrawn his light from the priests that 
Eugene was facing. Then, given his position as the Hero, Eugene 
would have been able to act without any restraint. 


However, the God of Light hadn’t done that. The God of Light seemed 
more indifferent than benevolent. He had allowed the corpse of his 
Incarnation to be used to create an imitation of his Incarnation in the 
form of a Saint, and he had silently bestowed his light to be used in 
the inhumane experiments that Yuras had been conducting for 
hundreds of years to perfect their Imitation Incarnation. 


This had gone on for hundreds of years. 


While it was true that Eugene was the Hero acknowledged by the Holy 
Sword, the zealots of Yuras — especially the Pope and the Cardinals 
who had known what was going on behind the scenes and had lied 
that the Stigmata they had carved on themselves were bestowed by 
the light — might not show any regret or repentance, even if Eugene 
were to reveal the truth of this tragedy. The fact that Raphael 
Martinez had come here on his own today also allowed Eugene to 
guess what they were thinking. 


The Pope and the Cardinals intended to completely bury this matter. 
Raphael silently stared at the shining Holy Sword for a few moments. 
Then he raised his hand and grasped the hilt behind his head. 


It was impossible to pull out a greatsword strapped onto his back over 
his head in one motion, so Raphael pulled the hilt of the greatsword 
towards his shoulder. The belt wrapped around his chest was moved 
along with this motion, so the greatsword was now slung over his 
shoulder. 


Schiiing. 


The cross-shaped greatsword slowly slid out of its scabbard. Raphael 
held the hilt of the drawn greatsword in both hands. 


Without turning off the light emitted by the Holy Sword, Eugene just 


stared at Raphael. 
Fwoosh. 


A light flared out from Raphael’s greatsword. This light that was 
summoned so casually was incomparably more brilliant and deeper 
than the light summoned by the Paladins that Eugene had seen a few 
days ago. 


Raphael silently compared the two different lights. 


The light was reflected in Raphael’s deeply shadowed eyes. Without 
any trace of amusement, he looked at his own greatsword, then 
nodded slightly. 


The greatsword spun in a circle. Then, resting the greatsword down 
beside him and holding it up in support, he knelt down on the spot. 


“Respect the Hero,” Raphael said as he bowed his head. 
Eugene still couldn’t figure out what Raphael’s intentions were. 


Raphael then raised the greatsword up into the air above his head 
using both hands and said, “And worship the Light.” 


Raphael raised his head. Through the brilliant light coming from their 
swords, Raphael looked up at Eugene, then lowered the greatsword he 
had raised above his head onto the ground in front of his knees. 


“What are you doing?” Eugene finally asked. 


“The Holy Sword has recognized you. Even though you have killed 
many believers of the faith, its light hasn’t faded, and even now, it 
shines so brilliantly,” Raphael said by way of explanation as he 
lowered his head once more. “Since the light remains so bright, even 
when held in your hands, Sir Eugene, what you did wasn’t a massacre 
of the faithful, but instead a Divine Retribution delivered from the 
Light.” 


“Do you really think so?” Eugene asked skeptically. 


“As a simple believer, I don’t feel any need to separate the facts from 
the truth. I just need to follow the will of the Brilliant Light,” Raphael 
stated calmly. 


Eugene raised an eyebrow, “Aren’t you suspicious that I’ve fallen?” 


“Tf a fallen one’s hand was still able to emit such a light, then they 
were only right to fall,” Raphael said with a shrug and a laugh. “I’ve 
followed the Light for a long time and have always loyally served the 
Faith. During that time, I have seen so many things that have nearly 
shaken my faith. What I’ve found here was a secret temple, traces of a 
ritual that was no different from abuse, the lost remains of our 
deceased former Saints, and evidence of a secret collaboration 
between the Pope and the Cardinals.” 


Eugene remained silent. 


“But the Light has still generously bestowed upon them a light that is 
more brilliant than most others, and even as I am in pain and doubt, 
having lost trust in my faith because of all that I’ve just seen, God has 
still granted his light to me. As such, I eventually decided that ‘this 
side’ must be the right one... but Sir Eugene, having seen your light, 
it’s clear that this side isn’t in the right,” Raphael declared firmly as he 
rose to his feet. “So let us go and behead the Pope.” 


“ ..Huh?” Eugene gasped. 


“Pope Aeuryus is awaiting my return in the Audience Chamber of the 
Vatican,” Raphael revealed. “Cardinal Beshara and Cardinal Pietro 
should also be with Aeuryus.” 


Eugene was struck dumb once more. 


“Since the three are together, we can take all their heads at once. 
There are quite a few Paladins assigned to the Vatican, but if I lead 
the way, it should be easy for us to reach the Audience Chamber,” 
Raphael plotted. 


“Hold on,” Eugene demanded. 


Caught up in his plans, Raphael continued uninterrupted, “There are 


Escort Knights directly accompanying Aeuryus, but they are only ten 
in total, and their skills are similar to Giovanni, whom you have 
killed.” 


“Hold on a second,” Eugene attempted once more. 


“T think the real problem will be with Aeuryus, Beshara, and Pietro. 
Sir Eugene, you said you killed Sergio, but was he able to use the 
light?” Raphael inquired. 


Eugene replied, “He was, but—” 


“Indeed, the merciful light illuminates all those who possess faith. 
Thanks to that, we'll have a tough time killing the Pope and the 
Cardinals.” As if it was only natural, Raphael had counted himself 
alongside Eugene and Kristina, tying them together in his plans as 
‘we.’ “So I, of course, recommend a surprise attack, but that will 
require your help, Sir Eugene. First of all, you pretend to have been 
subdued by me so that we can enter the Audience Chamber together, 
then we should be able to kill the Cardinals by surprise. But that still 
leaves us with Aeuryus... Hm... the problem is, as long as we’re 
unable to kill Aeuryus in one blow, all the Paladins, Inquisitors, and 
Priests will be called, so even if we do succeed in killing him—” 


“Hold on, just hold on a moment!” Eugene hurriedly shouted to cut off 
Raphael’s words. “I have no intention of killing them.” 


“But don’t they deserve to be killed?” Raphael questioned in 
confusion. “And they’re also planning on killing you, Sir Eugene.” 


“Really?” Eugene asked. 


“In my opinion, that’s probably what they’re after. From what I’ve 
heard, most of the sacred relics stored in the special reliquary have 
disappeared somewhere,” Raphael informed them. 


“ ..Huh?” Eugene reacted in surprise at this news. 


Raphael nodded, “While I don’t know the exact reason for their 
disappearance, it probably has something to do with you, right?” 


Eugene recalled what he had seen of the Fount of Light and the relics 
that had acted as filters and water purifiers within the temple’s 
mechanisms. All of those had turned into light and disappeared in 
front of Eugene’s eyes. 


‘Did he just say that the holy relics in the Vatican have disappeared as 
well?’ Eugene considered the news with a frown. 


In the end, most of those relics were the remains of former Saints. 


“Most of the special-class relics that have been in storage since the 
founding of Yuras have been lost, and the Fount of Light, which was 
considered a sacred location, has also disappeared. Cardinal Rogeris 
has died, and droves of Paladins and Inquisitors have also been killed, 
so isn’t it only natural for the Pope and the other Cardinals to try to 
kill you or find you accountable for this, Sir Eugene?” Raphael 
warned. 


“But in the end, aren’t they also priests. Won’t they convert like you 
did upon seeing the light of the Holy Sword?” Eugene asked hopefully. 


“T wasn’t converted. I was rescued from my disillusionment,” Raphael 
said with a calm smile. “Since I was disillusioned in the first place, I 
just needed a trigger to set me on a different path. But the Pope and 
the Cardinals are different from me. To them, as the Hero who 
suddenly appeared out of nowhere, Sir Eugene, you are just a whim of 
the Light. They might worship you as a miracle, but if they had to, 
they wouldn’t hesitate to call you a fallen one or a devil.” 


Just like Sergio had done. 


“Sir Eugene, the best you can hope for is their acceptance, not their 
conversion. Those three have been in too high a position, seen too 
many things, and have firmed their resolve for too many difficult 
decisions to be so easily swayed. They will demand you to do 
something to balance out all the things they have lost because of you, 
and according to my judgment, it will be impossible to fulfill such a 
request, so it would be better to kill them,” Raphael advised. 


“What do you think they will ask me to do?” Eugene checked. 


“They might ask you to assassinate one of Hemluth’s three Princes to 
prove that you’re the Hero... Hmm, on second thought, that might be 
too much of a provocation toward the Demon King of Incarceration. 
Complete naturalization into a citizen of Yuras would be far too 
light... ah! I’ve thought of a request with just the right amount of 
impact. Pope Aeuryus will probably ask you to assassinate the King of 
Ruhr,” Raphael declared loudly. 


“ ..Huh?” Eugene gaped in disbelief. 


“The King of Ruhr, the Bestial King, Aman Ruhr. Their country has 
repeatedly refused to join the Anti-Demon Alliance led by the Holy 
Empire, and since a few years ago, it has started interacting with 
Helmuth. King Aman’s personal strength is worthy of being counted as 
one of the best in the entire continent, so you could call his continued 
existence a thorn in the Pope’s eye,” Raphael explained. 


“But why would they ask me to do that?” Eugene demanded. 


Raphael continued to extrapolate, “No matter how irritating he is, the 
Pope can’t make a move himself, and Yuras won’t gain anything from 
waging war against Ruhr. That’s why they would try to use you, Sir 
Eugene. They would probably place a seal in your brain in case you 
fail. That way, even if the attempt did fail, the connection to Yuras 
wouldn’t be revealed, and Kiehl or the Lionheart clan would be forced 
to take the blame.” 


“Hah,” Eugene huffed in belief. 


Raphael thought of another idea, “Or perhaps they might chop off 
your limbs and make them into relics.” 


“Tf that’s the case, then let’s discuss how to convince them without me 
having to accept one of their requests,” Eugene forcefully changed the 
subject. 


“That seems like it would be impossible...,” Raphael muttered with a 
grave expression. 


Eugene ignored these words and turned his head. Kristina was still 
standing at a distance. 


Eugene called out to her, “Kristina, come here.” 
Kristina reacted in confusion, “Huh?” 
“Don’t just walk over here, do that,” Eugene instructed her. 


What did he mean by ‘that’?” Kristina was taken aback for a moment, 
but she soon understood what Eugene was asking her to do. With a 
low cough, she placed her hands together in front of her chest. 


When Kristina next took a step... 
Fwooosh! 
Eight wings snapped open from behind her back. 


“Won’t they be convinced once they see that?” Eugene turned to ask 
Raphael as he pointed to Kristina, who was still approaching with her 
wings spread wide. 


Raphael’s stoic mask had shattered. 


His mouth was wide open in an expression of pure admiration and 
excitement that finally suited his boyish face. 


